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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Several  years  have  elapsed  since  the  publishers  of  the  present 
volume  collected  the  various  detached  pieces  of  Mrs.  Hemans' 
poetry,  and  gave  them  to  the  public,  in  connection  with  the  poetry 
of  Heber  and  Pollock,  in  a  single  volume.  Many  additional  effu- 
sioDS  from  her  pen  have  since  boeu  published  in  the  British  jour- 
naiB ;  these  have  been  industriously  sought  for,  and  superadded, 
in  this  new  edition,  to  the  number  contained  in  the  prior  publica- 
tion. To  suit  the  conveoieoce  of  those  who  desire  to  possess  the 
works  of  Mrs.  Hemans  separately,  the  productions  of  the  before* 
inentioDed  authors  are  not  included  in  the  present  edition. 

The  publishers  believe  that  this  volume  contains  all  the  poems 
of  Mrs.  Hemans  which  have  hitherto  been  published;  and  that, 
therefore,  it  may  be  considered  as  a  complete  edition  of  her  works. 

Plubdelphia.  October,  IBIO.  (8) 
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PREFACE. 


It  hw  heen  nid  by  ■  fine  mitsr,  thtt, 
ilthough  gcniua  u  tbe  heir  of  fiune,tho  \am 
if  lift  b  the  conditicc  on  which  the  bright 
rcrernon  ratut  be  eani«I ;  that  bme  is  the 
TcconipenBe  not  of  the  livinc,  bat  of  the 
dead, — iU  temple  etuidinf  over  the  gjavo, 
end  the  Rune  of  iti  alter  kindled  fiom  the 
lehes  of  Iho  great.  There  i*  troth  in  the 
Ihooght,  u  well  as  beaotj  in  the  exprcHion 
of  it,  though,  like  moat  general  remirka  of 
the  same  dcseriptlon,  it  it  open  to  boUi  quali- 
fication and  exception.  It  ia  tme  that  Gime 
ta  not  popularity  merely.  It  is  Eat  the  shout 
of  the  multitude.  It  in  not  'the  idle  bum 
of  &ahion,  the  Tenal  puff,  the  soothing  flat' 
Icry  of  GiTour  or  of  friendship.'  But  is  it 
alone,  on  the  other  hand,  theapiril  ofa  man 
nretrii^  kimaelf,  as  Hailitt  describe*  il,  in 
llie  miiKls  and  Ihonghts  of  other  men  1  Or, 
u  ha  splendidly  repreaenti  it  again,  is  it 
only  *the  sound  which  the  ■treom  of  high 
Iboughta,  carried  dawn  to  future  agi>,  mokea 
as  it  flows — deep,  distant,  muimuring  ever- 
rnure  like  the  waters  of  the  mighty  ocean?' 
TUb  b  fiuDC,  indeed.  No  reputation  can  be 
called  tuch,  that  wiD  not  ondure  that  test 
But  may  it  not  begin  also  in  the  Ufb  of  him 
that  cams  ItT  May  it  not  begin,  and  cdo- 
tirnie,  coincident  with  tlio  mere  populuiily 
which  ia  »  often  niistoken  for  itacl^ — aa  the 
immortal  aonl  disdalna  not  the  envelope  of 
perishing  humanity,  which  it  is  destined  so 
•oon  to  IcaTc,  and  lo  oullit-e  so  long  7  May 
not  the  spirit  of  a  man  tranafiue  ila  influence 
into  the  apirita  of  Other  men,  wilbont  the 
mythdlo^cal  transmigralioD  which,  accord. 
ing  to  this  Ihcoij,  death  implies ; — and  ihe 
feree  of  that  hiflucncc  be  felt,  and  recognized, 
and  acknowledged, — imperfectly  and  tardily 
we  admit  that  it  generally  ia, — ere  yet  the 
■awift  decay'  of  him  that  so  works  for  the 
■rorld,  and  for  posterity,  shall  qiute  release 
iim  from  his  ItulsT  II  is  truly  a  'wewry 
ife'— 

ts  that  of  the  direr,  in  Eastern  Seaa,  tot  the 
fem  that,  gleam  as  it  may,  'a  star  ta  oil  the 
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And  this  also  is  doubtless  true, — that, 
weary  and  waaling  as  it  is, — this  diving  for 
the  gems  of  thought, — the  world,  that  is  lo 
wear  the  rich  results,  does  not  and  cannot 
appreciate,  or  but  blowly  and  slightly  at  the 
best,  the  cihansting  cRbit  which  il  costs. 
That  can  bo  understood  only  by  him  who 
suOcrt  it,  and  it  ia  the  province  of  the  on* 
party  even  to  enjoy  '  the  price  of  the  Wtlef 
tears'  of  the  other.  But  it  U  enjoyed ;  and 
that  is  lame.  It  Is  the  influence  of  mind 
open  mind,  independently  of  every  personal 
consideration;  and  that  is  ftme, — however 
much  those  CDOsidcntioas,  or  some  of  them, 
were  Ihej  known  and  felt,  as  they  cannot  be, 
miglit  add  to  the  interest  of  that  influence, 
and  even  to  ila  tbrcc. 

The  best  conGrmalion,  oielaacholy  though 
it  be,  of  the  truth  of  these  remarks,  is  fur- 
nished by  the  cose  of  the  gifted,  iccom)iliBh. 
cd,  and  amiable  writer  whose  beautiful  iUus-  - 
tration  of  her  own  caieei — not  to  call  il  a 
prcdictkm  of  her  own  destiny — we  liave 
borrowed,  and  whose  works  are  now  Ibi  the 
first  time  gathered  together,  in  the  following 
pages,  we  trust  with  something  like  a  com- 
pleteness corresponding  lo  the  exertion  which 
has  been  made  by  the  Publisher,  as  well  as 
to  the  merit  and  charm  of  the  works  them 
selTca.  The  mere  popularity  of  IImm 
peemsftbcii  cotcmporaneooi  notoriety, — 
and  especiallyaa  indicated  bythe  notice  of  the 
periodical  press, — has  been  perhaps  eutirrljr 
unexampled  in  the  history  of  literature  el 
this  dcBcriplim.    Such  at  least  was  the  rs 
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pnUUiaQ  of  Ihs  lugw  portion  of  them,  ill 
ber  liUr  productions  indadod ;  for  it  ii  true, 
u  critici  tare  remuked,  that  not  only  tlio 
dobflt  which  alie  nlids  in  >  juienile  Toliuna, 
tt  Liverpool,  while  yot  in  ber  ehildhaad,  (■ 
collection  of  little  efliuiona  written  between 
the  agee  of  eight  and  IhirUen,  to  which  ibe, 
who  had  the  right  of  deciuoa,  did  Bet  her. 
Hclf  mbaoquently  duoM  to  gilt  a  place 
among  her  mature  'works',)  but  even  the 
much  more  elabcrate  compoaitimu  of  many 
nicceedlng  jean,  including  the  Rcitoration 
<rf'  the  Work*  of  Art  to  IloJ;,  (publisbcd  in 
^Sn,)  and  other  pocou  studded  as  richly 
with  brilliant  possege*,  did  not  have  the  ef 
Icct  to  eataUiah  her  reputation.  In  &ct,  the 
Recordi  of  Woman,  which  appesred  only 
•oma  night  yeira  since,  may  be  considered 
M  hsTuig  lairly  laid  its  foundations.  From 
Ihnt  time,  however,  as  Wb  haro  said,  the  &- 
voni  her  poems  met  with  was  nnciompled. 
But  who  will  pretend  that  it  was  no  more 
than  '  &voar  ;*  that  it  was  but  a  transient  air 
of  popular  whim  which  sostoined  them,  but 
gave  no  teat  nor  pledge  of  on  inherent  and 
enduring  buoyancy?  Who  will  deny  that 
Mrs.  Hemana  has  enjoyed— or,  if  we  use 
the  term  which  is  ippUcible  to  the  personal 
effort  and  eRect,  that  she  ho*  •uCTered, — in 
her  own  life-time,  a  true  fime, — even  the 
trcest,  dearest,  beat,ofBB  it*  species,^ — though 
only  as  the  dim  beginning  of  the  brightness 
which  awaits  ber  name  1  Even  the  eictia- 
ordinary  newspaper  popularity  (so  to  speak) 
of  her  later  writings,  ia  itself  an  indication, 
OD  the  wbolc,  of  the  fact.  It  shows  the  feel- 
ing of  the  people,  which  dictates  the  fashion 
uf  tfie  press ;  and  although  there  ore  many 
of  the  works  of  genius  which  may  largely 
attract  the  attention  and  admiration  of  tlio 
world,  lor  a  time,  and  for  Various  and  obvious 
reasons,  without  leaving  their  mart  on  the 
minds  or- hearts  of  men,  others  there  ate, 
possessed  of  a  vilsl  spirit,  that,  once  ap- 
preciated, they  will  not  '  willingly  let  die' 
The  notoriety  of  such  an  author,  as  an 
author,  is  Biguiralent  to  hia  bme.  It  is  as 
true  of  virtue,  especially,  ns  of  vice,  that  it 
'  needs  bat  to  ts  iten  ,■*  and  although  that 
saaventional  oorporatioa  which  has  the 
luune  of-  the  public,'  merely,  are  not  aeldoB 
■leceived  b;  ftlw  pretences,  and  dasled  by 
brilliant  shows,  the  world  at  large  is  wiser 
uion  the  public,  (as  much  aa  it  i>  wiser  than 
any  individual,)  and  tuill  ite.  It  will  f^I, 
loo ;  and  acknowledge  what  it  feels.    It  nill 


aeknawledgo  it,  not  m  the  columns  of  tlis 
newspapers,  to  be  sure,  done — though  Ihcss 
certainly  have  their  port  to  ptsy  —  but  as 
Scott's  was  acknowledged,  wlicn  a  traveller 
states  that  he  found,  in  the  remotest  reicions 
of  Hungary,  a  volume  of  one  of  his  delight 
fill  romances  in  a  peasant's  cabin  ;  as  Thorn 
son's  was,  when  a  shabby,  soiled  copy  of 'Thi 
Seasons'  was  noticed,  by  a  mui  of  genius; 
lying  on  the  tabic  of  an  obscure  ale-house, 
in  England.  'ITiat,'  siid  he,  'is  true 
&ine !'  And  it  was,  and  is  bo.  Such  is  li:s 
fame  of  the  Vicar  of-Wakcfiild,  and  Jolia 
Gilpin,  and  iJio  Pilgrim,  and  poor  Robinson 
Crusoe,  Bjid  the  Colter's  Situidiy  NijrliL 
It  is  seen  not  in  the  dismond  editions  thai 
glitter  on  the  cenlie-tablcs  of  genteel  society, 
or  cron-d,  nilli  cvcrylliing  else,  Uie  biblio- 
pole's multifarious  collections  of  rurifira,'  but 
the  rngged  volumes  of  every  circulating  li. 
brary,  grown  old  and  illegible  bulbre  their 
time  by  dint  of  reading — and  the  thumb, 
ed  copies  that  lie  on  the  window-ledge  of 
the  poor  man's  cottage,  wit li  the  leaves  turn- 
ed down  by  tlio  good  woman  to  'keep  IIjd 
place' — and  the  Eong-,  or  the  ode,  which  tJie 
milk-maid  trolls  on  (ho  hill-eidc,  or  a  band 
of  ftcemcn  (like  tJTo  dcsccodontB  oftlie  Plj-. 
mouth  Filgrinis)  adopt  for  the  fcslol  com. 
mcmoration  of  tlieir  fathers'  glory, — lhc»e 
arc  the  quick  pul^ica  that  prove  the  ciisIcncD 
of  on  author  in  his  fame-  Such  has  been 
already  the  success  of  Mrs-  Ilcmons.  She 
addressed  hcmrlf  net  to  passion,  or  fashion. 
or  the  public,  or  any  ctnsa  of  lliccommunilj 
or  country  she  lived  in,  but  to  human  bcin;;?, 
as  such, — to  their  hearts,  as  ncll  as  their 
heads — with  trutli's  transparent  and  glon-ing 
passport  in  her  hond  ; — nnd  it  was  an  inlro 
duction  that  never  yet  ailed  lo  be  cflcttual, 
nor  ever  will-  Fashion  will  jmss  sway,  nnd 
passion  subside  in  satiety ;  nn^  the  frtvul(,u 
industry  that  ministered  to  the  graliflcalion 
of  llic  one,  and  the  false  rieilrmcnl  thai  led 
the  ether  to  its  own  destruction,  will  be  de- 
spised flr^t,  and  tlicn  forgotten;  but  man  :^- 
mains  the  same,  from  first  to  lost ;  and  truth 
which  atno  remains,  is  mighty,  and,  worthily 
interpreted,  muEl  prevaiL  How  long  it  may 
be  in  making  its  way,  depends  upon  the  cir. 
cumstanccs  of  each  particular  case.  It  muy 
address  the  head,  or  the  heart,  or  both.  It 
may  be  more  or  less  a  matter  of  neccseily 
or  of  luiuiy  alone-  It  may  be  IcA  to  tlje 
only  of  its  own  n-.odefc. 
it,  or  be  drawn  into  notice  bf  fbrtunalD 
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erins,  or  «UD>]  ucompmbnenU,  wen  id^it- 
•dtouiciU  ■  anwHublsByiDpathyuitwcn 
•tlbemera  sight  of  iti  featura,  or  the  iimnd 
'  itf  it*  luiDS,  wbila  its  absolute  dmncter  is 
yet  unknown.    Mesnwhile 

"  The  iinil  wbeon  Ohm  Inch  lUti  in  ibii, 

exhausted  bj  tbcse  sum  cfibrta,  or  bixne 
dowD  b;  circumstances  which  haia  littlo  or 
no  cooneiioD  with  them ;  or  it  na.j  thrive 
■  the  jming'  tmr  that  louu  over  nmning 
waten,  and  grow  strtHiger  u  it  gima  mare 
&oit,till  it  Uvea  toleel,  in  the  airs  that  reach 
it  Inmi  many  a  kr-oCC  shon,  tlw  joy  oT  its 
own  lilraniiiij  braitb  retomed  to  it,  and  to 
bear  the  bleaaing  of  the  poor  pilgrim  who 
has  paused  in  the  dost  of  the  way-side  of  a 
waaxy  iilb,  and  the  school-girl's  glee,  and 
the  child's  mntmorof  awcet  delight,  as  tboy 
torn  down  trom  the  boat  of  the  day,  to  be 
re&eabad  and  rqMce  logetbv  in  the  gloom 
of  lis  green  repoae. 

So,  we  say,  has  it.  been  already,  and  so, 
w«  reotote  to  predict,  it  will  be  slilt,  with 
much  of  the  poetry  of  Mra.  Henuna.  She 
stron  to  be  the  worthrinterpMat  of  worthy 
truth,  deeply  amcemiag  the  haj^iinei*  of  her 
race  i  and  the  rital  spirit  of  virtue  has  in- 
spired her  to  be  equal  to  the  task.  This  is 
ber  praise ;  and  tt  is  praise  enough ;  not 
that  she  has  spent  her  Btrength  in  the  rearing 
of  'I^H'T'g  bbrica  of  fancy,  aa  brifliant  and 
as  Qselen  aa  the  jce-palacea  of  the  notthein 
Qneen ;  not  that  ihe  has  choaea  to  indulge 
the  impolae  of  a  wayward  temperament  in 
the  recUeas  ez^Tcsaioo  of  feeling  without 
principle,  and  of  sentimsnt  without  point ; 
not  that  she  has  dealt  rady  in  the  cold  waclea 
of  a  selfiah  philoac^y,  mors  thonghtfiil  of 
truth,  and  of  proo^  than  of  the  nse  of  fither 
m  the  wants  of  the  world ;  not  that  she  has 
indulged  unholy  passion  in  her  own  breast, 
cr  the  breast  of  any  living  ereetora ;  not 
that  ahe  hu.^red  to  eia|[gerale,  that  at  aH 
erviM  she  might  aatonisfa,  or  deigned  to  be 
ntean,  In  the  miaenbla  hope  of'smosiog. 
No !  She  has  nmther  &iled  to  feel  the  high 
digTiity  of  her  profession,  nor  fcr^otten  to 
obeerve  it.  She  has  mads  no  vain  display 
of  genius  ftithtesa  to  Its  tiusL  Bhs  has  euU 
drated  stJf  aa  the  roeaoa,  not  ooti«>lt«]  it 
Ihe  end.  She  has  been  ambitioa*  less 
gain  bonoar,  tlian  to  give  pleamre,  and  do 
^food.  She  has  not  assunied  to  assert  what 
isdoabtfnlior  to  deny  what  is  not.  She  baa 
•Ml   dogma tiaed.   critictied,   or    theorised. 
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She  has  not  speoulated.  She  ba*  net  tnfled. 
She  has  not  Battered,  nor  inOuncd.  Butslie 
trive  to  ennoble  virtue -,  to  enoonrage  el 
1 ;  to  suatain  hope )  to  incroaae  the  happi- 
neaa  of  aien,  by  increaung  their  capacity  to  ba 
happy,  and  deveh>ping  their  taite  lor  what  Is 
deserving  (^pursuit.  &h<  itiove,  in  a  word,  oi 
we  began  with  saying,  to  be  the  worthy  iater- 
piBlai  of  worthy  truth.     And  siio  waa  ao. 

Thii,  we  say,  is  her  praise ;  and  it  is  tlio 
greater  for  ita  rarit;.  There  liaa  been  loo 
much  among  OB  oreitmragaut  excitementr— 
enm  ftxan  the  muter-minds  of  the  limes, — 
as  if  there  were  no  way  of  avoiding  the  (.nld 
gorgeousness  of  the  nici 
of  fani^,  or  tlie  idle  inupidity  of  a 
sentimonialism,  or  any  other  of  the  di 
styles  of  [he  day,  but  by  rusliing  b 
to  the  oppoaito  eitrcmo.  lira.  Homans  has 
taken  Iha  rcaaonaUe  medium,  which  her  na- 
tive Benn  and  sciujbility  alike  Bp[HOvrd. 
She  has  shown  us  that  nature  alone  u  strange 
enough,  and  strong  enough,  Ibr  all  the  pur- 
poses of  interest  and  inslructioD  which  po- 
etry dem^mds :  and  that  its  true  office  is  not 
lo  distnit,  but  to  describe ;  not  to  magnt^', 
but  to  simptiQr ;  to  do  justice,  strictly,  lo  di- 
vinity, and  to  humanity,  and  to  the  universe 
around  us,  not  by  aaBuming  lo  paint  them 
aa  they  Aoali  be,  but  by  bithfuUy  labooring 
to  interpret  them  as  they  are. 

No  Delphic  freniy  could  aid  In  the  dia- 
chaigo  of  such  a  service;  it  vroutd  have 
made  it,  as  in  so  many  other  esaea,  (luC 
heathen,)  it  has  done,  a  wotae  tbau  worlli- 
len  hihour.  She  wanted  the  poweri  of  per 
ceplion,  and  rcflecticn,  lo  apjuvciata  the 
world  without,  and  the  world  within  j  and 
these  she  had,  and  did ;  but  not  ai  if  to 
know,  and  to  think,  only,  were  the  life  ot 
the  BouL  She  wonted  ■emibill^, — the  mora 
eiqoigilc  the  better, — and  the  more  oolliratcd 
wiUi  bU  the  fhcullies  in  due  proportion,  tlic 
bcl(er<-— '  for  what  is  it  (o  live,  if  it  be  not 
to  love  r  •  She  wanted  to  be  ready  lo  feel. 
aa  only  the  good  c>n  do,  '  at  the  sight  of 
whatever  is  excellent,  an  emotion  like  that 
which  the  tweet  remembrance  of  inbncy 
eauMS ;' — an  instinct  to  recogniis  the  fiux 
of  the  becutilul,  wherever  it  may  be,  and  t. 
rush,  aa  it  were,  into  ita  arms,  as  the  Syrian 
pilgrim,t  ftnm  eS  his  wanderings  retunand 
lo  his  SQollwr's  home  again,  into  W*.  Slw 
wanted  cnthoNBam  even,  in  the  eienise  nt 
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IhaN  MpMltka, — mtfanaium  to  make  the 
•MreiM  « 'I'lligi'ti  ukd  to  in^iira  bu  to  oora- 
mmkicUB  to  oibat  bonmi  the  rojoiciiijr  of 
herown.  Bot  with  all  thcM,  which  aba  luu), 
■be  OMded  tu>  morbid  diaordei.  Sfae  had 
oone,  SiM  koBW  that  "we  |auwu»a  tbia 
pIl^cia(■•  &oult7  of  the  heart" — eraa  AU — 
'ool;  in  pro)>ortioii  aa  we  cultivate  tntth, 
and  guard  against  the  aiagfferated,  affected, 
or  bctitioua.'  She  kejA  tunelf  calm  eren 
fbt  the  puipoM  of  ffaeliog — of  feeling  light- 
if — aamuch  a*  of  ■eelngdearlj, — koowing 
alao  it  U  •  finitleu  torture  we  choow  to  m£. 
br,  '  lo&roe  ouraelvoa  to  be  £ilse  to  oonelvei, 
and  to  eierftluDg,  that  we  nuj  laatn  how 
to  be  true;'  that  the  mind  maj  faithfoUj 
minor.only  in  a  atate  of  Oimpoaure,  the  im- 
preeaiona  which  poet  it;  that  the  Imowledge, 
the  knowlodge  of  >ll  outore,  and  cepeclally 
of  hia  own,  which  llie  poet  purgnes,  Seea 
from  tba  nulling  fbotatep  of  poaiiDii,  eten  aa 
tba  haate  of  tlie  bonier  atartJea  hia  game. 
■And  whj,  aAar  all,' — the  pliikiaapher  we 
haTO  cited  ao  oRen,  inquirea, — '  whj  ahoold 
wa  be  diatortied  t  What  alioald  we  gnin  bj 
ao  mooh  toUt  Whjr  do  we  not  allow  onr- 
■gIvm  time  to  breathe  1  The  good  we  fol- 
!(iw'— and  this  ii  aa  tma  in  poetry,  as  in 
philoaophj — '  ia  nearer  to  the  eoul  than  wo 
think  I  it  aouid  com  (o  u(,  if  tea  miy  cen- 
irnttd  to  hi  catta.' 

Hul  oolmneaa  it  U,  wiiich  eoiineolly  cba. 
raoteniaa  the  poetrf  of  Mn.  Hemaua,  and 
which  most  diatiofniahw  it  (rom  the  rero- 
latiufiary  poetry  of  the  rerolationaij  age  we 
lire  in.  It  ia  a  self  poaseaaion  which  never 
forsBkee  her  in  the  beat  of  her  highest  enthu- 
naam  cf  Joy  or  lorrow.  There  ia  a  divine 
dignity,  unnirpaMed  CTen  by  llie  grandeur 
of  Milton,  in  the  rapture  of  an  admiration 
that  loem*  almost  to  lift  hor  in  her  aong,  aa 


■nd  agaln^  in  the  darkest  mood  of  the  ■  ten- 
iur  glooin'  which  beaulilUUy  tingea  the 
iirhole  sortsce  of  her  worka,  (like  the  dim 
religiooa  light  of  an  anrient  £>reat,  or  of  one 
sf  hor  own  lonely  &nei — 

"A  BlfliV  Biour.  dim.  aid  pnsd.  ud  TBt,]" 
than  is  jet  a  mote  than  wakdU,— a  cbeerfii], 
— «n  ioexUngniahably  cheerful  ainrit,— an 
inunoftal  hope, — 'a  ealmoeaa  of  the  juat,'— 
aa  maniftal  and  aa  majestic  in  beraalf  as  in 
■iMmaritoAiiH.  * 


her  own  "Alw'a  glorioua  mian,''t — aM 
making  its  Toice  Itnrd  in  tlw  mtdst  of  it 
Mirow,  liira  ttie  maityr'a 

We  have  called  it  Ijia  vital  spirit  of  virtn 
wliich  Buetaitia  her.    Let  ui  aay,  in  her  owi 


ret  of  Iter  inipu 
ration.  And  thia,  too,  is  the  iupiraUan  ot 
truth,  deop^aeated,  but  calm,  as  ■  lake  of  the 
hills,  in  the  son-bright  silence  of  Ihe  breast. 

Ttiia,  then,  we  regard  as  the  principU  of 
the  pootiy  of  Hrs.Hemans, — its  IrtilA.  It  im- 
plies much,  in  detail.  It  implies  perception, 
imagination,  leneibility,  sclf-oantrot,  and 
control  over  language  ;  .and  truth,  Bud  toite, 
in  all ;  Ibr  there  ia  need  to  know,  <ecl,  reaaon, 
ciHioeiva,  and  describe,  and  alt  in  their  dne 
proportion  and  sooson  j  in  other  words,  as 
truth  requires, — since  to  feel  too  much  (for 
eiample)  ia  of  course  as  false  to  Natnre  aa 
to  feel  too  little,  or  not  at  oU ;  and  as  regards 
the  party  to  whom  poetry  is  addressed,  to 
be  unable  to  command  the  means  of  convey* 
ing  what  is  liilt,  by  anitaUe  language,  ia  the 
same;  so  &r  as  the  deficiency  exists,  as  if 
tliera  were  nothing  to  be  conveyed,  and  do 
eObrt  nude  to  do  it. 

This  characteriatic  impUca,  then,  thftt 
what  is  attempted,  is  dons.  It  does  not  Im- 
ply, necessarily,  the  highest  order  of  genius, 
in  the  popular  sense  t^the  tcrm,or,~not  to 
■ellle  ^he  prcocdonoe  of  Ihe  direrdlies  of 
genius, — it  does  not  imply  every  kind  of  it 
In  the  Evening  Prayer  at  a  Girls'  School, 
Mrs.  Hemans  may  have  eiquiailelj  succeed- 
ed in  d«ng  justice  to  the  truth  of  a  beauti- 
fill  subject  (as  wo  tliink  she  has)  without 
evincing  (aa  wo  tiiink  aho  has  not)  the  unt. 
veml  power  of  Bhokspeare  to  identify  him 
■elf|  intattivoly,  as  it  has  been  described 
with  ovary  character  which  he  wished  to  n 
)H«sent,'*and  to  pass  from  one  to  anothel 
like  the  saina  soul  snceessively  animaliog 
different  bodies."  This  may  be  necessary 
to  ■  perieot  dramatio  talent,  but  not  to  cverc 
spectea  of  composition ;  tlie  writer  hinucIC 
whose  splendid  sketch  we  refer  to,  admitf 
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ilul  even  the  univenalitj  of  hii  geiuiw 
wu '  peThi.p*  a  ditadvantagi  tc  hU  tiagU 
icwt»,'  the  TBTiotr  of  bii  reaonrcea  lomc- 
tunea  diverting  blm  from  ippljing  tbam  lo 
the  most  eSectiul  porpcse. 

Mn-Hemuu  did  not  attempt  eTerytluns, 
though  lieT  range  certunly  wu  wide  ea 
to  conlent  the  mere  asihition  oT  mart  suthon. 
Not  did  ahc  equally  nieceed  in  ererytliing 
■ba  did  Dndcrlake,  eapcciolly  in  the  eulier 
part  of  lier  career,  while  it  ramnined  yet 
be  decided  by  trial,  to  her  onn  satisfactjon, 
what  she  wu  best  qualified  to  do-  It  ii 
of  the  trails  the  moal  dcBcrves  to  bo  praiaed 
tor,  tint  >Iic  has  not  atlemptcd  lomfl  things, 
ai  mach  u  that  liic  succeulcd  ao  eminently 
in  others.  It  wcro  far  better  for  the  world, 
aa  well  ai  lis  thoae  who  write  for  it,  if  they 
would  eicicise  a  good  deal  mora  of  the  mind 
they  do  poaaess,  in  the  ahape  of  a  aoond 
judgment  and  a  nice  tact,  to  determine  whkl 
they  caniMt  tccompliah,  and  what  they 
ahoold  not  attempt  There  would  be  fv  more 
work  done, — and  &t  worthier  of  being  dono, 
— and  better  done ; — and  &r  fewer  of  th<HO 
abottivs  abnaea  which  coniiet  In  the  jug- 
gling toibue,  and  md  often  in  the  eserifice, 
of  retl  poetJeal  power,  with  only  the  reward 
of  Um  openJnonthed  gaze  of  the  mob, — np- 
Innied  f^  a  moment, — who  are  nlly  enough 
to  ranotBid  the  atage  which  it  plays  its 
pnnka  tm.  There  ii  no  necessity  of  parti. 
cnlarmng  thoae  portiona  of  the  worka  of  our. 
~  I  which  ahe  hna  aucccedcd  l>esl, 

it,  npoD  thu  principle  of  Ibllowin^  her 
Suffice  it  to  say  that  die  made  it  a 

— at  the  expense  of  experience,  of 
OS  and  conaciontioua  rtody : 
and  tliat  ahe  finally  derotcd  ttcraelf,  fbr  the 
moM  part,  with  a  sagacity  and  a  acir-denitl 
eqoally  wtrtbj  of  all  admiration,  to  the  de- 
putment  ahe  Siond  tteraelT  to  be  fitted  (iv. 
Thiia,  too,  did  ahe  faOav  out  the  principle 
of  her  gcnina,  ita  truth.  She  was  tmo  to 
hersdf,  aa  well  aa  to  nature ;  tnw  to  her  own 
nature,  we  ahonld  ralher  say ;  and  becanae 
■be  WIS  m,  in  no  small  degrcfl  it  in,  that  ahe 
■chicred,  in  tboae  dcporUneuta,  a  aucoeaa 
onrivalled  in  the  hialory  of  the  literatuie  to 
which  we  allude. 

It  might  be  expected  that  poetry  to  which 
Jieae  remarlu  wen  applicatJe,  should  be 
■trungly  diatinguisbed  by  its  liinpliei^; 
it  ia  BO.  Truth  ia  always  aimplo,  aa  nery 
speciea  of  aficctation  neoeaaarily  Is  oAer- 
wisB,  and  atauda  directlv  in  its  light,  lien 
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compodtlnna  are  as  limple  aa  they  arc  cabn 
and  serene.  Thoy  will  pleaae  therefore,  at 
least,  when  they  do  Dot  surprise;  nay,  in 
the  midat  of  all  the  wliirl  and  turmoil  of  the 
machinery  of  the  poetry-faelory  of  tlieae 
daya,  they  will  surpriBC,  even,  by  Ihcir  aercno 
umplicilj.  Tfaey  did  ao,  especially  at  their 
firat  appcaraacc ;  and  it  is  only  because  Mn 
Hemans  herecif  has  accuatomcd  the  public 
to  this  rarest  of  the  novcltice,  Ihet  tlic  Im- 
pteaaioo  of  its  charm  may  have  been  iu  any 
degree  eren  transiently  diapsmged,  as  by 
the  charge,  Tor  e^tampic,  of  nionotony.  An 
accompliahed  writer,  lo  wliom  wo  are  proba- 
bly more  indebted  in  tiii?  country,  than  to  any 
other  individual,  neil  to  the  autlioreaa  her- 
self, for  the  early  ncijuaintflncc  we  have  moi'- 
wiUl  Lor  poems,  lus  well  iUostralcd  h*.  mer- 
it in  this  respect,  aa  compared  with  Ilie  noiay 
and  dilGcnlt  jargon  of  many  who  have  gone 
be&rc  her,  by  reference  to  the  anecdote  of 
Napoleon'a  coronation,  as  emperor,  iq  the 
cathedral  of  Notre  Dime.  Tite  fondness 
of  the  French  for  parade  and  cfiect,  is  well 
known,  and  this  woa  tlic  moat  brilliant  era 
of  Ihu  great  man's  career.  Ilio  Fariaions, 
to  astoniHli  everybody,  liUcd  the  orchestra 
with  ciglity  liarps,  which  were  struck  toge- 
ther with  unequalled  skilL  'The  whole 
world'  was  dehghted.  Bat  presently  enter- 
ed (lie  Fopc  A  few  of  his  singers,  who 
come  with  him  &om  Home,  received  him 
with  tlic  7^  CM  PHriu  of  Scarlatti.  Not  an 
iastrumcnt  was  heard;  there  were  no  fash- 
ionable flourishes;  but  the  simple  majesty 
of  the  old-fashioned  oii^  'annihilated  at 
once  the  whole  effect  of  the  preceding  fan- 
liuonadc.'*  We  have  had  a  liberal  oUow- 
anco  of  irtitnmtnlal  in  the  poetry  of  our 
times;  and  the  Voice  of  Spring  is  worth 
the  whole  of  it  What  a  strength  is  in  iU 
simplicity!  What  power  fhim  lipa  that 
soem  to  tremble,  as 


Bo  apake  the  Switier's  Wife,  when  the  ^ 
of  Home  inspired  her  : — 
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"ThUnwirwUiM 


Here,  it  mast  be  confessed,  kfter  all,  ii  tha 
fortt  of  Mm.  Hemans, —  Iho  fireside;  and 
we  onme  now  to  ssy,  in  a  word,  Ui«  we 
consider  her  not  onlj,  u  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view pronounced  her  sonte  six  yeari  since, 
■  The  moat  tmukiag  and  accamplUhtd  teriler 
ifaeauumai  ver*a  that  our  lileratuTt  hat 
ytt  to  Imatl  of' — iplendid  as  that  compli- 
ment is, — but  u  the  model,  in  every  respect, 
of  whsl  ■  female  writer  of  poetry  should  bo. 
Her  poetry,  itself,  is  the  model  of  female 
poetry,  so  to  speak.  It  has  not  nmply  ■ 
negative  merit,  of  coarse,  though  that  in 
our  Umc*  is  something  to  be  disIingniBhed 
by,  if  not  to  boost  ofj  the  merit  of  being 
free  from  the  choractcriatic  faults  or  tbibles 
of  men  or  women ;  ofbcing  pcriecUy  ami*- 
bis  as  well  as  decorous,  and  meek  and  mod- 
est in  all  the  (crrour  of  iU  canieiitness. 
This  fcrrour  ilsclH  pure  as  it  is,  is  an  ei- 
quiaite  quality  which  belon)^,  in  its  Inie 
fineness,  only  to  a  woman's  heart  Mrs. 
Ifemans  had  a  generous  share  of  it  in  her 
temperament ;  and  she  has  poured  and  poor- 
.■d  it  out,  strong  and  fresh  as  the  rushing 
waters  of  her  own  'streams  and  tbunts'  of 
(lie  Spring,  when  they  burst 


What  davotedness, — what  fealieas,  oncol- 
i.utating,  uncompromising  confidence, — (he 
iTinfidence  of  the  heart,— of  a  woman's  heart 
—breathe,  as  with  a  living  ardonr  of  the 
■rarni  Ups  themsclvos,  in  tha  agony  of  Inez  at 
tha  Auto  da  ¥i,  when  ths  '  breathless  rider' 
■bniid  hor  by  the  gleam  of  the  midnight  fire. 


■■And  iuVi  olT  llneeir  Ih 
Asd  n*  d  la  ihai  iwla  siH, 


aiSu, 


HowoouldwtllwiKKlHW. 


What  a  picture  is  Ihii !  How  do  wo  feel 
that  only  one  who  has  herself  a  heart,  and 
soch  a  heart,  can  render  such  justice  to 

"TNxriA 

or  loTt.  nidi,  trw.  Slid  (bst  tiki  dnan  of  Mh, 

IFilUi  to- ■«*«'•  i<*<Ml" 
How  do  weseom  to  hear,  ss  her  horo'wooa 
Jier  back  to  lil^'  in  his  frenzy,  her  'sefl 
mtM  in  Mt  totd ."    How  do  we  see,  again, 

LII»  bliidd.dr<ip(  rioin  i  lieuin :  villi  itpfl  rata 

At  iflurl.St  wuUmtll  ijt  Uol  t'lrmUmt  liner." 

Not  an '  inaUenable  trust'  is  this,  alone  | 
but  what  an  ciquisite  tenderness  is  mingled 
with  it ;  and  how  does  that  trait  pervade 
this  poetry  everywhere,  till  it  auat  melt  the 
manhood  even  of  tlte  '  Bloics  jf  Iho  wood,' 
the  savages  in  sentiment,  who  would  have 
been  themsclvei  aahuned  —  forsooth!  —  to 
'  slain'  their  Indian  page  *  with  gricfl*  Yet 
have  they  wept  nith  the  Bride  of  the  Greek 
late,  when  leaving  the  vine  al  her  jather*) 
door,  and  Um  myrtle  once  called  her  own. 


Those,  we  say,  are  the  ferroor,  and  tli 
tnwl,  and  the  trademesa,  of  a  woman's  pi 
etry.  Bhakspcaro  himseli;  perfect  as  eve 
hia  femsk  characten  are, — u  Sue  as  they  ai 
not  ftnule,  but  only  hnman, — did  not  wril 
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thiu,  and  could  uol,  for  Iboogh  ho  wna  like 
ali  other  men,  ciccpting  Uiot  he  rcacmblcd 
nobody,  u  Hailitt  describca  him,  he  waa 
not  like  mnnan,  and  he  could  enter  into  the 
f-eling  of  her  chuscter, — the  feniile  leeling, 
— in  lonie  respecta  pcrhipa  but  litile  bettor 
thiD  MiltOD  hinuolC  It  is  no  reproach  to 
himthat  be  could  not,  aaj  moro  than  it  ia 
to  Mra.  Hemaiu  that  ahe  could  not  write  like 
him.  It  mij,  howerer,  occsiion  a  dramatic 
drficicncj, — moio  or  leas  perceptible  to  lh« 
reader,  ai  ho  or  she  la  poaaeaaed  more  or  tcaa 
of  the  qoalitj  itaelf  In  qoeation, — wherever 
tJie  plij  moYca  over  ground  which  doet  not 
hrlong  to  thia  (feniuB  of  man:  and  hence 
Siialupcare  appears  best  upon  his  own  gromid, 
and  so  lar  forth  aa  ho  reprcannta  tlie  infln- 
ence.  rather  than  the  abaoiule  existence,  of 
the  other  aci.  And  the  same  is  true  of  her, 
and  of  her  heroes.  If  it  be  true  to  a  greater 
cjtient,  m  one  hand,  she  has  gaincsd  and 
Boved  Mmcthing;,  on  the  other,  by  the  eicr. 
ciae,  in  tliis  inatance,  again,  of  thai  excellent 
tact — itself  almost  a  characteristic  of  the  aci, 
— which  she  has  generallj  employed  to  so 
good  purpose  in  the  chcuce  <^  subject*  ■■ 
well  as  of  style,  and  not  less  in  tbrbearance 
than  ID  eAbrt.  She  has  avoided,  almost  en. 
lircly,  mare  masculine  materiel,  and  has  gia- 
dnally  ahandoned  even  those  topics  of  gene. 
rat  interest,  which  do  not  actuall;  require 
the  exertion  of  her  more  peculiar  power.  If 
she  leans  the  fireaide  occasionally,  she  does 
not  travel  in  male  disguise, — still  less  does 
she  cease  to  be  what  she  is.  Her  household 
godi  go  with  her  wherever  the  goes, — and 
the  sound  of  tbeir  parting  footsteps  is  aodi- 
Ue  with  ber  own.  With  the  wreck  and  the 
treaaurea  of  the  deep,  'mid  gold  and  gems, 
and  buried  isles,  and  lower*  o'erlbrown,  we 
find 

'  Tin  but  and  lanlr !— Ibca  Tdi  whom 

She  bring*  her  'flowera'  lor  crowns  to  the 
Mrif  dtad,  and  (or 

"  Bride*  tawHi^ 
Tbtr  van  torn  lo  bluata  la  IlKir  diialDf  hili :" 

the  aenda  the  Cruaader  to  Syrian  deserts, 
that  be  may  find  hia  way  back  again  to 

some  Cind  mother'*  gLinoe,'  that '  o'er  Ain, 
loo,  brooded  in  hi*  early  years.'  6ha  make* 
the  cooqiieTDr  in  hi*  aleep,  'a  child  again.' 

fha  TnieQer,  at  the  aource  of  the  Nile, 


think*  of  the  wild  sweet  vo 


Her  trumpet  sounds  for  [lie  lover  to  quit  his 
marriage  altar,  and 

and  it  i*  atill  >  woman  on  tlic  field  ofbattl) 
itaelf.  She  felt  that  here  was  her  empire 
She  Jmea  that  it  was  tjie  spells  of  bonw 
which  ins[ared  her,  and  ahe  clung  even  lo 
the  tbrsaken  hcartlt,  and  lo  the  gravea  Ihcni. 
■elves.ofthebouai^hold.  Tliccli'mcntofber 
poetry  waa  the  worm  air  of  the  fireside. 
The  faith,  the  Uuat,  tJic  fear,  tlie  love,  even 
Ihe  anguish,  of  a  woman's  licort,  austained 
her,^ — and  she  revived  irith  tlic  '  laate  of 
learn,'* — and  afcain,  and  again,  wbiJc  yet  the 
weeps,  like  t)ic  Bride  of  the  Isle,  till  licr  voico 
acemi  lost  with  Ihe  choking  swell,  sweeter 
and  clearer  tlian  ever  do 

"  HA  lD?alr  IhiHIlKK  rinni  Ihai  alb  Bull  irir, 

Id  Iha  niililtll  Ouo  uT  U»  plilnlln  \u" 

We  say,  then,  the  diBtinctivo  cfaaTacter  of 
her  poetry  is  Ibmale — and  in  its  being  in 
that  department  just  what  it  should  be.  It 
i*  oil  the  records  of  woman ;  all,  the  songs 
of  the  aSectiona.  It  is  the  poetry  of  the 
boosehold,  the  poetry  of  the  heart. 

Nor  let  us,  in  thi*  cconeiioa,  lo«!  sight 
altcfcther  of  the  aid  *he  derived  from  ber 
personal  expeiionoe,  her  oipeiience  a*  a  wile 
and  a   motlier,  and   still  more,  the  l^**onB 


which  circutnatanccs,  more  individual,  [ 
have  taught  her.  We  will  not  go  largely 
into  the*e,  but  it  i*  essential  to  a  right  appie- 
eiation  of  her  poetical  character,  that  as  mnch 
of  her  history  as  a  popular  fiircign  writer 
has  lately  communicated,  shoold  be  known  < 
'  Tbey  learn  in  suifering  what  they  teach  in 
aong,"  was  Bhciley'*  maxim;  and  Mra.  Ho- 
man*  did  more  than  to  adopt  it  as  a  themej 
Bhe  lived  it  her  lile  long ;  and,  like  her  Va. 
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lenriui  hennna,  abo  took  her  toili  noblj  am 
Iter,  knsvicif  how 


lliou)^  mouniinf,  witli  tbe  SiciSui,  u  Ai 


Riu.  ihniiiih  ilui  Inn.  In  luni  litw  mmtk  tftct 

Yet  loTcd  ahe  on,  and  Icanied  on,  till  her 
poclr;  bu  been  imbued  with  nch  ■  ipiril 
or  the  hctrt,  us  coiild  team  onlj,  like  the  dj- 
in^  bretth  of  the  trampled  viidet,  to  hue 
been  crushed  oal  of  it  in  the  act  of  ita  es- 
tinction.  Thcro  wu  no  need  of  ailectaticni. 
She  had  in  beracli;  again,  the  tralh.  She 
looked  in  her  beul,  and  wrote.* 

Mudi  might  be  said  of  the  perfect  pnri^ 
<nd  dignity  of  the  poetr;  of  Mr*.  Honuiki; 
but  L<iew  are  inferable  ftom  the  akelch  we 
hnre  giTea  alteady,  as  general  ■>  it  is.  She 
ha*  not  boen  surpaiwd  in  these  attributes  by 
my  writer  of  the  ssTerert  school.  It  was 
the  runilt  with  her,  of  in  ambition  of  the 
highest  ordei^^  deap  raligiooi  principle — no 
more  than  Milton's  '  to  be  raised  fhim  the 
heat  of  youth  or  the  vapour*  of  wino;'  'nor 
to  be  otitajned  by  the  inTocatioti  of  DanM 
Memory  and  her  siren  daaghler* ;  but  by 
devoot  prayer  to  that  alamil  Sfurit  who  can 
enrich  with  all  nUeranoe  and  knowledge, 
and  smdi  out  hli  •eraphim  with  the  hallow- 
ed Gre  of  hi*  altar,  to  toooh  and  puiiiy  tbe 
lip*  of  whom  he  please*.'  To  auch  a  mind 
there  was  a  beauty  in  every  thing  which 
God  baa  created ;  and  altbongti  it  yn»  no 
error  of  ben,  as  it  hoi  been  of  so  msny  be- 
fore her,  to  search  out  the  materials  of  poetry 
with  such  microscopic  eyes  ai  to  dc^rrnds  its 
Duhlo  office — describing  the  interior  of  a  cot- 
tage, (a*  a  witly  eritic  icmarked  ^CrabbeO 
like  a  pencD  aent  there  to  diatraio  for  tbe 
loose,  and  rMordlng  a  rent  io  a  eounlerpene 
SB  an  event  ii.  hiitusy — none  could  be  more 
alive  than  she  was  to  the  respectability,  so 
tnBpe«k,efallthatreasoQdiMiavers  sni' 
ligioQ  reveal*,  of  the  spiritual  meanings  of 
llie  unifeise  aroond  us,  in  the  least  as  well 
SK  the  grandest  of  its  parts.  She  has  told  us 
where  we  may  trace  these  meanings  in  our 
daily  paths.  She  bkd  U  wd  thsm  berselC 
She  had  looked  npon  oatnrs  with  eyes  of 
iiive  that  clothed  it,  in  all  it*  shapes,  with  the 
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mind's  mysteiy,  like  the  'ftilh,  touching  a£ 
thing*  with  hues  of  heaven.'  No  author  has 
loiuriated  in  the  beauties  of  the  physical 
world  ,with  a  keener  reliih  than  she  h» ;  and 
none  has  come  nearer  to  rainng  them  as  it 
were  into  ti/e  itself,  by  the  connexion  with 
the  lessons  of  life  which  ahe  gives  them. 
Thsre  is  no  little  ganioa  to  be  eKrciK<d  in 
pnasrvin^r  the  delicate  relation  between  the 
dignityof  hnmsnity,of  mind,  time,  eternity, 
virtue,  truth,  of  God  himaelf,— Uie  highest 
Umms  of  sot^,  in  a  word, — on  one  band, 
and  that  of  the  subordinate  subject-maUer, 
eqoally  to  bs  regalded  in  its  way,  on  the 
other.  This  rslstion  ahs  has  seen  and  re- 
spected. All  her  imagery,  bwrowed  Iron) 
nature,  rich  a*  it  is,  is  mode,  like  oriental 
flower*,  to  mesD  lomething,  and  to  uUcr  it 
\a  a  language  of  its  own.  It  is  a  sort  of 
treUicG-woik,  for  thought  snd  aRection  to 
climb  upon.  The  Palm  Tree,  tor  example 
is  laden,  as  it  were,  with  a  moral,  aa  with 
clusters  of  golden  grapes. 

In  respect  to  tlie  religious  dignity  which 
she  atlBclied  to  her  profession,  the  hie  wrU 
tor  in  the  Athetieum,  referred  to  above, 
quotes  &om  a  letter  which  lay  be&re  him  ^- 
'  I  have  now,'  ahe  asys,  *  passed  through  the 
feverish  and  somewhat  risunwry  stale  of 
mind  often  connected  with  tbe  paiwtonate 
study  of  art  in  early  life',  deep  alTectioBa  ana 
deep  BorrowB  seem  to  bave  solemnized  my 
whole  being,  and  1  now  feel  as  if  bound  to 
higher  and  holier  taaks,  which,  though  I  m^ 
oecaBiooaliy  lay  aside,  I  could  not  long  wan- 
der  from  without  some  sense  of  dereliction 
I  hope  it  is  no  seltldelusioo,  but  1.  csnno* 
help  sometimea  fteling  as  if  it  wcro'niytni* 
tssk  to  enlarge  tbe  iphere  of  sacred  poetry 
and  extend  Its  ioflacuce.  When  you  re- 
ceive Fiy  volume  of '  Scene*  and  Hymns, 
you  will  see  what  1  mean  by  enlsrging  its 
sphere,  though  my  plan  as  yet  is  very  im- 
perfeetly  developed.'  How  much  die  sc- 
complishcd  in  this  noblesi  sphere  of  her  la- 
bgors,  will  be  seen  in  the  CiUowing  pogo* 
How  much  remained  to  be  done,  whicli  she 
might  have  accomplished,  is  a  reflection  thai 
must  add  a  tKW  poignancy  to  the  sorrow  lier 
death  has  uceasioned. 

She  speaks  her;  uf  tbe  passionate  stody  oi 
art  in  early  life.  And  this  is  not  the  kasl 
of  her  merila,>-that  Aa  did  stody,  early  and 
late,  her  whole  liie  kog,  making  poetry,  as 
it  deserves,  no  less  a  subject  of  scienos  than 
a  gift  of  genius.    She  was  above  the  mlseia 
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ble  dupaiagoDflDt  of  labour,  ukd  iBamiog, 
and  pueticc,  luid  the  idrice  of  tbc  worU. 
Sho  profited  caatgiuilj  b;  them  oil;  and 
Un  critics  have  in  do  reaped  rendeied  ber 
fuUor  JDstice,  than  in  noticiof  Iba  aatoniab- 
ing  progress  iiidjcalBdb;li«r  locceMiTepto- 
dactioos.  There  ire  embiyo  trace*,  indeed, 
of  bcr  peculiar  miiid,  and  particularly  of  her 
fcrrid  temperament  and  riob  iinaginalion, 
eren  in  the  jarenile  Tolome  alluded  to  abors 
—•ltd  puaagea  of  the  Scepdo  are  •cared; 
rarpassed  in  itrength  hj  anytfainf  which 
has  lolloned  them — but,  in  general,  the  con- 
tinnltj  of  character,  to  to  apeak,  ftom  6nt 


at  the  nine  time  with  the  idsnti^  of  the 
intellect,  the  wonder-working  eflbct.oT  what 
Milton  can* '  indiMrioiia  and  aelect  reading, 
•tead;  absemilion.  Insight  into  all  seeml; 
and  geaaroaa  arts  and  affiiira.*  A.  glance  at 
hor  Dotes,  mottoes,  and  tranalatlona  alone, 
will  convej  the  notion  of  a  learning  in  the 
■aagnages  which  would  aeani  to  be  remit 
enougb,  in  itaeU^  for  Ibe  (oil  of  a  lift  like 
■xra.  Hence  much  of  her  glowing  ftcilitj 
4nd  felicitjoflangiuge.  Much  of  it,  indeed, 
— the  unrinlled  elegance,  (fbr  there  b  no- 
thing in  English  literature  which  exceeds 
ttet  in  this  iH|anl,}  the  exquisite  g^ace,  llw 
tndescribable  tact  of  phtaseolog,r, — these 
were  cfiginal  with  her,  and  were  eapeuiall/ 
anumg  the  female  traits  of  her  genius.  Even 
these,  bowerer,  wore  improved  with  the 
nst,  till  bj  dint  of  discipUiia,  added  to  na~ 
lira  ahilit;,  ^  came  at  length  to  be  min- 
trass  <£  an  inimitable  finishing-power, — a 
power  ofdwng  precise  juntice  to  the  niceties 
«f  ecaiception  with  which  perhaps  the  mind 
of  a  wamaD  only  is  conversant, — a  minia- 
ture minnlelKaa, — auch  as  nothing  short  of 
the  power  itself  would  enable  us  proper];  to 
dscribe.  The  cnthuiiasm  of  Mrs.  Hcmaru 
made  eien  her  industry  indclotigable.  Tboae 
who  afiect  Iter  more  attractive  qualities,  will 
do  wen  (o  imitate  this.  It  requires  no  small 
■bare,  in  the  outset,  to  stud;  her  works  at- 
trativel;  enough — especially  as  they  are 
fesil  cursorily  with  such  eager  interest — to 
appreciate  the  credit  she  deserres  in  this  re- 
ipart.  It  was  the  moat  difficult  result  of  her 
abour  that  she  succeeded  in  conoeallng  lbs 
t^srf,  while  she  proved  the  ^tcl. 

Thus,  then,  is  her  poetry  distinguished. 
Others  have  possessed  her  imsgination,  her 
taste,  her  ambition,  her  art,  her  glowing 
Ibeling,  her  christian  priitcipte ;  but  they  did 


not  all  nndertake,  and  they  wen  not  all  com- 
petent if  they  had,  to  devote  the  exercise  n( 
every  energy,  effectuaUj,  to  the  one  object 
of  her  laboors, — the  composition  of  a  mode' 
which  might  perfectly  reprosoot  what  fo 
mala  poetry  is  and  should  be.  This  Mrs 
Henans  has  done.  She  bad  •  genius  wor 
tfay  to  be  the  representative  of  that  of  her 
sezf — and  she  sounded  the  depths  of  its  cspa. 
cities  of  exertion  and  auflbring,  and  trainee! 
tbem.wHh  eveiy  (kcolty,  to  do  justice  to 
berselCheTsei,her  race,  hor  Creator,  in  tJic 
discharge  of  the  true  office  of  the  profession 
she  cbosa, — the  illuminating  or  figuring  Ibrtb 
of  tmlb,  (as  Sydney  describes  it,}  and  espe- 
cially of  the  truth  most  worthy  (^  the  work, 
— which  it  most  concerns  men,  as  such,  to 
teel  the  force  ofj — and  which,  alio,  she  was 
bersdf  best  quslificd  so  to  set  Ibrtb— '  ly  Uf 
tpeatitig  picture  of  pottry.'  She  wrote  not 
only  as  none  but  a  woman  could  write,  but 
so  wrote  as  that,  in  her  deportment,  neither 
her  predeccsscrs,  or  succeBors,  of  hor  own 
■ex,  have  been,  w  will  be,  ablo  to  surpass  ber. 
In  introduung  her  works  entire,  fw  the 
first  time,  it  may  be  proper  to  allude  to  the 
interest  she  has  been  frequently  known  to 
express  in  our  peculiar  institutions  and  pros- 
pects, and  tlio  gratiScation  she  derived  Irom  - 
the  evidence,  to  which  she  could  not  be  blind, 
that  her  prodndions  wore  nowhere  more 
cordially  welcomed,  or  more  fiitly  appreci- 
ated, than  bore  For  tlie  numerous  compii 
sitions  founded  on  American  themes,  sucli  a 
reception  was  mthR  to  be  anticipated,  as  s 
mark  of  the  [deasnrc  we  felt  in  the  worthf 
illuBtratioa  of  onr  national  tofno,  and  cspi  ■ 
dally  by  the  talent  of  one  wfeo  by  no  meani 
deemed  It  necessary  to  be  faithless  to  her 
own  country,  or  to  any  thing  the  her  own, 
that  she  might  do  justice  to  the  world  al 
largo  beside.     But  this  was  nnt  her  lole  n 


eadation  to  us.    I^ve 


years  since  a 


English  authority  of  note  suggested  that  *ber 
peculiar  beautiei  were  first  pointed  out  to  as 
by  onr  trans-atlantic  brethren.'  There  was 
great  truth  in  the  remark;  and  the  fact  is 
as  creditable  to  one  party,  as  the  admiuion 
of  it  is  to  the  other.  She  has  lost  nothing 
among  us  in  later  days,  and  her  American 
bme  was  dear  to  the  last  The  feeling  with 
which  the  Landing  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathert 
is  regarded,  was  rightlv  represented  to  hoi 
during  the  last  seaion,  by  a  gentleman  ftom 
New-England,  who  called  on  her  at  Dub 
lin,  and  tba  enthuwosm  of  gratificatisn  •)' 
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vxprcwcd  to  him,  nai  ouch  u  the  composi. 
tJan  itacir  might  lead  us  to  eipcct.  8he  had 
rompoacd  thai  poem  in  the  glow  of  a  burst 
nradmirBtion,  immediately  awakened  bj 
chance  perusal  of  a  part  bf  «onie  Plj-mouth 
Oration  (us  it  seemed  to  bc)nhieh  alio  found 
on  a  Bcrap  of  an  old  newspaper.  'And  Ici 
Icll  yoo  tlio  portion  of  it  we  like  beat,'  out 
Iricnd  addod, — 


Ay,  frttdom  to  tcorthip  God  ."  abe  quickly 
■ubjoincd;  'tlie  truM  was  tbeboatpact  of  it, 
I  know : — I  rejoice  thiit  it  ii  ao,  and  thul 
Vou  ag  underBtand  it.' 

We  trust  it  will  be  so  undcratood,  aa  long 
lU  the  old  Rock  itactfahall  stand.  To  tell  the 
truth  of  that  grand  occasion,  wu  praise 
enough  for  any  poet ;  it  was  a  truth  strougcr 
than  fiction  ever  was,  and  which  Gction 
could  but  degrade.  But  we  know  ber  more 
than  as  the  poet  of  the  Pilgrims.  We  shall 
cherish  the  time  which  was  bom  with  ua ; 
aba  has  trusted  it  safely  to  our  band*.  We 
ahall  remember  her  as  aho  would  lieraclf 
have  desired  to  be  romcmbered,  in  ail '  words 
that  breathe,  and  thoughts  that  bum.'  Sim 
aaks, — let  us  heat  bet  onco  more, — 


■Wh.n« 


nJiI 


Tbu  iw  ihi 


Ay,  and  so  tcUl  it  be.  It  will  be  with  the 
thousands  of  bearts  which  have  been,  like 
Sydney's, 'moved  more  than  with  a  trumpet,' 
now  by  the  soil  sweetness  that  pleaded  for 
room  in  the  Pagan  Heaven,  'mid  all  the 
'  nobler  dead,'  lor  the  unknown  '  moat  hived,' 


and  now  with  the  majestic  B|nrit  of  (he  strain 
that  gives  a  '  memory  on  the  monDtoins,'  to 
the  brave  bands  who  pledged  their  faith  tor 
freedom — 

"  Whrn  IIhi  Hihl 
or  diT'i  lul  rcHiwo  l»<h«  in  boniini  iM 
GhI  Rifhi'i  clIS.;  anl  wlHnUuunlPilalc'lhcifU 
CuDn-KhilUirilakailKilirkDWDrhiiinitliL" 
It  will  be,  as  long  ss  the  deep  jcomings 
which  she  knew  BO  wcH  to  eiprces,  and  to 
addrees,  shall  remain  with  men.  It  will 
be.  In  the  Hour  of  Prayer,  and  the  Hour  of 
Death;  and  the  Dreams  of  the  Better  Land 
will  be  Ughtcd  with  hues  of  the  haunting 
beauty  of  remembered  visions  of  the  song. 
It  will  be  white  yet  the  honour  of  heroic 
virtue  shall  live  upon  human  lips,  and  Ull 
the  holy  toTc,  in  human  hearts  so  <orelj 
tried,  shall  find,  after  all  Its  weary  tueaing 
upon  time's  waves,  a  home  where  It  majr 
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As  lbs  ii  the  l£M  of  a  *eriei  oT  poedal  vdi 
Khicb,  making  ibeir  ipppsniic*  it  iaiervoli  during 
■Ju  Im  DineteeD  jresn,  hive  in  an  eipedal  n 
srnsnd  Ihe  atlenliaD  of  Itw  imnginiiliiB  and 
uUeduBl ;  ind,  at  ill  havs  DaturaJly  a  dcaira  Id  know 
nmething  irf'  ihooB  Innn  whom  they  bave  received 
neutal  graliRcatiai]  or  deltghl,  il  hai  beendelermined, 
thai  a  brief  Uogiaphical  TDeowir  of  Ihe  Bcx»mpli>hed 
and  lameoled  aaihor.ahauld  be  prefixed  lo  ibeae  pages. 

Fdida  Dorolties  Brmme  wai  bom  in  livecpool 
ibe  Sath  of  Sepumber,  1793.    Her  muher,  whoae  b- 
nUf -naiile  wai  Wagner,  although  a  Germaa  by  >p- 
petlatiDii,  vtat  of  Ilaliau  deaceol.    Her  lalher  wi 
Bieni^nt  of  eonaiiterable  eminence;  but,  being 
gaged  in  eileiHve  ■pecuUiioDl,  during  Ihe  unfiled 
and  raiying  period!  of  Ibe  Fiendi  Revolutioo,  he, ' 
ajnnnoD  niih  nian^  othen,  rroni  the  unkcAed-fur  U 
deatructire  changes  of  thai  eventful  time,  nifleced 
DDder  (hose  ravenea  nbich  are  incidental  la  a  com- 
mercial lib.    A  few  yean  aDerwarda,  and  while  hit 
daoghter  vnt  conaeqnenlly  alill  very  young,  he  reiired 
B-ith  hia  bmily  into  Walei,  and  reaidod  for  Mme 
■1  Gmyeh,  near  Abergele,  in  Denblghaliire. 

In  that  aerlnded  region,  where  the  nmmntic  v 
■teaofaea  sod  mountain  acenery  are  beautifully  i 
fained  and  conliaaled,  the  lamented  lulyecl  of  thia 
riion  memaii  waa  educated  by  a  mother,  OM  oily  of 
eiampluy  virtue,  but  nhoae  ocquiremenla  were  of  i 
bi^  order.    Bare  alio  il  yrat,  that  Ura.  HemaiH  re- 
ceived ihoee  impreanon  of  the  aublime  and  lovely 
the  featnra  of  the  exiemal  vrorid,  which  aver  afb 
Wiida  lent  s  colouring  Is  her  feelings,  and  eierdaed 
•0  lOBikcd  an  inflaencs  m  the  Imw  of  her 


not  yel  eleven  yean  old,  attracted  from  Ihal  drcun>> 
ill  aa  fmn  iheir  intriuic  merit,  do  incon- 
aideiable  share  of  public  atlentioo.  Tba  lillle  volulM 
was,  in  the  course  of  the  fbnr  succeeding  years,  till 
lowed  by  two  othcit,  which  evinced  powon  gradually 
but  eteadily  ei]]aadmg,and  which  were  received  with 
incieaaing  bvour  by  Ibe  admirei*  of  poetry.  Her 
Btudies,  up  lo  thia  time,  bad  been  the  woHd  to  herj 
and  her  books  abe  bod  lived  in  devoted 
aadusiija.  dreaming  bright  dreams ;  aloring  up  know- 
ledge i  and,  iK>  doubt,  enjoying  by  occasional  aiilici(a- 
tion,  glimpaet  of  thai  reputatioa,  which  waa  evenlually 
to  encircle  her  Dame.  Buta  change  toon  pasaed  over 
the  spirit  of  thai  Elyston  picture ;  and,  in  her  nine- 
■eenlh  year,  she  wai  married  lo  Captain  Ileniaiia,  of 
Ibe  Fourth  Regiment,  a  gentleman  of  highly  reapecl- 
able  connacliona.  Unibrtunately  bis  health  had  been 
undermined  by  the  viciaaitudes  of  a  mitiuiy  Ufo — 
more  panicularly  by  the  hordihipe  he  had  endured 
in  thedlsBsIn)usieiraaliaCaruiutB,aiid  by  the  leTer, 
which  proved  ao  (ami  to  many  of  our  troopa  in  tlie 
Walcheren  eipedilioa.  Indeed  Id  such  on  ellenlwns 
tliis  breaking  up,  aa  lo  render  U  necentuy  for  him.  a 
few  yeua  afler  their  msirisge,  to  eicfaange  hia  native 
climate  fOTthe  mildcraky  of  Italy- 
Hie  hteiaty  puiauits  of  Mie.  Ilemana  rendering  it 
ineligible  lor  lier  lo  leave  England,  ahe  continued  lo 
reaide  with  her  mother  end  aisterataqtuel  and  pretty 
spot,  near  Si.  Asaph,  in  North  Walea ;  where,  in  Ihe 
boaom  of  her  &ini]y,  entirely  devoted  lo  Uterature, 
and  latheedncatU>nofflvainIerealingbayB,in  whoee 
wellore  centred  all  the  energiea  of  bet  mind  imd 


Under  these  Catering  influencet,  the  peculiar  bias  "  Tnd  ia  (tatia  imca  bci  lailelm  nr :" 

of  her  ima^iDation  and  intellect  began  lo  develope  and  won  more  and  more  on  public  regard  luiit  eelimo- 
itaetfal  an  eoriy  period  of  childhood.  While  yet  only  don  by  the  simple  and  pathadc  beauty  uf  thoae  highly 
in  her  aiith  year,  ^e  look  to  the  reading  of  Shokspeare  gifled  productions,  which  have  not  only  thrown  an 
ai  ber  bvourile  rvcreattm,  and,  sutih  was  Ihe  reten-^additimal  beautyover female  miuie,  buthavs,doobl- 
■  of  her  meniory,  .bat  the  could  repeal  pages  lcea,adYancediniDanyainedit8tiva  boacmihe  sacred 


pnnaaL  The 
me,  bat,  in  ber  case,  is  a  proof  of  the  intense  delight, 
wbtrh  her  ouem]  enjoyed  while  imbibing  the  beautiful 
■id  Knnd  in  aeniinient,— impressions  so  instanlane- 
•d  showing  iheir  depth  by  Iheir  durability. 
1^  a  prevailing  love  of  poetry  noon  naturally 
til  to  a  cullivaiiun  uf  Ihe  art  in  her  own  pereon: 


Apart  from  a 
aa^iialnted  only  by 


with  literary  society,  u 


with  any  of  Ihe  distinguished  auttuna  of  when' 

iglnnd  baa  lo  booBt,  Mrs.  Ilemana,  during  ihe  piv- 

eaaoi'her  poedcsl  rareer,  had  Uirootencl  with  morv 

and  greater  obstacles  than  oaually  stand  in  the  paSi 

of  fbtnala  aulbonhip.    To  her  praise  be  il  spoKcn. 

ihorafure,  that  it  was  lo  her  u»n  n,r>il  alone,  whullv 
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independsnt  of  KlveDtitiooi  drcumMoiiHa,  Ihmt  dii 
wu  indehWd  for  Ihe  eilemiTS  than  of  popnlaiily 
which  her  campcailiini  ollinMlaif  oUutied.  FiMn 
(lib  nudioiu  •acluuon  tvera  giTen  forth  [he  two  poemi 
which  Rnt  pemunently  elevated  her  mong  the  wri- 
ten  or  her  ege, — On  '  Raitumtiunofthe  Worln  of  An 
to  luly."  and  "Modem  Groeae."  In  theae  ihe 
rily  of  her  intellecl  appeon ;  and  iha  makn  a 
Ihai  ihe  hai  mailed  out  a  palh  for  henelf  thmugfa  the 
regkKW  nf  aoDg.  The  TMriOc^Dn  ia  Ugfa-tmed  and 
Modoal,  in  aamdanee  with  At  aentinwM  and  ai  ~ 
3<ict,'  and  in  trmj  paga,  we  ha*e  erMence  not  oi 
oTteate  and  geaioa,  bal  ofcanfid  elaboralion  and 
aaareh.  "nteen  eflbca  neie  ftrouraMy  noticed  by 
Lord  Bynin,'  and  altrscted  Aw  adnuralion  of  Ebelley. 
Kahop  Heber  and  other  judidoo*  and  mtelliga&t 
rodnaelloia  cheered  her  or  bf  thnr  appmhatian :  Ihe 
repnnuion,  whi(4i,  thnngh  yean  of  ailenl  Nod;  and 
eicrtion,  ihe  had, m  doubt,  HDOtiinai  with  brightsmd 
ami  ■cmwtimei  with  doablfiil  hopea.  looked  fbrwanl 
Id  ■■  a  (uffictflnl  gnu  ranaid,  waa  at  leogOi  unequi- 
votall^and  unreluctanClj' accorded  bar  by  the  worM : 
and.  pTDbaUy,  (hii  waa  the  happie«t  period  of  her 
■lie.  IliB  tranalatiaiia  from  Camoena ;  Ihe  Prize  poem 
eT  Wallace,  a*  alio  that  of  Daitmoar,  The  Talea  and 
niHDric  Scenea,  Ihe  Sceptic  The  WeUi  Hrlodia; 
the  Siege  of  Valencia ;  and  die  Veapert  of  Palenno, 
may  all  be  referred  to  dill  epoch  of  her  Utaraiy 
andprecharactetizsdby  baautieaafahigh  ta 
liitr  itamii.  Witb  nfereim  to  the  two  latter,  it  muat 
be  ownod,  that  if  the  geiiinB  of  Mra.  Hemana  'waa  not 
eaaenliallf  diamatie,  yet  fltat  they  abonnd  with  high 
and  inagniRcenl  buiata  of  poetry  It  mi  not  eaay  to 
adapt  her  Ane  taale  and  uniformly  hi  gh-loned  aenli- 
menl  to  Ihe  varied  aapecti  of  hie  end  character,  ne- 
'ceeaaiy  to  dM  aoccea  of  aeenic  eihlbilion ;  and  rtie 
(Dual  hove  been  aware  of  the  dilKcnltiaa  that  aur- 
nHmded  hw  in  Aat  path.  Iftheae  cannot,  therelure, 
be  oonaidered  ai  BQCCealiil  tngediea,  they  hold  Iheir 
placea,  as  dramatic  poema  of  rich  and  tare  poetic 
IwaDly.  Indeed  it  would  be  difficult,  flom  the  whole 
range  of  Mia.  Hemana'  writinga,  to  aoleet  anything 
more  eiqaiaitely  conceived,  mora  akilfully  managed, 
or  mora  enetgeticBlly  written,  than  the  Monk'a  Tale 
in  Lhe  Scgeof  Valondn.  Hia  deacriptioD  of  hia  Km, 
in  which  he  dwell*  with  psreiitBl  enthnaiaaDi  on  hii 
hoyiah  beauty  and  accompliahraenta — of  hia  barnir  at 
that  Kn'a  retinndation  of  (be  Chriatian  faith,  and 
leaguing  with  the  infidel— and  of  the  twilight  aneonn- 
tpr  in  which  he  look  the  life  of  hia  own  giving,— al« 
all  worked  out  hi  die  loltieat  Bjnrit  of  poetry. 

The  life  of  Mra.  Hemana  tbna  cdDtinoed  Rn  many 
/nra  a  icene  of  uninterrupted  domeatic  privacy — in- 
tin'ourae  with  the  worid,  in  an  eitended  acceptation 
^f  ifie  term,  might  be  laid  to  have  been  dropped  by 
del :  and  the  idea*  with  which  her  nnnd  waa  atored. 
were  derTut  aolely  from  reading,  onited  to  a  deep 
>clh^  OI  tne  beautiea  of  nature,  and  lla  own  bright 
Hu-  taleni  fi»'  ac- 


quirii^  languagca  waa  very  rnnarfcabte,  and  ahe  ivai 
well  vfltaed  in  Geiman,  French,  Italian,  Spantih.  and 
FoRugBeae,  with  a  auffldent  knowledge  of  Lilin  lot 
every  requiaite  porpoe.  Of  theae  language*  ahe  pre- 
ftmd  the  fitat,  which  ahe  coItiiBtad  with  ranch  iit- 
lereat,  landing  its  literature  mou  in  ontaon  with  her 
own  i^le  of  feeling  and  of  thought.  She  took  parti 
cular  pleeaure  in  the  writinga  of  Schiller  and  Goethe, 
and  oonaidered  tuT  indmacy  with  thnr  worbi  in  par- 
',  and  widi  I'm  many  Ireaanroa  of  German  lite- 
genoially,  aa  having  imparled  an  ratiTely  new 
le  to  the  powen  of  her  own  mind.  Nor  in  thk 
did  ahe  judge  emnieOQaly.  Abont  Aia  tinui  were 
compoaedaomeofthoBo  inimllnhio  lynca, — moreeape- 
taally  -  The  Treaaure*  of  lhe  Deep,"  ■•  l%e  Hebrew 
Mother,"  "The  Voice  of  Spring,"  and  "The  Hour  of 
Death,"  which  the  American  critic  Neals  haa  quaintly 
charaeletiied  "lumpaof  pore  gold^  and  which  will 
■ve  in  the  human  boBun,  till  Ihe  end  ot 
all  time.  A  deep  and  reverential  atudy  of  onr  own 
Wordaworth  waa  added  to  that  of  theae  continental 
cIoBDcs ;  and,  with  what  ancce^  -  The  Hecorda  of 
Woman,"  "llie  Ijiytof  Han;  L^nda.'  "The  Foreat 
Sanctuary."  "llie  Songi  of  the  Aflectioni,"  and 
■  The  Scenea  and  Hymn*  of  life,"  will  long  remain 
lo  teuitf. 
In  muse  and  drawing  die  aoqturenients  of  Mn 
emaiK  were  ouch  a*  naturally  might  have  been  ei 
wted,  in  a  mind  ao  fraught  with  laate  and  ImagiDik 
don.  She  preferred  in  the  ibmer  what  waa  national 
and  melancholy  i  and  her  atraina  adapted  for  linging 
were,  of  couiae,  fianwd  to  the  tonea  moat  congoniaJ 
the  temperaiiwnt  ofher  own  mind.  How  anccen. 
fully  wed  to  the  magic  of  tweet  aound  many  of  her 
verae*  have  been  by  her  alaler,  noloverofmunc  need 
beraminded.  'I1ie"RomanGti1'BSang"  iafull  of 
aalemn  claaaic  bean^ ;  and,  in  <me  ofher  letlen,  ii 
aaid  that  of  Ihe  "  Captive  Knight,"  Sir  Walter  Scott 
9ver  waa  weary.  Indeed,  it  aeema  tn  hia  mind  to 
have  been  the  ntig  of  Chivalry,  lepreeenlative  of  the 
Engliih  j  aa  the  Flower*  of  the  Foreat  waa  of  the 
Scottiah  i  the  Candonella  EtpaSota  of  the  Spaniah 
and  the  Rhine  Song  of  Ihe  German.  In  her  love  Ibr 
■he  had  few  opportimitiea  of  indulging;  ba 
Iboae  few  were  rich  in  intereat  and  imagery. 

The  death  ofher  mother  in  I8S7,and  the  numiage 
of  herBalerm  the  following  year,  added  to  the  neoea- 
aity  of  additional  fecflitiea  G>r  Ihe  education  of  her 
boya,  induced  Mm.  Hemana  to  leave  Wolea,  and  to 
GiherraaidencoBtWavertree,  near  Liverpool.  Whilat 
at  thai  place,  a  favourable  oppotmnily  occnrred  for 
■ting  Scotland,  with  the  acenery  of  which  ahe 
ilighted;  and,  the  remembrance  of  the  fiiendi 
■he  had  mode,  and  the  coiirteay  ahe  hod  eiperienced 
waa  never  efbced  from  bermemoiy.  In  her 
joomeyinga  on  thia  occaeion,  ahe  bad  tbe  pleaaure  of 
forming  a  peraonal  acquaintance  with  Sr  Wallet 
Scott,  Lord  JelTrey,  Woidawonh  lbs  eDlbor  of  Cyril 
nd  other  diatinguiahad  liteiBi;  cbaisclat* 
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n^  wriUr  of  Itm  hnmbla  ikBliih  had,  tJto,  at  Om 
IfaM  iba  bomoor  of  nweiiDg  ber,  and  eqjofiag  ■  fen 
!ne£  bat  dcligblfiil  boon  oT  bar  iDcieif.  Her  raat- 
»  boA  at  Amblaaida  and  at  Abboafind,  ww  £«- 


acqnabUMl  widi  the  iUuctnoua  penoni 
■rtala  IB  tha  aaigtibonibood  of  EdiDbnrgh.  her  prin- 
dpal  HgaDni  wai  at  Milbum  Tawet,  (Jm  ant  of  tba 
TCiMtaUa  St  Robart  Lkkn. 
EbiiMlj  after  her  retuni  tk 
land,  Hn.  HemaiM  changed  ber  rendence  lo  Dublin, 
wkna  her  HymiH  bt  CtiUdbood, 
Lfiica  aod  So^  ibr  Moae  were  paldiabed.  Il  waa 
V,  whan  ber  fiune  had  hecoma : 

bml  aqiofad  in  Walet,  and  had  eipected  b>  fioct  u 
WaTcnreej  but,  thai  die  coortcd 
■a  the  natorenfheraituaiiaaand  Ibe  cIoiuM  (^aodel; 
■dminarf,  it  eridanl. 

Tha  aaeda  of  tba  ooaiplainl  vUdt  lenninatad  Iba 
inwaaee  or  Ibk  ani^tla  and  gilM 
ben  Mtwbf  and  Ibeir  gmwlh  w  ndly  ap|iaroiit  ai 
Ihaae  wbo  fonsed  ibe  circle  of  her  inUaMaaniDaUiD. 
ilal  lonatitntioo,  neier  amng,  m*  probably 
to  r^Bt  wilb  h^mnity  the  levenah  axcilMMn 
itwa  on  a  UO  of  aoch  nnraniliQd  Diaiual  aieiti 
Iba  hadio  cfaangea,  which  lanerlj  paaed  over  bar 
cooDlatianee,  loo  dearty  iodicalad  B  ber 
fiieoda,  whU  wia  vnku^  wiibin.  Tel  vhile  aU 
atODDd  her  were  iilled  with  paiuflil,  but 
gnonilsd  a|iprsh«iaio(ia,  ihe  did  not  lot  ■ 
aitpear  taiMible  of  ihe  teatful  encroacbnuiita  wbicb 
■B  maidiDDa  dkciaa  tni  ■lenl^  makiiig  oo  a  flame 
■a  delieale  in  leilace.  II  ma  onl]'  a  tew. 
itre  ber  death,  when  (taying  al  the  coaouy-aeat  of  Iba 
Anhbwhopof  Dublin  (which  iImi  diatingoiitaed  pndals 
bad  kindly  ptaced  at  her  ditptaai),  ibai  ibe  befan 
enleitaiii  a  deep  prceenlinMnt  that  life  wa)  drawing 
to  a  doe.  Hei  mind.  Dotnntly  medilalivi 
lancboly,  aaamed  gradually  to  hecome  ioiba 
deep  looaeicuioai  of  her  atnatioa  ImtiMil  of  ihe 
rtaady^w  ofhealib.  it  wai  but  U»  evident  that  Ihe 


lampofliJ 


■  gliiDDieriog  in  ibe  aockal,  and  bar 


(iDnH  iyiic  ■■  DaapondHicy  and  Aapiralioo,"  are 
denlly  darfcenod  by  the  glcnm  c^  a  mslaocbaly  iwe- 
boding.  Not  nnpcofilalilr  bad  Ike  aightafdealh  call 
tlwaa  draaiy  ahadowi  be£irei  and  so  Satuiday  Ibe 
Ulh  Hay.  ^839,  FeKda  Henasa  »L  ber  bte  wilh 
Aa  ala  RdgaattM  of  a  Cbriuiaii.*  J'iolhiag  can  be 
mwt  jiHnariTTi  nf  Thn  loaeof  bermindat  Ihia  ijeriod, 


d  which  wai  didaled  fnim 
IriTl^''.  to  her  bnUba  M^  Bnwne,  a  tboit  lima 
bdiralwrileoaanB.  In  that  lad  bat  baaociful  conipa 
■tion,  the  MtDaiion  of  the  writer  ia  pbundvety  indi- 
oeMd;  bnt  Mth  ophcdd*  (inking  nUiUe,  and  thej 
*llii  nMhB  inn  lir'-''~'  '-  •*■ '•  ■"'  '■ 


nwUncbnly  ia  mingM  wid^  and  triumphed  orar  bf 
e  woAinffi  ofa  niigned  and  chaaUuMd  tpiril. 
Doling  ber  haig  illnew,  ibe  w*a  atundsd  ndlb  lb* 
moM  unwearied  can  and  diaituereated  kindnan  by 
Dr.Gnvei  and  by  Dr.  Creker,  two 
ofDnblia;  nor  were  ber  la«  mon 
dieallaiitiniDfrealfriendi,  aa  vrellai  bylbepnaenca 
of  near  and  dear  Klatiraa.  It  b  but  juatioe  lo  lb* 
ilbunioQa  living  lo  mentton,  Out.  white  oonfliied  to 
bcrrick-Rmn.  Mtb.  Hemoni  received  •ome  Dobta  Di- 
bulat  or  UndneH  (torn  Sh  Robert  Peal ;  and  dut 
wiihoul  Ihe  •lighleit  iidiciliitioD,  be  gave  bw  Exinh 
Bco  a  place  in  iha  Admiralty. 

Many  of  Mm.  Hemena'  WoA*  wen  repnatad  at 
Bcotofi.  in  Ihe  United  Stalea.  under  Ifae  fVieadly  aua^i- 
cea  of  ProfesDr  Norton,  who  Kcaied  fiir  lior  dia  pv- 
ceeda  oftbair  very  aiMDaive  aalo.  Indeed  Aa  ganiu* 
(rf'ihe  author  of  Ihe  ■■  Reconli  of  Wonan,"  "  ^  Foreat 
SaiictDary."and-ihe8oaMasDd  HymiM  of  lib"  hia 
been  Ibare  regarded  wilh  an  anlhiaiuaa,  of  which 
few  on  Ibia  ode  of  Ibe  Ailanlic  can  have  any  balieC 
Not'  WM  thit  impriwicg  coofliied  riraply  lo  the  gene- 
ral mind.  We  have  only  to  reter  to  the  peiiodiral 
wyrhi  of  America,  during  the  laM  tan  yean,  lo  be 
made  aware  of  Ibe  apace  dke  filled  ia  liMiary  oiinin- 
tion,  and  of  Out  admiiabon  with  which  tier  ncceeding 
volumea  were  luiled.  No  ballar|B«ofoflbiacan  ha 
adduced  than  the  iboal  <J  initaun  which  aprang  up 
aauog  ow  Tranallandc  bmhsan — ibr  il  ia  only  n4iat 
weadniinnioat,lbaIwaniaaIdeaii«a}aipy.  Tothoir 
credit  Im  it  nid,  lliat  Ifaey  could  sot,  amoiv  modem 
writen^  tiava  ehoaen  a  modal  of  poier  taite.  or  mora 
claaac  Blegance.  Odur  mhila  of  a  Uglm  crd^  have 
avowedly  hgfated  tiM  lorch  of  Iheir  inqaration  at  ber 
ihrine.  In  tact,  they  liave  telecled  Mia.  Uenana  oa 
llie  head  of  a  liletaiy  achoel.  and  have  ixined  tlieni- 
■ilvea  on  tlie  moal  prominail  eic«lIeDa«a  of  tier  pe, 

>  cannot  pan  finm  lUa  viewofonrnlyert  witlioni 
again  Bdnrting  to  Iba  enthnauie  intereat  which  Pn- 
faanr  Nottoa  Im  taken  in  ttw  dJMeoanalian  of  the 
wiilingaofHra.Hemant among hiiceiintiTmen.  Boih 
inbercouTeiiBlkinBndinherlettei^alie  waieloqoanl 
in  heieipraiBioniof  graDMde  towanb  him  in  Ihia  re- 
•peclj  and  all  her  edEairen  are  bouttd  loreipectthal 
gendeman,  lor  Ibe  diiiuleniaced  endeavouia  he  lo  no- 
~  dly  made,  dm  only  in  rendering  b«  ganiua  mora 
eOeatvely  known;  bin.  probalriy,  tor  haviag  been 

leana  of  eidiiiw  her  ■□  exerlioM,  wliicb  might 


miledH 


altogether  fiuaaaled  by  criUcal  bcaiilily.  Thai  Felicia 
Hemaoa  arauld  have  been  a  poelen.  whether  content 
porary  eritictam  bod  allowed  Ihe  &CI  or  not,  admiu  not 
of  diipiMe ;  bul  (till  we  know  not  how  &r.  in  tnanv 
in  like  nuat  gifted  and  inlelleclual  aretb* 

which  would  have  eipanded  under  Iho  aunahina  of 
popular  ftvour,  ha*  been  nipt  in  itie  Uoom  by  lha 
I  cbillinf  brevh  of  dinqptd. 
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Mn.  HfloHiii  wu  about  the  nuddb  bd^it.  and  n- 
Iher  lieadeilj  nude  ihtD  otberwiie.  To  ■  counle- 
ouice  of  great  inteUigence  and  ei|irenloa.ibe  oniled 
manuen  alike  ""■—■"■-;  and  plaTful ;  and  wilh  ■ 
Iruii  arivr^  oul  of  iha  puriLjr  of  hero  wd  chancier, — ' 
which  was  beyond  the  meaimaB  ofniapicion  in  olhore, 
<ha  remained  untaiDl«d  by  Ihalavalh  of  worldly  guile. 
Her  bean  overflowed  wilh  leDdomea  in  all  ihe  rola- 
ttorn afdomaatic lire i  ■ndlbeexquiailedelicacyoriier! 
perceptioni,  ntgaiding  ail  thai  ia  puie.  ennobling,  aod  ] 
of  good  report.  remaiiH  lur  ever  iiamped  on  her  wi- 
lt la  beyond  the  Kope  of  ifae  (seaeat  memoir  lo  enter 
into  aoyciiiicsl  aaalyaieor  siamiiiatkm  of  llie  numer- 
oiu  pubhcationa  of  Mb.  Hemana.  Ttiey  are  now,  aa 
■he  bai  left  them,  at  the  bar  of  poalehly ;  and  it  ii 
pleaiing  lo  diiak.  vrhen  we  consider  the  degree  of  air 
learioa  with  which  they  have  been  received,  diet  no 
midiie  or  emjarical  maaiM  were  reeoned  lo,  lo  influ- 
ence popular  niaiags.  On  the  contrary,  meet  of  Ihem 
were  produced  in  aoUludei  and  apart  even  fmm.lhe 
eiciling  inSaencei  of  literary  aociety.  TSe  aulbor 
eipeiienced  nothing  of  the  Catering  partiBlily  of  cole- 
tioi ;  aot,  ea  we  have  mid,  had  ihe  a  penonal  fc- 
quainlaoce  with  Boy  of  die  coDlemporary  lighu  of 
poetry,  until  iha  heraelf  bad  become  a  part  of  the  con- ' 
alellaikin.  WithberaiMeTapirita,JoaDDe  BailUe.Caio-. 
line  Bowie*,  Mary  MitGnd,  Leiitia  Landon,  and  Mary 
Ilowilt,ahe  inaaed  forward  in  genarooi  emulation  j ' 
but'  diere  wai  not  a  apaik  of  rivalry  in  her  boaom. 
Tlieir  gloiy  wn  in  ■  great  meaauie  felt  a*  her  ewnj 
and  abe  rqioiced  in  their  lucceei,  wilh  a  eoidial 
wamuta,  wblch  it  waa  truly  daUghtful  is  obeerve. 

fVithoul  aapiring  lo  Ihe  vehemence,  which  lome 
wrilen  have  tuiilaken  for  energy,  the  poetry  of  Mn. 
llenuiB  ■•  naver  languid,  even  in  the  deplhi  of  ita 
Mate,  lendenwai,  and  elegancv.  To  Iha  moit  graceful ' 
and  haimonioDi  diction,  ahe  wedded  Ihemeaofendleaa, 
variety. — the  oatpourii^parpiely,  and  love,  and  friend- 
thip. — Ihe  delighta  of  the  paat  and  of  the  future, — ra- 
oordi  ofhouaabold  afioctioDS, — lay*  ofpalriotinn, — and 
legend!  of  history  or  romance.  9ie  hai  otao  given  many  | 
beautifal  and  moat  delicate  itlmttationa  of  Ward*-, 
wortb'a  &veurils  theory,  regarding  iha  labde  analogy  I 
siialing  between  the  eitenul  and  moral  worid  ;  and 
n^ch  hn  embnad  the  aapecta  of  nature  wiih  mno- 
tbtng  alar,  lo  aenlimeni  and  percepliorL  Nothing  can 
be  richer  or  nwrs  glowing  than  ber  imagery,  yet  her 
pictuiu  are  never  overlaid  wilh  colour;  and  all  her. 
doliiunlianB  are  clear  and  diadncL    Many  oTher  do- , 


ofihenx 
aamebMnl. — aciroumsianceofdailylife, — Iraquenlly 
Gnned  the  geim  of  what,  in  her  active  imaginalion. 
wai  woven  into  a  baautiful  and  perfect  componDoa 
Yet  italiouid  be  remorobered.  Ihfct,  instead  of  tnuting 
lo  her  natural  powen  of  Ihoiightand  Ikncy.  she  nai. 
Ibnnigh  the  whole  conne  of  her  litemry  career,  an  a^ 
dent  and  unwearied  undent.  From  a  couiae  of  ei- 
leniivo  reaiiing, she  enlarged  hercomprehenmm  with 
much  thai  was  soulMirring  and  noble, — with  much 
ihst  was  gentle  and  refined:  and  if  die  hai  not  often 
ventured. — n*  Wordsworth,  Crabbe,  and  Wileoa  have 
so  powerfully  done, — todcacendio  Ihe  deUnealionof 
what  ii  homely  in  life  and  mannen;il  evidently  arose 
fiom  no  arrogance  of  inlellecl.  but  limply  fiiim  such 
tberaei  being  incompatiblo  wilh  the  ^nlem  which  she 
liNmcd  for  heneli;  and  had  resolved  to  Ibllow  oul  in 
her  writinga. 

Mrs.  Jameson  baa  truly  aoid.lhal'lhe  poetry  of  Mrs 
Hemana  could  only  have  been  written  by  a  woman-'* 
In  all  ber  thoughts  and  leelinga  she  is  intenaely  ai»l 
entirely  remiiune ;  and  there  is  a  iiniih  and  coroplele- 
nesa  about  her  compuaiiion,  lingnlarly  accordant  wnb 
the  flne  perception,  and  delicate  discriminalian  of  me 
.  female  miod-  In  her  poetry  religiooa  (ruth  and  Intel 
lectual  beauty  meet  togeiher,  and  blend  in  delighlTii! 
.  union;  and  assuredly  it  is  not  Ihe  loa  odouUied  to 
'  refine  Ihe  UKe  and  exalt  the  imaginalion,  because  it 
oddresesiDielfonlyio  the  belter  feelings  oTour  Ua- 
Hire.  Over  all  her  pictures  of  humanity  are  spnan 
the  glory  and  [he  gmce  reflected  iiom  purity  of  lao- 
rakidignityofseniiment,  beauty  of  imagery,  sublinuly 
ofreligioiu  lailh.and  aidour  of  pnlriodsm ;  artd.tum- 
iag  from  the  darh  end  degraded,  whether  in  drcnm- 
■lance  or  conception,  she  seeks  out  those  verdant  oases 
in  Iha  desert  oT  human  life,  on  which  the  wings  of 


resembles  that  of  the  dove. 


decoralHins are  never  idle ;  Ihey  are  broughtin  either 

rlio  unguun  of  uefeoied  passion,  and Jiaffled  hope.  The 
••hole  taMie  ol  ner  mind  was  peeliFBl,  and  the  mast 


snd  her  eisltaliaa  of  thought  ia  not  of  Ihal  daring 
hind,  which  doubu;  and  derides,  or  even  questions, 
but  wfiich  olingi  n  Ihe  anchor  of  hope,  and  looka  lb^ 
ward  widi  Ciiih  and  reverential  fear, 

Mrs.ireman>hae  wriucnmtich.snd  ons  rai  elyof 
■ulqecis ;  and,  as  wilh  all  authon  of  ■iioilar  remtilily 
her  Mialna  poese«  difle»ent  degroea  of  eicellence. 
Independently  ofthii  tmcerlaln  criterioo.  her  diOerent 
worhs  will  be  diSirently  eanmaled.  as  to  their  rela- 
tive value,  by  diflereni  mlnda.  Bat  we  besitale  not 
to  assert.  Ihat  site  hoa  bequeathed  to  poalerily  many 
compgsitiona.  which  Ihe  English  language  "  will  not 
willingly  let  die,"  The  muaic  of  her  words  has  inter- 
woven itself  with  Ihe  national  heart,  and  cantwi  laillo 
be  brealhodfrom  the  lips  nfoiirehiUmi'schildraii, 
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Ijxig  ilmg  anl^  of  pnnlnn 


The  following  Poem  it  int^nilcJ  to  describe  the 
inentiil  conflicts,  bs  wrU  as  oulwatil  Buflt'rmsSi  of  ' 
■  SpaniarJ,  nlio,  flying  from  the  relici'iug  perae- 
culionsof  hia  own  countiy  in  the  IClh  wntuij, 
takes  refuge  with  bi>  child  in  ■  North  American 
fbntt.  The  iloiy  ia  ■uppoeHl  fa>  be  rolatml  by 
bimMlf  unidit  tbe  nildenieae  nhicb  has  aflbnled 


I. 
THKVoicetof  mjhome! — I  hear  them  ttiU! 
Hkey  baie  beoD  njth  me  throug:h  the  Jicuny 

night— 
The  UnMd  booKhold  voices,  nonl  la  61) 
My  hean'i  dear  depths  irtih  anilloyM  deiighl 
I  hear  tbcoi  Mill,  onchang'd: — though  iome 

from  earth 
Are  mnric  parted,  and  the  tontv  of  mirth- 
Wild,  ailrery  toDo,  that  rang  through  dsya  more 

bright! 
Have  died  in  others, — jet  (o  me  the;  come, 
KngiDgof  boyhood  back — the  vaicei  of  my  home 

n. 

Thtj  ctS  me  through  thja  hash  of  wooda,  n 

In  the  gray  atillDeaa  of  the  •nmnMn'  mom, 
Thej  waDder  by  when  heavy  flowera  are  cloatng. 
And  thooghla  gnnr  deep,  and  winda  and  atari 

E'm  *B  a  Gnmt'a  remember'd  guihinga  hmat 
On  the  parch'd  trarellei  in  hia  hour  of  thirit, 
E'en  thna  ihej  haimt  ma  with  iweet  aonnd*,  til 


And  findmiiiearV  !— yet  whither  7— I  must  bear 
A  yearning  heart  within  Die  to  the  grave. 
I  am  of  tboce  oVi  whom  a  breath  of  air — 
Juat  darkening  in  its  course  the  lake'a  bright 

And  sighing  through  the  fcatheiy  c«nes(I)- 

liath  power 
To  cidl  up  shadows,  in  the  ulenl  hour, 
From  the  dim  piut,  as  from  a  wizard's  cave ! 
So  must  it  be  ! — Them  skies  above  tan  spread. 
Are  they  my  own  soft  aliiial— Ye  t«st  not  here, 

IV. 

Te  (oi  amidst  the  southern  Sowcn  tie  sleeping 
Your  graves  all  smiling  in  the  sunshine  clear, 
Save  one ! — a  Uue,  lone,  diiUiil  main  ia  sweeping 
High  o'ei  one  gentle  head — ye  rest  not  here  t  - 
Tia  not  the  olive,  «ith  a  whisper  swaying, 
Not  thy  low  ripplitiga,  glassy  water,  play  Ing 
Through  my  own  chcinut  groves,  which  lill 

mine  ear; 
But  the  faint  echoes  in  my  breast  that  dwell. 
And  lor  their  Urth-place  moan,  as  moans  the 

oc:ean-BheII.(Q) 
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From  liii  itrong  pinion.    Tlua  that  g*v'it  me 

birth, 
Andlineiga,  and  onca  homf^ — mTiuliTeSpainl 
My  own  bright  tuul — my  blher'i  linil — mi 

cbilJ'd 
What  hath  th  j  ion  brought  from  lhe«  to  the 

wiJJal 
He  hath  brooght  marka  of  torture  and  tha  chain, 
Trace*  oTthiojla  whkb  pan  nut  aa  a  breeu, 
A  Uifrhtal  name,  dark  thimghta,  nrath,  wo— thy 

gift*  ITS  thciw. 


Ttieir  found*  are  not  of  thi*  t — the  cadan,  tra- 

Lend  it  no  tone:  Hi*  niila  taianDaha  1aiill{, 
It  ta  not  murmoHi]  Ij  the  jojon*  ri»er  I 
What  part  hath  mortal  name,  when  God  alone 
Speak*  to  the  mighty  waate,  and  through  it*  heart 
i*  known  1 

VII. 
1*  it  not  much  that  I  may  worahip  Him, 
With  nought  mj  apirit'a  breathinga  to  eonlri^ 
And  reel  Hia  preience  in  the  Tatt,  and  dim, 
And  whiapery  wood*,  where  dying  thunder*  roll 
From  the  &r  catanicti  1 — Shall  I  not  rpjoice 
That  I  have  learn'd  at  laat  to  know  lEi  voice 
From  man's  1 — I  will  rejirice! — my  aoaring  aool 
Now  bath  rodeem'd  her  birlh-iight  of  the -day, 
had  won,  through  clDudi,to  Him,  hcrown  uiilet- 
ter'd  way  ! 

VUI. 
And  thott,  my  bay!  that  ailent  at  my  knee 
Doet  hft  to  mine  thy  *oll,  dark  eamealeyea, 
Pill'd  with  the  le>o  oTchildhMd,  which  I  aee 
Pure  through  il*  depth*,  a  llHMg  nithsM  dia- 

gniae; 
Thou   thai   haat  breath'd  in  alomber  on   iny 


I*  it  not  much  tint  I  may  guide  thy  prayer. 
And  drehi  thy  glad  anul  with  ftce  and  bealtbftil 


IX. 

Wny  ahuuld  I  amep  ot  thy  htight  head,  my 

boy! 
Within  thy  bthcn'  halla  tbi>«  will  iwt  dwell, 
Nctf  hP  toeir  banner,  with  a  warrior'*  joy, 

m  cUe&,  nbo  &II 


For  Spain  of  old.— Yet  what  if  rolling  wave* 
Have  borne  u*  far  from  our  auceetral  grave*  I 
Thou  *hah  not  feel  tby  bunting  heart  rebel 
A*  mine  hath  done ;  nor  bear  what  I  nan-  borra^ 
Coaling  in  fidaehood'*  mould  ih'  indignant  blow 

X. 

T>ii  ahajl  not  be  thy  lot,  my  bleaaed  ctrild! 
I  have  not  aorron'd,  atruj^led,  Uved  In  vain — 
Hear  me!  magnificent  and  ancient  wild; 
And  mighty  riven,  ye  that  meet  the  main, 
A*  deep  meela  deep;  and  foml*,  whoae  dim 


The  flood'* 


ice,  and  the  wind'*  by  iwell*  per- 


Hear  nwl-  'lii  well  to  die,  and  not  complun. 
Yet  there  are  hour*  when  the  charged  heart  mud 

Ev'd  in  the  desert'*  cot  to  poor  itsdr,or  lireaki 
XI. 
I  tee  an  oak  befure  me,(3]  it  hath  been 
The  crown'd  one  of  the  woodi ;  and  might  hnva 

Its  buodnd  arm*  to  Heaven,  sUU  freshly  green. 
But  a  wild  vino  around  the  stem  hath  clung. 
From  branch  to  hninch  ctoeo  trreath*  of  bond- 
age throwing, 
Till  the  piuud  tree,  before  no  Icmpeat  bowinj;. 
Hath   shrunk    and    died,   those    serpont-fijd* 

among. 
Aloi!  alas!— what  i*  it  that  I  *ec1 
An  Inage  of  man's  mmd,  land  of  my  ^m,  wkh 
tlwe! 


XII, 


Vetai 


thou  lovely !  Song  i*  on  thy  hUU— 
Uti  iweet  and  mournful  mclodie*  of  Spun, 
That  lull'd  my  boyhood,  how  yout  msmOij 

thrilia 
The  ei  lie'*  heart,  with  BUddcn- wnkening  pain  1 — 
Vanrasundtarf  ODtlwmck* — that  I  uiighl  hear 
Onoe  mare  the  music  of  the  mountaineer ! — 
And  from  the  sunny  vales  the  slicpherd'*  <rain 
Float*  out,  and  fills  the  solitary  place 
With  the  old  tuneful  names  of  Spain'*  heroic  toCA 
XIII. 
But  tliero  wa*  eitenco  one  bright, 
ThiDughmyown  pane-bung 


day 
Cleat, 


In  the  rich  autumn  light  the  viBeyanl*  lay. 
And  from  the  Gdds  the  peasant's  laice  was  gono-, 
And   tha  ruJ  grapes  untrodden  •tiew'd  thu 

And  the  free  docks  nntondai  loam'i  around  : 
Where  wu  the  pastor  ?— where  the  I'pe'*  wild 
tone? 
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Miuie  uid  mirth  were  htuh'J  the  hill«  n 
VThile  In  tite  dt;'B  gtXKt  each  bunlet  pour'd  \u 

XIT. 
Silrnec  upon  the  mounluiul — But  within 
The  dtj'«f«le(  a  ruah — a  prcM — >>well 
O  r  multiluJe*  thfir  torrent  way  to  win; 
And  heaTT  hooiningi  oTa  Jul)  deep  bed, 
A  dead  puue  follawing  each — like  that  which 

The  duh  of  Ullowi,  baUm|breBthleM  hearti 
FuliD  thehuahof  fear— kndl  adel  knell; 
And  KRiiuU  of  tbickeniag  itepi,  lika  Ihonder- 


XVIil. 

It  might  be  thai  amuM  the  cowitlMi  tbrei^, 

"■  ■■   '        e  heut  wkh  Pitj'i  wttgh 


For  the  wide  itreani  of  hamao  km  ia  nTong 
And  woman,  oo  wh«B  toad  and  faithfai  braan 
Childhood  is  nand,  and  at  wboH  knee  the  ngli 
OFitafintpn7ctifbieathed,ahe,too,wii  ninh. 
But  lib  is  dear,  and  the  free  liiatitep  bleawid, 
Aad  hgOM  a  ioanj  plioe,  when  each  nuqr  M 
SooM  ej«  with  gEiMeaiqg  aaiilM, — and  theMfan 


AH 


s,  Mtenglh^— a  i 


What  pageanl'i  hour  tifpnteVi )— The  ioIlaD 

Of  a  tUeag  aiKaeiit  pnaon-hotne  waa  thrown 
B^k  (olheday.     AtmJ  who.  in  iiwaninil  alate, 
Cuiie  Ibrih,  led  akwty  o'ei  it*  tbresbold-etona  1 
Tbey  (hat  hail  leum'd,  in  eelk  of  aecret  gtoom, 
How  aunshine  i*  rorgoUi^n  t — Thej,  to  whom 
I'lte  (cr;  Inturea  of  mankind  wen  grown 
Tilings  (hat  bewiUercl !— O'er  their  datiled 
«gl«t, 
Tllij'  lilW  their  wan  handi,  and  oofrer'd  beEiie 


XVL 
to  this  manbriajB  tut  Inotber!— Some 

there, 

Who  with  tbrir  dreolation  had  entwined 

Fiercx  itrcnf^li,  andgirt  ibeiternnesior  Jeapair 

Fait  round  their  bomna,  ereo  aa  wa: 

The  bnast-plate  on  Tor  fight :  but  brow  and  cheek 

Secinni  fAnra  a  torturing  panoply  le  apeak ! 

And  there  were  aome,  from  n hum  the  reij  mind 

Had  been  wrung  out:  tbej  •miifd— ohi  Mart- 

Dng  amile 

WbenM  roan's  high  soul  is  fled !— where  doth  il 

sicrpthe  wUilel 

XVIL 
BiK  onwutl  moved  the  melancholy  trsin, 
For  their  faba  Oeeda  in  fiery  puiga  to  die. 
This  was  the  solemn  aacrifies  of  Spain — 
Heaven's  oObring  from  thelanl  ofdUTalijI 
Ttumich  thouaanda,  tboosands  of  their  taoa  they 

Oh!  how  unfika  all  others  S— the  bcJOTed, 
The  free,  the  pfD4Ml,  the  beaatifol  I  whoae  ^a 
Grew  fixed  before  tbrm,  while  a  people's  breath 
Wv  hushed,  aiMt  ila  one  aoul  bound  in  tlie  Ihon^t 
afdealhl 


A  chain  of  pal^,  cast  on  biight  and  atod  I 
Still,  mt  at  noon  a  ■outhem  ferett'*  dude. 
They  Bt9od,  thow  breathless  mawea  of  mankind; 
Still,  a»  a  froien  torrent! — hut  the  wits 
Soon  leapa  to  foaming  freedom — they,  the  Imw, 
Endarsd — they  aaw  the  martyr'a  ^aoe  ladtiaid 
enoeiitfaewilheti 
n  puksl— tlwy  ■ 


XX. 

And  I,  loo,  Ihonght  it  well !  That  tety  mom 
From  a  lar  land  1  came,  yet  rotind  me  dung 
The  aprit  of  my  own.    NoliaDdhadtorn 
Wkh  a  drong  gnsp  away  the  veil  which  faui^ 
Between  mine  eyea  and  trtith.    I  gaied,  I  aaw. 
Dimly,  as  through  a  glaaa.    In  nlent  awe 
I  watched  the  (earful  Ttlet ;  and  if  there  apnmg 
One  rebd  feding  from  its  deep  (bonla  np, 
Shuddering,  1  Bung  it  back,  a*  guUt'a  own  pttmnh 

XXL 
Bat  I  wu  Wakened  aa  the  dreamers  wikeii 
Whom  the  shrill  trumpet  and  the  shriek  of  dluad 
Rouae  np  at  midnight,  when  thdr  wall*  am 

taken. 
And  they  muK  battle  till  their  blood  li  shed 
On  thdr  own  tbreahold-floor.    A  path  fin  Bghi 
Through  my  torn  lireast  wa*  ahaltered  by  the 

Of  the  awift  thunder-dnAe— and  Fnedon^ 

tread 
Came  in  through  mine,  laK,  yet  not  in  vam. 
Making  the  hllfhted  place  id  gteen  whh  Uft  agan. 

XXII. 
Still  darkly,  dowly,  as  a  lulleu  maaa 
Of  cloud,  o'ersweeidng,  withoot  wind,  tha  *•  , 
Dreom-lika  1  law  the  aad  proccwra  paaa, 
And  maAed  it*  TietioM  with  a  teaileaa  eya. 
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They  tnwed  befbw  nu  but  M  jHcWtM,  wrought 
Each  to  rered  loaia  meetet  ot  man's  tbonght. 
On  tbs  riiarp  edge  of  aod  mortdily, 
TiUinnuplaoectDwone— ah!  could  it  bel 
Mjr  fmai,  my  heart'i  fint  frieodl— and  did  I 
guetmlheal 

XXIII. 
On  theel  wHh  whom  in  boyhood  I  had  played, 
At  Ibe  gnpe-gitberinga,  by  my  nitire  ■treanu 
And  to  whoM  eye  my  youthl^il  kiuI  bad  laid 
BaTe,ai  to  HeaiTen'B,Ki  glowing  world  of  dreama; 
And  l>y  whose  nde  'miJat  warrioii  I  bad  itood, 
AqJ  m  whoa;  helm  wai  bieughl — oh!  earned 

with  blood  I— 
Ttte  fresh  waie  to  my  lip*,  when  tropic  beame 
Sniote  on  my  ferered  brow! — Ay,  yeara  hai 


XXIV. 
Iteeit  aliU— the  loAy  mien  thou  boreat— 
On  thy  pale  ftoebead  sat  a  eenae  orpowerl 
The  Tery  looli  that  once  llum  brightly  norcat 
Cbeering  me  onward  through  a  fearful  hour, 
When  wa  wen  girt  by  Indian  bow  and  apeai 
'Midit  the  white  Andea — e'en  as  mountain  d« 
Hemmed  in  our  camp—but  through  the  javelin 

We  rent  our  way,  a  tempest  ofdefpnirl 
—And  thou — hadsl  thou  but  died  with  tby  true 
brethren  tbeiE ! 

XXV. 
I  call  Ibatbod  wiah  butk— &r  thou  hast  perialiad 
MorenoUy&r,  my  Altar!— making  known 
Thenughtoftrullii(4)  and  be  thy  mBmoiy  ehe- 

rkbed 
With  Iheiia,  the  thauaandfl,  that  around  her 

Have  poured  thdr  lives  out  raiillng,  in  that  doom 
Finding  a  triumph,  if  denied  a  tomb '. 
— Ay,  with  their  aahet  hath  the  wind  lieen  sown, 
And  with  Ihe  wind  their  ■[orit  ■hall  be  spread, 
Killing  man's  lieut  and  bomo  with  iDconls  of  the 
dead. 

XXVI. 
Tbou  Searcher  ofthe  Soul  Mn  whoso  dread  oghl 
Not  the  bold  guilt  alone,  that  mocks  the  ikies, 
But  tho  acoroo-owncd,  uawhiapeied  thought  of 

A>  a  thing  written  with  the  aonbeam  1 

T^luni  know'it — whose  eye  through  shade  and 

dep(.i  can  see, 
Ttmt  this  man's  dime  wa*  but  to  worship  tbee. 


Like  thoae  that  made  their  hearts  thy  aacrilice. 
The  called  oTyore;  wont  by  the  Saviour's  lida 
On  the  dim  Olive-Mount  to  pray  at  ovenlide. 

XXVII. 
For  the  strong  spirit  will  at  times  awake. 
Piercing  the  miiu  that  wrap  her  clay-abode ; 
And,  bom  of  tbee,  glie  may  not  always  take 
Earth's  accents  for  the  oiacles  of  God; 
And  e'en  for  this — OJub,  whose  maek  ia  power! 
Reed,  that  vroidd  be  a  acourge  thy  little  hour! 
Spark,  whereon  yet  the  mighty  liath  not  trod. 
And  therefore  thuu  destruyeat! — where  weia 

Our  hope,  if  man  were  left  lo  man's  deer^  alone  f 

XXVUI. 

Bnt  this  I  leU  not  yet.     I  could  but  gaia 

On  him,  my  fnend ;  while  that  swift  moment 

A  sudden  freshness  baek  on  vanished  days. 
Like  waler-dropa  on  some  dim  [octuie's  hue  i 
Calling  the  proud  lime  up,  when  fint  I  stood 
Where  banners  floated,  and  my  heart's  quick 

blood 
Sprang  to  a  torrent  as  the  clarion  blew. 
And  be — hia  aword  was  tike  a  brother'!  worn. 
That  watches  through  the  field  his  mother's  young' 

XXIX. 

Bui  a  lance  met  me  in  that  ilay'a  career, 
Senseless  I  lay  amidst  th'  o'ersweeping  l!gbt. 
Wakening st  lut — how  full,  how  Blruigely  clear. 
That  scene  on  mcmoTy  Qoshed! — the  shifeiy 

light. 
Moonlight,  on    broken    shielJj — the    plain  of 

Blaugliter, 
The  fountnin-BiJc—tlie  low  iweet  sound  of  wa- 

ter— 
And  Alvor  bending  o'er  mB—from  (he  night 
Covering  mo  with  his  mantle !— -all  tho  pasl 
Flowed  back — my  soul's  far  chords  all  answered 

to  ihe  blast. 

XXX. 

Till,  in  that  rush  of  visions,  I  lecauM 
As  one  that  by  the  bands  of  slumber  wound. 
Life  with  a  powerieas,  but  all  thrilling  frame. 
Intense  in  conaciousness  of  sight  and  suund. 
Yet  buried  in  a  wildering  dream  which  brings 
Loved  faces  round  him,  girt  with  (earfiil  thingi '. 
Troubled  e'en  thus  1  stood,  but  chained   and 
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Folloninj;  hb  roototepa  to  the  Mm*  ilmul  pbcc, 
FvHuBiHguilt— hUnMerel(5)— W«111ltiie» 
The  beauty  on  tboM  bni"»,  Ihongh  eich  jonng 

liice 
Wa>  changed — u  deeply  changed  ! — a  doO' 

la  hijnf  lor  lovnl  and  lardy  things  to  beu, 
And  je,  O  daaghten  of  a  krfly  race, 
Clueen-Uke  Tbeivaa!  radiant  Inell — Anwen 
So  cheriahed !  wen  y«  then  but  reared  for  thoie 
daik  hnqnl 

XXXII. 
A  moumrut  home,  young  Biatcn !  had  ye  left, 
With  jonr  lute*  hanging  hushed  upon  the  wajl, 
And  lilencii  round  tlie  aged  man,  bereft 
Of  each  glad  voice,  once  nnsvering  to  his  call. 
AIbb,  that  lonely  Tather!  doom'd  to  jiins 
For  wand*  departed  in  bii  lifc'a  decline, 
And,  'midit  the  ihadaning  banners  of  h'n  bolt, 
With  hia  ntiite  hair  U>  sit,  and  deem  the  iiatne 
A  hundnd  ehiefa  had  borne,  cait  down  by  you  to 

XXXIII. 

And  •rolbryDU,  'nudat  loota  and  words  of  hive, 
And  gentle  heart*  and  lace*,  iiui*ed  so  long  I 
Bow  had  I  aeen  you  in  your  beauty  move, 
Weving  the  wreath,  and  Uatening  to  the  aong  I 
— Yot  nl,  e'en  then,  what  •eemed  the  cioivd  Id 

Half  vraled  upon  the  clear  pale  brow  of  one, 
And  deeper  Ibouglita  than  ott.  to  youth  belong, 
Thoughts,  nich  ■*  wake  to  evening's  whiapei; 

Wilhia  the  drooping  ahade  of  her  sweet  e;chds 
lay. 

XXXIV. 
And  if  aha  nungled  with  the  festive  train, 
It  wB*  but  as  mne  melancholy  star 
BelwUs  tJiB  dance  of  shepherd*  on  tho  ptaio. 
Id  its  bright  stUlnew  present,  though  afar. 
Yet  would  she  smile— ami  that,  too,  bath  il 

Giclcd  •nth  joy  which  reached  her  not  lbs  while, 

And  hexing  a  bna  spirit,  not  at  n 

With  earthly  things,  but  o'er  their  rona  and  bus 

UnUng  too  dear  a  light,  too 

XXXV. 

But  the  dslk  hours  vrring  forth  the  hidden  might 
WUch  had  bin  bedded  In  the  silent  soul, 
A  trcMure  all  undreamt  at; — s«  ttw  night 
Cans  out  tt 


Unheard  by  day.    It  seemed  as  if  her  breast 
Had  hoarded  ener^ra,  tilt  then  suppreaaed 
Almost  with  pain,  apd  bunting  from  control. 
And  finding  fint  that  hour  their  pathway  tree: 

-Could  a  Toae  brave  the  storm,  such  might  her 
emblem  be  I 

XXXVI. 

For  the  soft  gloom  whose  shadow  still  bad  hang 
On  her  fail  brow,  beneath  its  garlands  worn, 
Wu  fled ;  and  lire,  like  prophecy'*  had  qirung 
Clfar  to  her  kindled  eye.    It  might  be  Korn- 
Pride — aenaa  of  wrong — aj,  the  fnil  heart  is 

By  these  at  limes,  even  as  with  adamant  round, 
Kept  so  ftnra  breaking  !— yet  not  Ihvi  Dpbome 
She  moved,  though  some  sustaining  pasnon's 

lifted  her  fervent  soul — a  nater  for  tiie  brave! 

XXXVIL 

And  yet,  alas !  to  see  the  strength  which  dings 
Round  wam*n  in  such  hount — a  mournful  nglit. 
Though  lovely! — an  oveifiowing  of  the  springa, 
The  full  springs  of  afection,  deep  a*  brigbtl 
And  she,  because  her  life  ia  ever  twined 
With  other  live*,  and  by  no  itormy  wind 
May  theiMO  be  shaken,  and  btcauae  the  li^l 
Of  tenderness  is  round  her,  aod  her  eye 
Doth  weep  luch  passionate  tears — therefore  she 


thus( 


XXXVIII. 
Therefore  didst  ihmt,  throu|^  that  beirt'SbKking 

As  tlirough  a  triumph  move ;  and  cast  aside 
Thine  own  sweet  thoughtfulnea*  for  victoiy's 

O  faithful  niter!  cheering  thus  the  guide, 
And  friend,  and  brother  of  thy  sainted  youth, 
Wh«e  hand  had  led  thee  to  Ibe  sourcs  of  truth, 
Wher<ithy  glad  aoui  from  earth  was  purified; 
Nor  wouldaC  thou,  fdlowing  him  through  all  tlie 
past. 
That  he  shouhl  see  thy  itep  grow  tremulous  at  losL 

XXXIX. 


Between  the  nurtured  of  the  earns  tmd  tteast. 
TheiAkeltaredafaDanior)  and  thus  it  rose 
Twined  in  with  lifo.— How  is  it,  that  tha  honra 
Of  the  some'  sport,  the  gathering  early  dowen 
Round  the  sams  tree,  the  sharing  one  repose, 
Artd  mingling  one  flrst  pnjer  in  murmurs  sutL 
From  tbe  heart's  memory  fade,  In  this  worMa 
biealli,  so  aA7 
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XL. 


Bat  Ihca  that  biekth  hullnuchea  not;  thet, 

The  true  in  iL  tbii^  GhiimI  ! — uid  thou  wett 

blert 
Even  then,  tint  nu  ramembenid  change  eonld 

The  perfect  image  oraflcction,  pnawd 
I^a  iraMNir  to  tb;  btmom  I— thou  hi<M  kep« 
WUch  by  Uut  brother'*  caneh  of  pUQ,  tad  wept, 
Tbj  (WMt  boe  COTeiii^  *rilb  thy  robe.^hen 

net 
ned  fttm  the  rafirsr;  tbiw  faiAt  bound  hii  futb 
Unto  Ihj  nol— one  light,  one  hoj 


So  did«  tboa  pMi  on  brigUlj  I— but  G>r  her, 
Next  b  that  path,  how  mar  **'  ^°™"  *"  'P^ 

—All  nwrdfii)  I  to  thhiic  that  Mich  thingi  were. 
And  are,  and  Men  bj  mea  with  heuti  on- 
broken  t 
To  think  of  Ihat  fair  giri,  nboee  path  bad  been 
So  Mrewed  with  roH-ieaTea,  all  one  laiiy  accne  I 
And  wboM  qokk  glance  came  erer  aa  a  token 
or  hope  to  droDfdng  Ihongtit,  uid  her  glad  voka 
Al  a  free  Urd^  in  qoing,  that  niakea  the  woods 


And  ihe  (o  die!— aha  lorcd  the  laugtung  earth 
WUi  ■oeh  daap  jc^  in  ita  fieah  kavea  and  Bow- 
era! 
— Waa  not  her  aoule  even  a*  the  nddeu  biilh 
Of  a  young  rainbow,  colouring  vernal  iboweni 
Yea!  but  to  meet  her  bno-like  atep,  to  hear 
The  gufbee  or  wild  aong,  ao  ulvcr;  danr, 
Whidi,  oft  nncooacdoualjr,  in  happlitr  houn 
Flowed  from  her  lipa,  wat  to  forget  the  iway 
Of  Time  and  Death  below,— blight,  ihadow,  dull 

XLUI. 
Cootd  thif  change  be7— the  hour,  the  acane. 


XLIV. 
And  now^^ih  God !  tha  bitter  teaz  of  death, 
And  eon  araaze,  the  bint  o'enhadoiTlag  dread. 
Had  graapeJ  her  1 — panting  in  her  quick-ilmwl. 

breath, 
And  in  her  white  lip*  quiveriog ; — onward  1*4 
She  looked  up  willi  her  dim  bewildered  eje». 
And  there  amiled  out  her owDMllbnlliaiitakieii 
Far  in  their  lullry  aouthem  azure  epnad, 
Glowing  with  joy,  but  lilent: — atill  Ibey  amiled 
Yet  Knt  down  no  rtptieve  tor  earth'a  poor  Irem 

bling  child. 

XLV. 
Alai!  that  earth  bad  all  too  atrong  a  hold, 
Too  fait,  aweetlnra!  oa  thy  heart,  whocc  bloom 
Wai  giien  to  eariy  lote,  nor  knew  how  ci^ 
The  boon  which  liMlow.     There  waa  one,  with 


But  he  WB*  far  away ;— and  with  thy  doom 
Thai  gathering,  Ufe  grew  to  intensely  dear. 
That  all  thy  alight  frame  shook  with  it*  cold  mo 
talfcarl 


■a  floating  o'er  my  mind : 


And,  in  the  fireahDeM  of  the  laaning  wind, 
U«  bther  aat,  where  gieamed  the  fint  &int  atar 
ThiBOgh  the  lim»bo«gha;  and  with  bar  light 

Ifhe,  on  the  gnenaward  at  his  feet  reclined, 
la  bis  cahn  bee  langhed  up ;  aooie  abephenl-lay 
Wn^iiV,  ~  ehildbood  angs  on  th>  lone  Mils  at 
l*>>- 


XLVI. 
No  aid! — thou  too  didst  pass! — and  all  had 

The    fearful — and   the   Jeeperale— and    tha 

Some  like  the  bark  that  rushes  with  the  Mast, 
Some  like  the  leaf  swept  shitertngly  along, 
And  some  as  men,  that  hav*  Init  one  more  field 
To  Gght,  and  then  may  slumber  on  their  shtsUi, 
Tliereforo  they  arm  in  hope.     But  now  ths 

RoUed  on,  and  bore  tne  with  thrir  tiling  tide 
Eren  aa  »  bark  wherein  is  left  tw  power  to  guide. 

XLVII. 
Ware  iwept  on  waie.    We  reafhed  a  slatelt 


And  gorgeous,  in  the  midst.    Ap'oc' for  prsyei, 
And  praise,  and  oflering.    Could  the  earth  lap. 

ply 

No  fruits,  no  flowers  for  aacrifice,  cfall 
Which  on  her  sunny  top  unheeded  lidll 
No  bir  young  Arstling  of  the  flock  to  die, 
As  when  befoTB  their  God  ths  Patriarefaa  stood  ? 
-Look  down!  man  bringa  thee,  UeamBl   his 
brother's  guilllesa  blood ! 

XLVIll. 
Hear  ita  wsee,  hear  1— a  07  goes  up  to  thaa, 
Frosa  the  atalnaJ  aod ;— make  thou  thy  Jad(- 
neot  known 
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On  luMi,  Ibe  ■badder! — let  bii  potrtion  ba 
Tlw  feu- that  walk>  atniulnight— givclbinKKi 
In  the  wind  huinting  him  ■  powsr  to  *aj 
"  Wbcie  ii  tb;  bruttwr?" — and  tbo  lUn  *  ra? 
To  iruch  and  shike  hia  apirit,  when  alona 
With  tb*  dmi]  aplendour  of  their  burning  tjtm 
-So  ahall  eaitli  own  lb;  will — meicy,  net  aacri- 

XLIX 
Sound*  (^triumphant  praJKl — llw  mow  waa 

— Voioea  thai  dia  not  mi(bt  hat*  pound  anch 

Thnongh  Salem'a  town*  might  that  proud  chant 

When  Ihfl  Moat  High,  oo  Syria's  ptimj  plaina, 
Had  quelled  her  (dem'.—^o  full  it  iwapt,  a  aaa 
Of  load  iraTea  jubilant,  and  rolling  free! 
Oft  when  tbo  winda,  a*  through  leaouDding 

Ilalh  GUeil  the  choral  forei^  with  iti  poirer, 
Same  deep  tone  brings  roe  baek  the  aiwc  of  that 


Aod  tbo  aon  failed  mounifally  froin  beaTen, 
— He  laded  moarnfUtl J !  and  dimly  red, 
hitii^  in  clouda  from  thoaa  that  looked  their 

Urn, 
Anil   ngbed — "  Farenell,    thou    iun  !" — Eve 

^owed  and  paaed — 
N^bt — midnight  and  the  moon — came  forth 


Seep,  cren  a*  dew,  on  glen,  Wood,  peo{ded 
•pot-- 
Save  one — a  place  of  deMh— and  there  men  dum- 

bOttlDOt. 

LI. 
T<na  not  wkhhi  the  eityC?)— but  in  light 
Of  the  anow-civwDcd  aisiTU,  fraaly  (wepfUig, 
With  many  an  eagle'i  eyrie  on  the  bcdgbl, 
Ah]  hunter'*  csbjn,  by  the  tonxnt  peefing 
Far  off:  and  valea  betw«ii,  and  nnejard*  Uj, 
fnth  Bound  and  gleam  of  waleri  on  theii  way, 
And  eheanut-wood*,  that  girt  the  hip]>7  ilecp- 


The  daiUy-glonoua  midnight  aky  of  Spain, 
Boming  with  atar*!— WbU  bad  tix  lorcbe*' 
gtaia 


To  do  beneath  that  Templa,  and  pm&na 
Ita  holy  radiance  1— By  theii  wavering  dan, 
1  law  beside  the  pyre* — I  ice  Ibee  noic, 

0  bright  Tbeieaai  with  thy  lided  brow, 

And  th;  claaped  handi,  and  darii  ejes  filled  with 

prayer  1 
And  thee,  and  Inei !  bowing  thy  fair  head, 
And  mantling  up  tby  hce,  all  colourlea*  with 
dicad! 

LI  II. 
And  Alrar,  Alrar  t—I  beheld  thee  too, 
Pale,  •teadtajt,  kingly;  till  thy  clear  (rianee  fell 
On  that  young  Niter;  then  perturbed  it  grew 
And  all  tby  labouring  boaisn  seemed  to  *»ell 
With  painful  tendeinns.     Why  came  I  than, 
That  Iroublnl  image  of  my  friend  to  bear 
Thence,  for  my  after-years?— &  thbg  to  dwell 
In  m<r  heait's  core,  and  on  the  darknen  riae, 
Disquieling  my  dreams  with  il*  brigbt  mouniful 
eyral 

LIV. 
Why  came  11  oh !  the  heart's  d«p  mystery  i- 

■  Why 
In  man's  last  hour  doth  *ain  aSection'i  gaas 
Fii  itself  down  on  itniggling  agony, 
To  (be  dimm'd  eyt^ balls  freezing,  u  they  glue  t 
It  might  be— yet  the  power  to  will  seemed  o'er— 
That  my  soul  yeara'd  to  hear  his  voice  one* 

But  mine  was  fettered  1  mule  in  strong  amnae, 

1  watched  hi*  feature*  a*  the  night-wind  blew, 
And  torch-light  or  the  mooa'i  pa**ed  o'er  tbcii 

DtiiUe  hue. 

LV, 

The  trampling  of  a  steed '. — a  tall  while  aleed, 
Rending  his  fiery  wiy  the  crowd*  anran^- 
A  storm's  way  through  a  forest — came  ■(  speed, 
And  a  wild  voice  eried  "  Inez ',"  Swift  sIm  flunj 
The  nwnila  from  her  Rtce,  and  gaied  around, 
With  a  (aint  shriek  at  thai  bmiliai  sonad, 
And  ftwn  his  seat  a  breathless  rider  sprunj^ 
Anddafhed  off  fiercely  Ihoee  who  came  to  part, 
And  msbrd  to  that  pale  girl,  and  clasped  bid  to  hi* 
heart. 

LVI. 
Aitd  for  a  moment  all  around  gave  way 
To  that  full  burM  of  pasnoal— on  hia  bVDWt, 
IJke  a  tnrd  panting  yet  from  fear  *be  lay. 
But  bksseO— m  misery^  very  lap — yet  Ueet'- 
Oh  lore,  love,  strong  a*  death !— from  alien  at: 

PteaaiDg  out  joy  hy  thine  [rhimitUI  power, 
Holy  and  fervent  lovet  had  earth  but  nst 
For  dtee  and  thine.  Ibis  worid  wen  all  to  lairl 
How  could  we  tbamw  be  weaned  to  dia  wttboia 
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LVII. 

But  Bh« — M  fallii  ft  willow  from  tbe  storm. 
O'er  iu  own  ri«cr  slreamiog — thus  rcclin'd 
Dn  tlie  youth'i  bowm  hung  her  rragila  rorm, 
AnJ  cloaping  nritia,  so  posHonatclj  twinej 
Around  liti  neck — will]  guch  a  trusting  laid, 
A  full  deep  aonse  of  aurcly  in  their  hold, 
Aa  if  nought  earthly  might  th' embrace  unbind! 
Alut  achild'afondfutb,  belieiinsi 
It*  mutbcr's  breaft  bejond  the  lighlaing'a  reacb  to 
kiU! 

LVIIL 
Brief  reit!  upon  the  tumin;  billoir's  height, 
A  ilrBnge  ivreet  moment  of  some  hcavcnly 

Floating  between  the  ravage  gusls  of  ni!;h(, 
That  ■wer[)lheBea«  to  foam!  Soon  dark  again 
The  hour — the  scene — th'  inlonscly   present, 

ruah'd 

Back  on  her  eplrit,  and  her  targe  lean  gushad 

Like  tilood-drops  from  a  vietim;  with  awift  raJn 

Bathing  the  bonnn  whcrp  ahe  lean'd  (hat  hour, 

Aa  iT  her  life  would  melt  into  Ih'  o'erawelling 

LIX. 

Bulhe,whDaearm»Mainedher!— «h!  I  knew 
'Twaa  vain,  and  yet   he  hoped!— ho  fondly 

Back  from  herfaithherainhlng  soul  to  woo, 
Aa  life  might  yet  be  hers ', — A  dream  of  lote 
Which  Doutd  not  look  upon  to  fair  a  thing, 
[temembering   how  hke  hope,  like  joy,   lil 

Her  amilo  waa  wont  to  glance,  her  step  to  mot 
And  deem  that  men  indeed,  in  very  truth, 
■  'tuld  mean  the  Ming  of  death  for  ber  soft  flower- 
ing youth ! 

LX. 
He  wooed  her  back  to  life.— "Sweet  Ine^  live! 
My  blefanl  Inez! — viaiona  have  beguil'd 
Thy  heart — abjure  them  1 — tliou  wert  formed  to 


—She  clasped  her  tiind>~ 


In  (he  hitef  glai 

the  atriCe 

Of  love,  faith,  fear,  and  that  Tain  dream  oTIifi^ 
Within  her  woman's  fereait  so  deeply  wrought 
It  aeemed  as  ifaned  ao  di^l  and  weak 
Vfvil,  in  the  rending  itonn  not  quiver  only— 

bmakt 

I^XII. 
And  thus  it  waa — the  youngcbeak  fluahM)  and 

faded, 
Aa  the  awift  Mood  in  currents  came  Btrf  went, 
AnJ  hues  of  death  the  marble  brow  o'enhaded. 
And  the  sunk  eyo  a  watrrr  lustre  sent 
Through  its  white  fluttering  Uds,    Then  trem- 

Idings  passed 
O'er  the  frail  Ibnn,  that  ahook  it,  as  the  bliwt 
Shakes  (he  sere  leaf,  until  the  spirit  rent 
lis  way  tfl  peace— the  fearful  way  unknown — 
Paic  in  love's  arms  ahs  lay— lAe— what  had  loved 


And  to  find  joy;  and  hath  not  sunshine  smiled 
Around  thee  ever  T  Leave  n 
Or  earth  will  grow  loo  dark 
Thee  have  I  loved,  thou  gentleal !  from  a  child. 
Anil  borne  thine  image  with  me  o'er  the  sea, 
'i'by  siiEt  voice  in  my  aonl! — Speak — Ofat  yet  live 

LSI. 
She  krak'd  up  wildly;  there  were  aniious  eyes 
Waitingthntlook—aad  eyes  of  troubled  thought. 
Altar's— Theresa'a!— Did  her  childhood  rise,    I 
With  all  ita  oure  ami  bnme-aflrcliona  fraaghl,   I 


LXIIL 
Joy  for  thee,  trembler  I — Ihoa  redeemed  one,  joy  I 

Young  dove  aet  free!  earth,  ashca,  soulleaa  clay. 
Remained  for  baffled  vengeance  to  destroy; 
—  3Wy  chain  waa  riven! — niH  hadst  thou  caat 

Thy  hojv  in  thy  last  hour ! — thongh  love  waa 

(here 
Striving  to  wring  thy  troubled  soul  from  prayer, 
And  life  seemed  robed  in  beautiful  array, 
Too  fair  to  leave! — but  this  might  be  forgiven, 
Thou  wert  BO  richly  crowned  with  ptedoua  gift* 
of  Heaven ! 

LXIV. 
But  wo  for  liim  wlio  frit  the  heart  grow  still. 
Which,  with  its  wei)!ht  of  agony,  had  lain 
Breaking  on  his  I— Scarce  couUths  mortal  chill 
or  the  hushed  buiom,  ne'er  to  heave  again, 
And  all  the  silence  eurdling  round  (he  eye, 
Bring  home  the  stern  beliefthat  she  could  die, 
That  she  indeed  could  die! — (or  wiki  and  Tain 
Aa  hope  might  bo — his  soul  had  hopgj — 'twas 


LXV. 
They  forced  him  from  that  spot — It  might  be 

well. 
That  the  fierce,  recklns  words  by  anguish  wrung 
"    n  hia  torn  breast,  all  aimlesa  as  they  tell, 
:  spmy-drops  from  the  strife  of  torrents  flung, 
n!  marked  as  guilt. — Them  are,  who  nola 

AgaiiHt  the  smitten  heart ;  Its  bfeaUof  sirinip 
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—On  wboae  loo  tbrilhonce  centla  m  uaic  hung- 
With  &  mde  hand  of  (ouch  uiUwl;  trjing, 
And  nniDberii^  then  ta  criinet,  tht  deep,  itnnge 
tone*  np]  jini;. 

LXVI. 
Bat  JE  in  Mlenm  joj,  O  fulh(falp*!rt 
Stood  gaiiasO'>7<>iirpaiteda>teT'Bi]iul', 
I  nw  your  feKtura  by  the  toreh'i  glare, 
Aod  they  were  brightening  idth  a  heivenwHiI 

tnuti 
I  *a«  the  doubt,  the  angoieh,  the  diimay, 
Melt  lifom  mj  Ahtri  gloriow  nuen  iwiy, 
And  peaca  wu  there — the  calmnea*  of  the  juitt 
And,  bending  down  the  BlumbercT'ibTontokiM, 
Thy  net  it  won,"  lie  inid; — "eweet  liiterl 

prwie  loT  thie  I" 

LXVII. 
I  itarted  u  Gmn  ileep ; — jei !  he  had  apoken — 
A  breeie  had  troubletl  memoiy'i  bidden  lource  I 
At  oooe  the  torpor  of  my  iodI  wh  broken — 
Thongbt,  feehng,  peinon,  woke  in  tsntbld  force. 
— There  are  eoftbiealhings  in  theeouthcrn  wind, 
Thel  eojour  ice-cheine,  O  yeatreuni!  unbind, 
And  iieellie  foaming  emdneM  of  yourcoumsl 
—i  bout  from  Iboae  that  held  me  back,  and  fel\ 
E*^  on  hii  neck,  and  cried — "  Friend,  biDtl>er  I 
Ian  thee  well !" 

LXTIU. 
Did  Ae  not  n;  "  Fanwc0 1"— Aiai  t  no  bra&th 
Came  to  mine  ear.    Hoane.muimun  from  the 
d)iDng  I 

Tdd  thai  tbe  myeteriee  in  the  face  of  death        ! 
Had  from  tlieii  eagei  «ght  been  reitcd  too  loog.  j 
And  we  were  parted  a*  the  aurge  mi^t  part       ! 
Thow  that  would  die  together,  true  of  heart. 
— lEt  hour  was  come — but  in  mine  anguiih . 


LXDC 
Away — away  I  ruiheJ  ; — but  ewift  and  Mgh 
The  arrowy  jnUanof  tbe  Areligbt  grew, 
"nn  the  truuparent  dailineG*  of  the  aky 
Floehed  to  a  blood-red  mantle  in  their  hue; 
And,  phantom-like,  the  UudliDg  dly  aeemed 
To  iptead,  float,  waie,  ai  on  the  wind  they. 

With  th^  wild  apleDdour  chafing  me  1—1  knew 

Tbe  death-nork  wa*  begun — t  veiled  mine  ejea, 

Ttftfnppcdin  epeltboandfeartecatchtbsvictime'i 


I  heard  a  aweet  and  aolemn-breathing  (train 
Piercing  the  Saowa,  untiemuloiN  and  dear ! 
— Ttie  rich,  triumphal  lonea! — t  know  them  well, 
Aa  they  came  Boating  with  a  bieeij  awell !     ' 
Han'i  Tince  waa  there — a  cUiion  voice  to  cheer 
In  the  mid-batllB — ay,  to  turn  the  lining — 
Woman'*— that  miglit  hars  eung  of  Heaven  bn- 
aide  the  dying  1 

LXXL 
It  waa  a  fearM,  yet  a  glorioui  thing. 
To  hear  that  hymn  at  martyrdom,  and  knon 
That  ita  glad  atream  of  melody  could  apring 
Up  from  th'  unaounded  gulfa  of  human  wo! 
AKarl  Theresa  ! — what  iadeep7  what  etiongl 
God'a  breath  wilhintheBoul  I— It  filled  that Bong 
From  youT  lictoiioua  voice* !— but  the  gk>w 
On  the  hot  air  and  lurid  ekiea  increaaed — 
-Faint  grew  the  aounda — more  bint — 1  lialene^ 
they  bad  ceaaed  t 

Lxxn. 

And  thou  indeed  hadel  periaiied,  my  nure  iriendl 
I  might  (iirm  other  tiea — but  thou  akoe 
CoulJst  with  a  glance  the  veil  of  dimneee  rend, 
B/  other  year*  o'er  boyhood'a  memory  thrown  1 
Others  might  aid  me  onwanl : — Thou  and  I 
Had  mingled  the  freah  thoughts  tliat  caity  die, 
OiK«  dowering— n«ver  monl — And  thoa  weit 

Who  could  gi'e  back  mj  youth,  my  spirit  free. 
Or  be  in  augbt  again  what  thou  hadat  been  to  ma  1 

LXXIII. 
And  yet  I  wept  tlioe  not,  tliou  true  and  btaM! 
I  could  not  weep; — there  gathered  roood  thy 

Too  deep  a  pasaioni — Ihmi  denied  agraTal 
T%ou,  with  the  blight  flung  on  thy  •oldier's&ine! 
Had  I  not  known  thy  beait  &om  chiUhood's 

Tliy  heart  of  hearut — and  coulJst  thou  die  in 

— No!  hadall earth  decreed  thatdeathofshanw 
I  would  have  set,  against  all  earth's  decree, 
Th' unalienable  trust  of  my  Arm  soul  inlheel 

LXXIV. 
There  aie  swill  hoan  in  lifc — stroBg,  rafainf 

That  do  tlw  w^  of  tempests  in  their  might '. 
They  shake  down  tbinga  that  stood  as  racks  and 

Unto  ih'  undoubting  mind ; — they  pour  In  liglu 
Where  it  but  startles— like  abwit  of  iby 
For  whidlth'i^irDOtiiigofanoak  makes  way  ^  - 
They  sweep  Ihs  folowing  mfats  from  off  ow 
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The;  lonch  with  fiie,  thought's  gmvm  ptgo,  Ibe 
rail 
Stamped  with  put  jeu»— uii]  lol  it  ibrivaU  u  * 
KcoU! 

LXXV. 
And  llu>  WM  of  nich  boon ! — the  uitlden  flow 
Of  d;  KHil'a  tide  aeemed  whelming  me;  the 


AnrI  aoEtodB  uid  IVMdom.    It  had  been 
Wdl  with  me  then,  in  aoiae  VBst  deaett  scene, 
To  pouT  my  Tfdce  out,  for  the  winds  to  beu 
On  with  them,  wildl;  questioning  the  sky, 
nereelf  th'  aniionbled  slurs,  of  man's  dim  destiny. 

LXXVL 
1  would  hsTS  called,  idjunog  the  dark  cloud ; 
To  the  most  uicient  Heavens  I  would  hsTo  said 
— "Speak  tomel  shew  me  uuth  1"(S) — tlirougti 

night  aloud 
I  wouU  ham  cried  to  turn,  the  newly  dead, 
"Comebockl  uid  shownntnithr — Myipirit 

Qasping  for  some  fVoe  bunt,  its  da^ness  teemed 
With  such  pent  storau  of  thought  t — sgaia  I 

fled— 
t  Red,  a  nRige  from  man's  face  to  gain, 
BcaR*  OMudous  when  I  pamod,  eoleiiiig  a  lonely 

LXXVll. 
A  mighty  minster,  dim,  and  proud,  and  T*st! 
SilSDoe  was  lonnd  the  sleepers,  whom  its  floor 
Shot  In  (be  graie;  a  shadow  of  the  past, 
A  memoiy  of  the  sainted  itepi  that  wore 
Erewhile  itegorgMiu  paTement,  aecmed  to  brood 
Uke  milt  upon  the  stately  solitade, 
A  halo  of  sad  fame  to  mantle  aW 
Its  while  wpulchral  Grnns  of  mail-clad  mMi,  - 
And  all  was  hushed  aa  night  in  amie  deep  Alpine 

Sl«L 

UCXVIIL 

Man  hashed,  (ii  morel — (or  then  the  wind 

Orlbewoods  tremble  to  the  stream^  loodplayl 
Bm*  ft  strMigB  eoho  made  myveiy  i^h 
Seem  for  the  ]daee  t«o  much  a  sound  of  dayl 
Too  maeh  my  footMep  hrofce  the  noontight, 

Vet  aich  tluougb  Mch  in  one  soft  Sow  psrrad- 

Of 

And  I  stuod  stU: — prayw,  chant,  ha4 died  awnj. 
Vat  past  me  flosMd  a  fUnemJ  breath 
UrinornBe.—l  Mood  slii—sabefsse  Qod  and  deUhl 


For  tliick  ye  girt  me  round,  je  long-depaited  '(9^ 
Duat — imaged  fbno — with  cross,  and  shield,  amtf 

It  seems  as  if  your  aahes  would  have  Muted, 
Had  a  wild  loiee  burst  forth  abote  your  rest  I 
Yet  na'er,  perchance,  did  wonbipper  of  yora 
Bear  lo  your  IhriUlug  presence  what  1  bore 
Of  wrath — doubt— anguisti — battling  in  dto 

I  coalil  baTe  poured  out  worda,on  that  pale  air. 
To  make  your  proud  tomba  ring: — no,  no  I  Z  could 
not  ihere! 

LXXX. 

Net  'midst  those  aisles,  thiough  which  a  thou- 

Mutely  as  ctouda  and  reverently  had  swept ; 
Hot  by  thoae  shrines^  which  yet  tlie  trace  of  teu* 
And  kneelii^  votaries  on  their  matUe  kept  1 
Ye  were  too  mighty  in  your  pomp  of  gloom 
And  trofJiied  age,  O  temple,  altar,  tomb  I 
And  you,  ye  dead !— ibr  in  that  (aitb  ye  slept, 
Witose  weight  liad  grown  a  mountain's  oa  my 
heart. 
Which  could  not  l&sre  be  looaed. — I  tniaed  nolo 

I  tamed — what  gUmmered  faintly  cm  my  sight. 
Faintly,  yet  brigblanbig,  as  a  wreath  of  anew 
Sean  through  diasidving  hais ! — The  mpen,  tlie 

ni^t. 
Had  waned,  and  dawn  potued  inj— s"?!  >h*- 

dowy,  sk>w, 
Yet  day-spring  (till  t — a  nlemn  hue  ii  caught, 
Pierdng  the  storied  windows,  darkly  Iranghl 
With  itolea  and  draperies  of  imperial  glow , 
And  aofl,  and  sad,  that  colouiiDg  gleam  was 

Wtiere,  pale,  a  pictured  Ibrm  abore  the  altar  shorn. 

LXXXil. 

T^y  foim,  thou  Son  of  God] — a  wrathful  deep. 

With  foam,  and  cloud,  and  tempeat,  round  thea 

And  such  a  weight  of  night!— a  night,  when 

From  the  fierce  iDcking  of  the  hillaw*  fled. 
A  bark  showed  dim  beyond  thee,  with  its  masi 
Bowed,  and  iu  t«nt  sail  sluvering  to  the  blast; 
But,  like  a  spirit  In  thy  gliding  tread. 
Thou,  as  o'er  glass,  didat  walk  that  stormy  sea 
Through  rushing  winds  which  led  a  rilenl  path 


fbrti 


LXXXIII. 
Sostill  thy  white  robes  fell  I  no  breath  of  air 
Witlun  their  long  andslumberoos  fehls  btii  iwajl 
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80  ttill  (ha  navet  of  parted,  ihailnn;  hkir 
pTDin  thj  clear  brow  flowed  dtoopiogly  away 
Uaik  wen  tlu  heaTeai  abate  thee,  Satimirl— 

Tba  fnlfc,  Ddirenrt  loond  the  MTaiiiiiig  baik! 
Bat  than  I — o'tt  all  ttuna  aipect  aitd  array 
'Waa  imrid  one  itieuii  tt  pale,  bcoad,  mlruy 

-t^au  wvtt  the  nglB  Mar  of  thai  altahnofing 


III! 


LXXXIV. 


On  Ui  wild  face,  jnat  lifted  oVt  Ibe  warn. 
With  ila  worn,  fearful,  Aunait  look  that  •«< 
T«  erf  thtovgh  tmgt  and  Uaet — "  I  periih-- 

Not  tDtbewindi — not  Tainlyl— duo  weit  nigh, 
Thy  hand  wai  itretched  to  Unttog  a^ony, 
Etcti  in  Iba  poitala  oftb'  unquiet  grant 
O  thou  that  art  the  life !  and  yet  didst  bear 
Tod  much  of  gtoftal  wo  to  turn  from  mortal  prayer  1 

But  It  waa  not  a  thing  (o  riM  on  ikuh, . 
With  its  reoiembeied  Uj;ht,  that  face  of  thine, 
Redeemfr!  ilimioed  by  this  world'i  miaty  brenlh. 
Yet  moamfQllj,  myiteriondy  divinel 
— Oh!  that  calm,  eonowrol,  prophetic  eye, 
With  ita  duk  depthi  of  grief,  lore,  mtjeetyl 
And  the  pak  gloiy  of  the  brow ! — ■  ihiine 
WbBe  pawec  eat  'reitod  yet  aMJing  nWy 

Vhat  loU  that  Uw  eovUat  be  bU  Jbl  a  tis*  on- 

LXXXVI, 
Awl  iiMi*elhanill,the  Heaven  of  that  Bad  BUb: 
The  if«fmtaaf,  our  imooiuJ  tmtt 
Kd  not  thai  look,  that  very  look,  erewbile, 
Pami  idt'enhadewed  bniity  on  the  durtl 
Wail  lho«  not  each  when  cuth'a  dwfc  daoA 

hn^o'er  thcci 
SoxJy  t^  wnti — aj  bsait  pew  hwhed  be- 

fcralhee. 
Sinking  with  all  i>a  paaaom,  ai  the  goat 
Sank  at  thy  voice,  along  itc  billowy  way: — 
Whil  had  I  there  to  do,  bot  kne«1,  arid  weep, 

aod  prayl 

LXXXVII. 

Anndil  the  etillneea  roae  my  epirifa  cry, 
AmidM  the  dead— »  By  tint  IbH  cup  of  wo, 
Pwatd  fnm  the  firvitage  of  mntafity, 
Battontl  loT  thee — p*e  light!  that  I  may  know 
if  by  My  will,  in  thine  all-betting  nime, 
Men  eait  down  hnman  heartilobtigltttog  Jtame, 
Atd  cmIt  deatb— and  aay,  if  tin  be  m, 


LXXXVIII. 
"But  didrt  tbou  not,  the  deep  eea  brightly 

treading, 
lift  from  dnpilr  that  etrn^ternith  tbewavel 
And  wert  tbou  not,  ud  (eare,  yet  awfbl,  ihed 

Beheld,  a  weeper  at  a  morlal'i  grave  1 
And  i«  (hb  weight  of  anginih,  which  they  Und 
On  kfc,  thii  euaring  to  the  quick  of  nund. 
That  but  to  Ood  ita  own  f^  path  would  cnna, 
Thia  croahing  out  of  bope,  and  lore,  and  youth, 
TlijF  wiH  indeed  1--^ira  ligiit!  tliail  may  know 
tbebulhl 

"  For  my  sick  eoul  b  darkened  anlo  death, 
With  ahadowa  ftmn  the  auSering  it  hath  eoen, 
TheetTongfbundalionsof  mine  ancient  bith 
8ink  from  benealh  me— whereon  ahsll  I  bianl 
— Ob!  if  from  tbypare  tiptwai  wrung  tbii  (i(^ 
Of  tbe  duat'i  anguiah  I  if  like  man  to  die, 
— Aad  earth  round  Kim  ehsta  heavily — halt 

Even  to  thee  bitter,  aid  me  I— guide  me  I— tun 
My  wild  and  wandering  Ihoughte  back  from  tlMb 
alaileea  bpumol" 


— iMit  how  the  while  had 


In  the  bright  world  luch  radiance  might  pei- 

vadel 
It  fiU'd  the  fane,  II  mantled  the  pale  Ibrm 
Which  roae  before  me  Ibrougb  the  pictured 

Even  the  gray  tomb*  it  kindled,  and  amy'd 

WiA  life !— how  hard  to  eee  thy  race  bi^n. 

And  think  man  wakertogrie^  inkening  to  Mm, 


I  •oogbl  117  heme  again:— and  tbou,  myehdo. 
There  at  my  play  beneath  yon  aneieM  pine, 
Wkh  eyea,  whoao  lightniug  langfatei(10)  aatl 

begnBM 
A  thouaand  panga,  thence  fla^ng  Joy  to  miiwi 
Thou  In  thymothefa  alma,  a  babe,  did  meet 
My  entdng  with  young  emSea,  which  yvt, 

dtonghiweet, 
Dtem'd  on  my  aoul  all  raoumftdTy  to  dune, 
And  adc  a  happier  herhage  for  dies. 
Than  bdt  in  tnm  the  l^ht  of  hmmui  hops  lo  Mtb 
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II. 


Now  fott,  fbc  thou  art  &w — the  bright  birdi 

chaiing, 
When  niog*  w&ft  (tu-liki  glMma  from  Ins 

to  tree; 
Or  nilh  the  hwa,  thj  m'A  wDod-pUimale 

Sport  on,  1117  jojDUs  child  t  foi  thou  tit  free  t 
Yea,  on  thst  Jay  I  toci  thee  to  my  heMt, 
And  inlj  vow'd,  for  thee  a  better  part 
Tochooae;  that  n  Ihy  lunii;  bunta  of  glee 
ShonU  wake  no  luore  dim  thoughia  of  far-aeen 


xcrn. 

Thou  hut  a  rich  world  round  thee: — Might; 

Wealing  thdr  gorgeoo*  traceiy  o'er  thy  head. 
With  the  light  melting  through  their  high  ar- 

*  Ai  through  a  i^Uared  cIoLrter's:(lI)  but  (he 
dead 
Sleep  not  beneath;  nor  doth  the  sunbeam  pen 
To  marbleshiines  through  ninbow-tinted  glass; 
Yet  thou,  by  louDl  and  forest-murmur  led 
To  worship,  tboa  art  blest]— to  Ihee  is  shown 
Aarlh  irt  her  holy  pomp,  decked  fur  her  Qod  alone. 


Ill  Bmlla  more,  but  ill  mj  dajf 
Walk  wlih  Kill  boMxfB  Knd  wlih  humbls  e; 
AneTMkBhg  hymD  iriiblD  m^  inU. 


I. 
BKiNamelhaaoDndbigof  the  torrent-witer. 
With   yet  .a   oeanr   nrdl— fnah    breete, 

awake!(13) 
And  riTor,  darkening  ne'er  with  hneaofslanghler 
Thy  wave'a  pure  ailTery  green, — and  ahining 

Uke, 
Spread  &T  bdoTB  nqr  cabin,  with  th;  lone 
Of  anciant  woods,  ye  chainleas  things  and  lone  I 
Hend  nucea  through  the  foreat  aialee,  aud  make 
GUd  muno  round  me,  that  my  aoul  may  dare, 
Tlwered  by  soch  louea,  to  look  b^k  on  a  don 


Oh,  Indian  hauler  of  the  dMeit'e  im»  t 
Tbal  with  the  spear  at  times,  or  bended  bow, 
Dost  cross,  my  fiiotitepe  in  the  fiery  chase 
or  the  swift  elk  or  blue  hilTa  fiying  toe ; 
Thou  that  beside  the  red  night-fire  thou  beapM 
Beneath  the  cedaia  and  the  star-light  sleepect. 
Then  knoweat  not,  wanderer— iKver  nuiyerl 

thonknowl— 
Of  the  dark  holds  wheiewilh  moo.  cumbers 

To  ahut  &Din  human  eyee  the  danoag  seasan^ 

IIL 
Theie,  lettered  down  fiom  day,  to  tlunk  tb* 

How  bright  in  Heaven  the  festal  sun  U  glowing. 

Making  earth's  loneliest  places,  with  his  smile. 
Flash  like  the  rose;  and  how  the  streanw  ue 

With  sudden  sparkles   through  the  shadowy 

And  wKler-floweo,  all  trembling  u  the j  pass ; 

And  how  the  rich  dark  summer'lreea  are  bowing 

With  their  full  foliage  j^^tbit  to  know,  and  pine 

Botmd  unio  midnight's  heart,  seems  a  stem  lot-  - 

twBB  miua. 


Wherefore  was  tbis^Beoaoss  my  aool  had 

U^  frmn  the  book  whosv  words  are  graicdiD 

%htl 
Then,  at  its  well-head,  had  I  fbnnd  the  dawn. 
And  day,  and  noon  of  fieedom.'— bnt  too  bright 
It  sbinea  on  that  which  man  to  man  bath  ^**n, 
And  called  the  truth—the  very  truth,  bom  Hev 

And  tbeiefbrs  seeks  be,  in  his  bnMher'B  ^ht, 

To  cast  the  mole;  and  thereian  striiea  to  bind 

With  his  strong  chains  to  taith,  what  is  not 


It  is  a  weary  and  a  bitter  task 

Back  from  the  lip  the  taming  wMtl  to  keejjv 

And  to  abut  out  Heaven's  air  with  falsehood's 

Andin  the  dark  am  of  the  soul  to  heap 
Indignant  feelings— making  eren  of  thought 
A  buried  treasure,  which  may  but  be  sought 
When  shadows  are  abroad — and  night  "  aiMi 

I  might  not  btodk  it  long— end  tbtn  wa*  thrown 
Into  tha  gnTe-Kke  cell,  to  wither  tbei«  alone. 
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VI. 


And  1  n  child  of  danger,  if  hoM  ikright* 
Wen  on  iluk  hilli  ■nd  muij-BouiuJing  ami 
I,  that  anudst  the  CoidiHen  height* 
Htd  given  Castilion  bannen  to  tiid  breem, 
And  the  TuU  circle  of  Iho  rainbon  Ken 
There,  on  the  mtma  ;(13)  »nd  in  mj  country 

A  mnntun  wanJerer,  ftom  the  Pjrenee* 
To  the  Morcns  crtgi — how  left  I  not 
Life,or  theaoul'i  life  quenched,  on  Ihnt  aepalchral 
apot? 

VII. 
Beraon  TTiou  didit  not  Iisto  me,  oh,  inj  Ood  I 
Tboa  wert  with  tho«  thnt  bore  the  truth  of  dd 
Into  the  deMH*  from  the  oppnewr'e  red, 
And  nude  the  ayena  of  the  roefa  thdr  Ibid, 
And  in  the  hidden  chamben  of  the  dead. 
Out  gmifing  lamp  with  Gie  immortal  led, 
And  met  when  «ta™  met,  bj  their  beune  to  hold 
Tke  fiee  burt'i  communing  with  thee, — and 

ThOQ 

Vert  in  the  midst,  (elt,  owned— the  iltengthenei 


Yeil  kindling,  ipreading,  hrighlcmng,  hoe  bj 

Lihe  atari  Erom  midnight,  through  the  glooin  it 

That  haunt  of  youth,  hope,  DMohood  1— til)  the 

Of  m?  ahul  cavern  leeined  diaulrod,  and  I 
CHrt  by  the  aolemn  hilli  and  burning  pomp  of  iby. 

XI. 

I  looked— and  lo  I  the  cicsr  broad  rirer  flowing, 
Pa«  the  old  Mooriah  ruin  on  the  etef  p, 
The  lone  tower  dark  againit  a  heaven  all  glow- 
Like  leai  ofglasi  and  fire  t — I  raw  the  iweep 
Of  gloiioua  woods  for  down  the  oiountain  udo, 
And  their  (till  ihadowa  in  the  gleaming  tide, 
And  the  red  eiening  on  iti  w&Tet  aileep; 
And  'midrt  the  iceno— oh  1  more  than  all— there 

My  child'i  Wr  bee,  and  hen,  tho  mother  of  my 

child! 


vin. 

Vol  once  I  nnk.    AUa!  mui'i  wivering 
Wherefore  and  whenee  the  gorti  that  o'er  U 

Uowl 
Bow  they  beai'w!(h  them,  floating  sncombined. 
The  ahidowe  of  the  paet,  that  eome  and  go, 
Ai  o'er  the  deep  the  old  long-bmied  things, 
Which  a  storm's  working  (o  the  suiiaeo  bringa  I 
la  the  reed  shaken,  and  must  ue  be  ao. 
With  ewty  wind!— So,  Father!  must 
Till  we  can  fix  undimmed  our  ateadfait 

IX. 
Dace  my  aoul  died  within  me.    W 

That  nckocM  o'er  it  T— Even  a  pairing  thought 
Of  a  dear  spring,  wboae  aide,  with  iowen  o'er- 

Ftadly  and  oft  my  boyidi  rieps  had  aoughtl 
Perchance  the  damp  roof 's  waler-drope,  that  fell 
Jot  then,  bw  tinkling  through  my  vaulted  oell, 
iDtensely  heard  ansdet  the  atilbiese,  oaoght 
Smuo  tou  from  memory,  of  the  mosie,  swelling 
Etct  with  that  fresh  rill,  from  its  deep  rocky 


But  so  my  apilif  a  fevered  longings  wroogli 
Wakemng,  it  might  hs,  to  the  faint  and  si 
Thsit  front  the  daikneal  of  the  walla  they 


X!I. 


With  thdr  sofl  eyes  of  bve  and  giadne 
Up  lo  the  fluahil^  sky,  aa  when  wo  Kood  ■ 
IJast  by  that  riier,  and  in  ailence  gazed 
On  the  rich  world  of  sunset :— hot  a  flood 
Of  sadden  tendemeas  my  soul  oppreseed, 
And  I  rushed  forward  with  a  yeamii^  breast, 
To  clasp — alas  1  a  vision  I — Wave  and  wood, 
And  gentle  ftces,  lilted  in  the  light 
Of  day's  last  hectic  blush,  all  ntelted  Brom  nij 

right 

XIIL 
Then  daifatMsl  ohi  th'  unatterable  gloim 
That  seemed  aa  namwing  round  me,  making 

less 
And  1^  my  dungeon,  when,  with  all  its  bhom, 
That  blight  dream  vanished  &am  my  loneliueaa 
It  floated  off,  the  beanlifiil !— yet  left 
Soeh  deep  thirst  in  my  soul,  that  thus  beteA, 
I  lay  down,  sick  with  passion's  vain  excess. 
And  prayed  lo  die.— How  oft  would  sonun 


Her 


lo  death,  if  be  might  o 


0  Uk( 


XIV. 
But  I  wasroused— and  bowl— It  is  no  talo 
Evan  'midst  thy  shades,  thtn  wUdemeas,  lo  UJl' 
I  would  Dot  have  my  boy'a  youug  cheek  mad< 

pale, 
Nor  haunt  hia  aunny  rest  with  what  befell 
In  that  drear  pitoon-bouse.— His  eye  must  glow 
More  dark  with  thought,  mors  eatiwat  hia  btr 

Mote  l^h  Ms  heart  in  youthful  Miengih  moifl 
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I     la  fair  nerrM,  hilling  tk^  deep  ipiingi, 
And  trvietati  but  l»  Morais,  or  xHiailiiia  < 


[I  b  ciMu^  that  through  inch  hmrj  hoar*. 
As  wring  lu  b;  crai  feUowihip  ord&j, 
I  Uted,  uid  undegnded.  We  ban  pow«n 
Tomatch  tb'oppreenr'i  bitter  jo;  away  t 
Shan  the  wild  Indian,  fbi  hi*  u'lge  fame, 
Laogh  and  exinre,  and  ihaU  not  Troth'a  high 

Beat  up  her  maitjn  with  all-canquering  r 
It  iienaufh  thatTuttmnia;  be  vain — 
1  bad  aeen  Alvai  die— tbe  itdfe  waa  won  Snta 
Fain. 

XVL 

Aiid&intnol,heaitof  man t  though  jearawi 

Tbm  iutn  been  thuae  th«t  from  the  deepett 

And  c^  of  oighl,  and  batneaaea,  below 
The  alonnj  dMhiag  of  the  ooean-wafea, 
Down,  fanlisr  down  than  gold  liea  hid,  have 

A  qoeDchlaaa  hopc^  and  walobed  tltMr  time,  aaS 

bunt 
On  llw  bright  day,  like  wakeoara  from  the 


dlbod 

Tbia  graen  aaith,  taking  back  m;  fieadom  fitan 
nrOoilI 

XVII. 
Thai  tiaa  an  honr  to  aand  ita  fadsleaa  tne 
Drnrn  lilVa  far  aweeptng  tide  I — A  dii^  wild 

night, 
[Ae  aonow,  hang  opon  the  aolt  mm'*  fiu^ 
Yet  bow  m;  bmtt  leaped  in  her  bleaatd  light  I 
The  ihepberd'a  light  -4he  aailor'a  on  the  mtt- 
The  hnnter^  hoagewMd  ftom  the  rnqontabia 

Whera  ilaloneaniilamakeatramulaaaljF  bright 
The  Ihouand  Mmaaial — I    could    bat   gan 


XVIII. 
The  miing  duDdal— tiiay  hara  the  whole  Una 

•pMW 

Abnre  to  aaD  in — all  thadomeof  atrl 
M}  aoulahot  with  tham  in  that  breeiy  rasa 
U^  atai  and  gtom  '.—bat  I  had  yet  to  flr, 
Aa  ffiaa  Iba  hunted  wolf.    A  eeeret  apot, 
And  unnge,  I  luiaw— the  aunbeam  knew  i 

not;— 
Wikloat  of  all  the  aaTage  glena  that  lie 


I7  alonna,  or  •ouuling  «aj|MB' 


XIX. 

Ay,  and  I  met  the  atorm  then!— I  had  gained 
The  covert'a  heart  with  awift    and    atealthy 

tread: 
A  moan  went  pact  nu,  and  the  dai4  tree*  rainol 
Their  Butnmn  foliage  riutling  on  my  he&d ; 
A  mc«n — a  hollow  giul — and  there  I  atood 
Girt  with  majeetic  night,  and  ancient  wood. 
And  Ibaining  water. — Thither  might  have  fled 
The  mountain  ChiirtinQ  with  hii  failh  of  yore. 
When  A  I'rk'a  tambour  1110011  the  ringing  weateni 


Bat  Ibraagh  the  bUck  n 


Mighty  thou  art  anudat  the  hilli,  thou  blaiit  I 
In  thy  lone  course  the  kingly  codara  felling. 
Like  plumea  upon  the  path  of  battle  euti 
A  rent  oak  thuudei'd  down  bemde  my  caTe-~ 
Booming  it  nub'd,  aa  boome  a.  deep  aea-wa>a; 
A  &lcoa  aoar'd ;  a  itartled  wild-deer  pea'd ; 
A  &r-off  bell  toU'd  faintly  Ibroogh  the  nar— 
Bow  my  glad  qurit  iwept  Ibnh  with  the  winda 


And  with  tbe  arrowy  lightoingi  I — for  'Jm 

flaabed, 
Smiling  the  bnncbea  In  their  fitful  play, 
Andbrightlyahivering  where  the  torrentidaahed 
Up,  even  to  crag  and  cagk'a  neat,  thdr  apray  I 
And  thereto  atand  amid)t  the  pealing  strife, 
Theatrongpinea  groaning  with  lempeatuoua  Ufa 
And  all  the  mountBio-Tiricea  on  their  way, — 
Waa  it  not  joy  1 — 'twaajoyin  nuhing  might, 
After  tboae  yeu*  that  wove  but  ona  long  dead  ol 

XXII. 
There  came  a  aoAar  hour,  a  loraHer  moon. 
And  lit  me  to  my  home  of  youth  again, 
Through  the  dim  cbeanut  ahade,  where  tA  U 

By  tbe  fount'a  |l«»liii)g  bnrat,  my  bead  had  i*™, 
In  gentle  aleep;  but  now  I  paemd  ai  one 
Tlut  may  not  pauag  wberB  wood-aiream*  whia- 

Or  light  apraya  tremble  to  a  Inrd'a  wild  alnii^ 

Beeaiue  th'  avenger'a  Tuce  ia  in  the  wind, 

The  foe'a  quick  roatling  alep  data  im  tbe  leave* 

XXIIt. 
My  home  ofjontbl— ohi  if  indeed  to  part 

I  be  a  iBouniral  Ihinir, 


With  the  aonl'iloredoc 
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Wben  IK  go  ferth  in  bao;uicj  afheut, 
And  bsuing  all  the  florin  of  onripring 

For  Hie  to  breattli  w,— i*  it  ten  to  meet, 
WImd  tbev  ue  f&iled  V^wbo  ihifl  call  K  iwnt  1 
—Even  thDQgti  love'i  nungting  teui  td*j  lu^y 

Balm  u  tbc7  &II,  too  w^  thai  hoaTj  ihowen 
r<acfa  m  bow  much  » loat  of  all  that  once  «u 

XXIV. 

Not  by  Uu  (oiuliimt,  with  iw  BDldea  j[Io», 
Nor  tbe  gnea  «utb,  nor  ;at  the  Unghing  skf, 
Noriba  laint  llowBT-«eiit«,(15)  m  tbey  come 

In  Iba  loft  u(,  liks  muse  wuideriag  by ; 
—Ob  I  not  by  th««,  tb'  Dnfiiling,  us  wa  UD|^I 
Bow  time  and  lorrow  on 


t  fnae*  bave 


But  by  the  «Usned  eye,  the  durkened  brav, 
Of  kiodred  upecte,  and  (he  long  dim  gaie, 

W)uch  tells  Of  ue  an  changed,— bow  chanfed 
(rom  other  dsys  I 

XXV. 
Bebie  my  Wher— in  my  place  of  birth , 
I  itaod  an  sUen.    On  the  very  floor 
Which  oH  had  trembled  to  my  boyiih  mirth, 
The  lore  that  reared  me,  knew  my  face  no  moi 
Tl*m  bong  the  antique  armour,  halm  and  creet, 
Wbcae  every  itain  woke  childhood  in  my  brtait, 
Theredroopedthe  banner,  with  the  marks  it  bore 
Of  Paynimapean;  and  I,  the  worn  in  frame 

&nd  heart,  what  there  wm  1 T— another  and  the 


gel 


XXTl. 


Then  bomided  in  ■  boy,  with  cleu  dark  eyt 
—How  ihould  lie  know  hi*  father  1— when  we 

parted, 
Pnim  the  eoReloDd  which  manllea  infancy, 
Hii  BDul,  JDft  wakemng  into  wonder,  darted 
III  fiiilloalu  round.  Him  fbUowed  one,  the  brido 
Ofroyyoongdaye,  the  wile  how  lored  and  tried! 
Ho'  glano  met  min»— 1  could  not  ipeak — atie 

Parted 
With  a  bewiUeied  gue ;— until  there  came 
Teata  lo  my  burning  eyca,  and  %om  my  lipa  her 


And  the  brow  heavSy  with  thought  o'etihadedT 

And  all  the  biightmaa  (ttm  the  aapeet  gone  t 

~'TJpoDmybreeJtabaiunk,wheil  doubt  wai  fled, 

Weepng  a>  thoee  may  weep,  that  meat  in  wo  and 


xxvm. 

For  there  we  might  not  reet.    Abo)  (o  leare  ' 
Thoa  netive  towen,  and  know  that  they  mart 

(all 
By  dow  decay,  and  none  remain  to  gHoTa 
When  tbe  weeilicluatered  on  the  lonely  waH  < 
We  were  the  laet — my  boy  and  1 — the  hit 
Of  a  long  line  which  brighUy  thence  hill  pMMdl 
My  father  blessad  me  u  I  left  hia  hall— 
— With  hia  deep  tonee  and  eweet,  thoo^  (Ul 

[e  bleaaed  me  there,  and  bathed  myehild'ayoaog 
liead  with  teara. 

XXIX. 

I  bad  brought  Borrow  on  hia  gray  hun  down, 
And  caat  the  ilarkneea  of  my  branded  name 
(For  ao  he  deemed  it)  on  the  clear  renown. 
My  own  ancestral  heritage  of  fame. 
And  yet  he  bleaaed  me !— Father  I  if  the  dot 
Lie  on  Ihoee  lipa  benign,  my  aprit'i  trurt 
la  to  behold  thee  yCt,  where  grief  and  shame 
Dim  the  bright  day  no  more;  and  thou  wittknaw 
That  not  tlirough  guilt  tby  aon  tbui  bowed  thine 
age  with  wo ! 

XXX. 

And  IbiHi,  my  Leonor !  that  unrepining. 
If  nd  in  soul,  didit  quitaU  elae  lor  me. 
When  alaiis— 4he  itaia  that  aarliet«  riae— «• 

abining. 
How  their  aoft  gtanea  unaeals  each  thought  tl 

theel 
For  on  our  flight  they  smiie.1 ; — their  dewy  rayt^ 
Through  the  bist  oUvea,  lit  thy  tearful  gtM 
Back  to  the  home  we  never  more  imght  see  ] 
So  poMed  we  on,  like  eartb'k  first  exiles,  turalng 
Fond  looks  where  hung  theswonl  abore  their  Eden 

burning. 

XXXI. 
It  WIS  a  wo  to  aay— *'  Farewell,  my  Sp^n  I 
The  sunny  and  ths  vintage  buid,  farewell  I" 

1  eoutd  have  died  upon  the  battle  plain 

For  thee,  ray  country  I  but  I  might  not  dwell 
Inlhy  aweet  vales,  at  peace.— Tbe  v(»ce  oi  lut,^ 
Breathes,  with  the  myrtle  scent,  thy  hills  along ; 
Theidtron'i  glow  is  caught  fhim  ahade  and  dcU) 
But  what  an  tbeae  1— upon  thy  flowery  sod 


That  strikes  tike  Eghtning,  when  the  cheek  is  I  might  not  knonl,  and  poor  my  free  Iboughia  ool 
hded,  1  loG^' 
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When  IhrnuEhthe  foua  he  leei  hii  proud  }>*iIl 

[Hinging  out  jojroiu  gleama  to  w»e  and  iky ' 
Yet',  it  mell*  high,  wlule'cr  ha  Imtm  bahin 
Hii  spirit  rian  with  tha  ming  wind  j 
For,  weddsd  lo  the  (ki  (ulurity, 
On,  on,  it  bean  him  ever,  uiJ  tbe  nun 
Sums  tuahing,  like  hii  bi^,  ame  happier  (bore 

xxxni. 

Not  tbui  ii  vomKn,    Close);  her  (till  heart 
Doth  tnine  ileelfwith  e'en  eaeh  lileleu  tiling, 
Wluch,  long  rEDsembeml,  Memed  to  bear  it*  part 
In  her  calm  joys.    For  ever  would  she  cling, 
A  brooding  dove,  to  that  sole  spot  of  earth 
Where  ebe  hotb  bved,  and  given  bei  childran 

Krtb, 
And  heard  their  first  aweet  vokea.    There  ma; 

Array  no  path,  renew  no  flower,  no  ka^ 
But  hath  it*  breath  of  home,  iu  claim  to  farewell 
grie£ 

XXXIV. 

I  looked  on  Laonor,  and  if  there  seemed 
A  clond  of  more  than  pennvenesa  to  liie, 
In  tbe  bint  smUes  that  o'er  her  feBtune  gleamed. 
And  the  soft  darkneis  of  her  serious  eyes, 
Misty  with  lender  gloom ;  I  catted  it  nought 
But  the  bnd  exils'e  pang,  a  lingering  thought 
.  Of  her  own  vale,  with  all  its  melodies 
And  liTJng  light  of  stmuns.     Her  soul  would 


XXXV. 

Ob  I  coold  wa  li*e  in  Tieions  I  could  we  iiold 
Deloaian  faster,  longer,  to  our  breail, 
When  it  ahota  from  us,  with  its  montle's  fold. 
That  which  we  see  not,  and  are  therefore  bleati 
But  Ihcy,  aur,toved  and  loving,  they  to  nhck 
We  have  spread  out  our  aouls  in  joy  and  glo 
Thtir  looks  and  accents,  unto  oura  addreaat 
Have  been  a  lanfUBge  of  familiar  lane 
Tm  long  to  breathe,  at  last,  dark  sayings  and 

XXXVI. 
I  tiJd  my  heart  twaa  but  the  elite's  wo. 
Which  pressed  on  that  sweet  bosoms — 1  de- 

My  heart  .lut  half: — a  whisper  faint  and  low, 
llauniing  it  ever,  ami  at  times  heUovcd, 


Spokeof  some  deeper  catne.   How  oft  we  seeiK 
Like  those  that  dream,  and  knme  the  nhilo  Ibflj' 

'Midst  tha  soft  fklla  of  tiij  vdcea  grieved, 
Andtrouhled  while  blight  phantoms  round  tlicm 

By  «  dim  aenae  that  all  will  float  and  fade  away  I 
XXXVIL 
Yet,  as  if  chasing  joy,  I  wooed  the  breeze. 
To  speed  me  onward  with  the  wiagi  of  mom. 
—Oh  !  far  amidst  the  aolitaly  seas. 
Which  were  not  made  for  man,  what  man  hath 

Answering  their  moan  with  hia  I — what  (Aon 

didst  bear, 
My  lost  and  lovelieatl  while  that  exret  cars 
Grew  terror,  and  thy  gentle  spirit,  worn 
By  its  dull  linKiding  weight,  gave  way  at  laa^ 
Beliolding  me  as  one  from  hope  for  ever  cast  t 


XXXVIII. 
For  onto  Ihee,  as  through  all  change,  revaalsd 
Mine  inward  being  lay.    In  other  eyes 
I  Itad  to  bow  me  yet,  and  make  a  shield, 
To  fence  my  tnirning  bosom,  of  dlagmae ; 
By  the  atill  hope  suatained,  era  long  to  win 
Some  sanctuary,  wbcae  gieen  retreats  within, 
My  thoughts  unlettered  to  their  source  mighl 

Like  songs  and  scents  of  moro. — But  thou  did^ 
look 
Through  all  ray  sout,  and  thine  even  unlo  lalnling 

XXXIX. 

FaJten,  lidten,  I  seemed — yet,  oh  I  Dot  less  be- 
Though  from  thy  lovo  was  plucked  the  Mrly 

And  harshly,  t^  a  gloomy  faith  reproved. 
And  aeafol  with  ahame! — though  each  yoong 

flower  tiad  died. 
There  waa  the  root, — strong,  living,  ogt  the  Its' 
That  all  it  yietJed  now  waa  bitterness; 
Yet  Mill  such  love  as  quita  not  misery's  side, 
Nor  drops  from  guilt  its  ivy-like  emtirace, 
Nor  turns  away  from  death's  its  pale  heroic  face. 

XL. 
Yea!  thou  hast  followed  me  through  tear  and 

flight; 
Thou  wouldst  have  followed  had  my  pslhwa) 

led 
Even  to  the  scaflulil ;  lied  the  flashing  light 
Of  the  raised  axe  mode  strong  men  ihrinl:  with 
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'HwOi'ituiIit  tlw  hoahoTthouwuHb  woulilH  have 

been 

mh  thy  duped  hull]*  bcHds  me  kneeling  Men, 

And  maeklj  bmring  to  the  ehaiDB  di  j  bead — 

— Tbeihunel— ohlnwkingbewiliful  to  new 

The  night  of  buDun  tore — fui  thingl  n  lavvely 

true! 

XLL 
There  wu  thine  egony — to  Ion  to  weH 
When  iinr  nude  lore  tift'e  ehutener. — Hetv- 

tobra 
Whate'or  of  eutli'e  iliaquiet  nnnid  tbee  fell, 
Thy  tmd,  o'cvpaaing  He  dim  bound),  could  ■ 
Awaj  to  Hm^iuu,  uid  thy  eteu  eje  ipeak 
Hot  of  the  riuee  when  grief  mort  taucbed  thy 

cheek. 
Now,  that  tki  brightneee  bded  t  neier  moi 
Coiildrt  tboa  lift  beaTeinrudiS  f"*  it*  bope  thy 

beut. 
Since  at  HeeiTen'i  gate  it  Kcmed  tbkt  tbon  and  I 

XUL 

Abe '.  and  Gfe  bath  mosMQle  when  t,  glanc* 
(Utboogfat  to  eodden  wolcUtdneee  be  edrred,] 
A  fluih — a  fiiding  of  the  cheek  perchanee, 
A  word — loi,  le« — the  cadence  of  a  woid, 
Ltti  in  our  gue  the  mind'a  dim  Teil  beneath, 
Tlience  to  bring  haply  knowledge  &augiit  with 

deothl 

— Enn  thne,  what  rteror  bom  thy  Up  woi  bean] 

Bioke  on  my  nol. — I  knew  that  in  thy  eighl 

/  stood— howe'ei  beloved—*  recreant  &om  tlw 

fight: 


T\ta  temti,  poored  in  that  fbll  goah  of  aong. 
As  it  wcait  floaliiif  thtoogh  the  ttttj  glow 
Of  Um  rich  aonietl — biinging  thoughb  of  Spun, 
"With  all  ber  tceper-tnrae,  o'er  the  maia, 
IVhich  Beamed  naptmaie  iaita  munnuiing  Bow. 
>— "Aai  (wuMwinaf — how  oft  that  la; 
Batb  iiiaWul  fiiMn  my  heart  the  maityr-atnngth 

■Ha  nigb^Ul  on  the  sea; 

Oiapmnobjat 
Onr  Bonla  riae  to  thee  I 

Wsldi  na,  wbBa  ahadowi  Be 
O'er  the  ifim  water  apread ; 

Ilear  the  beart'a  lonely  ngb, 
~  TUne,  too,  hath  bbd  I 


Thou  tbal  haat  looked  on  death, 


Ora  pro  natna  t 
The  naia  muat  rock  oar  rieqs 

Theatarofthedaept 


"  Ora  pre  naUa,  malerr — What  a  apdl 
Was  in  those  oatc^  with  day'a  laat  glory  dying 
On  the  fluahed  waters  I— aeemed  they  not  to 

awell 
From  the  lar  dnit,  wherein  my  airea  were  lymg 
With  crucifix  and  iwordT— Oh  I  yet  bow  clear 
Cornea  their  reproochfdl  aweetneaa  to  mine  eart 
"  Oral" — with  tH  die  purple  wan*  raying, 
Ail  my  youth's  liaiona  riaing  in  the  strain — 
-And  f  bad  thooghi  it  much  tobaartbe rack  and 

XLV. 
T«Ttat«:— the  Borrow  of  alTacticn'i  ayo. 
Filing  it*  meeknesa  on  the  apirit'B  core. 
Deeper,  and  teaching  more  of  agony. 
May  pierce  than  many  aworda ! — and  thia  I  Ixirs 
With  a  mule  pang.    Since  I  had  tunlysliiTcn 
Fnxn  ila  free  Bpringi  to  poor  the  tri^  ofBaami 
Into  thy  trembling  aool,  my  Laonor ! 
Silanoe  roae  up  where  bearts  no  hopeeonld  Aan; 
-Alaal  fix  thoae  that  lore,  and  may  not  btarw]  in 

XLVI. 
Wt  cooU  not  pray  together  'midat  the  deep. 
Which,  Uk*  a  floor  of  uppfaire,  round  na  lay. 
Through  daya  of  qilendour,  nighta  loo  bright 

bfalo^ 
Soft,  aolemn,  bjlyl— We  were  on  our  way 
Unto  the  miglUy  Cradillera-land, 
With  men  whom  talea  of  that  warU'a  gdden 

Bad  tursd  to  leaie  their  nnaa.— Ohi  who  shall 


XLVn. 
mora    mingled] — Th«i    cam* 
night — th'  interne 
Dark  blue— the  burning  ataral— I  saw  V>»t 

Once  mora,  in  thj  serene  magnificence, 

0  SDUIhemCroaa!(16)aa  when  Ihy  radiant  siga 
f%at  drew  my  ga2e  of  youth. — No,  not  as  then; 

1  had  been  atricken  by  tlie  darts  of  men 
Since  those  Ireali  days,  and  now  thy  light  di^iiM 
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XLTIII. 
But  thou,  llw  «lMr,  the  gloiiiMHl  Iboa  Wat 

pouring 
Brilliance  uul  joy  apiMi  thacrriUlwnT*, 
While  iliB  that  met  thy  my  with  eye*  tdoring, 
Stood  in  the  UngtheBing  (hadon  of  the  gravel 
— Alul  (  nitcbsd  her  dirk  religiaas  glince, 
At  it  aiill  wughl  thee  through  the  HuTea'i  u 

Bright  CroH!— uid  kiMw  not  that  I  mtcbtd 

But  pnning  luetre — ahiouded  eoan  to  be — 
&  nA  light  found  no  more — no  more  on  euth  oi 


I  knev  not  >1I — yet  uiDething  of  uomt 
Satoamyheut    Wake,  oocan-wmd!  I  nid; 
WtA  m  to  land,  in  leafy  IreehneH  dmt, 
When  tbnrogh  rich  iloudi  of  fatug*  o'n  her 

hnd. 
Sweet  day  may  rtaal,  and  rilli  DMeen  ga  by, 
Like  Bnging  mioes,  and  the  green  earth  lie 
Starry  with  flowm^  beneath  her  graasTul  tread  I 
— Butlbecalm  bounilui'niidal  the ^aiay  main; 
Ne'er  na*  ber  Mep  la  bend  earth's  Itring  flomn 


Ym  I  ai  if  BeaTen  upon  the  wave*  mat  aleep- 

Vexing  my  tool  mfh  ^nkt,  there  they  lay, 
All  monlcH  thiongh  their  Uos  trunpaimce 

lleeping,  > 

The  sbadom  of  out  aail*,  trom  day  to  day ; 
Wlule  die — ohl  ■trmgeet  is  the  ilrotig  heart' 

And  yM  1  HTel  I  feel  the  nineliina'i  gloir— 
And  I  am  he  that  looked,  and  saw  decay 
8t«al  o'«  the  fur  of  earth,  th'adond  too  much 
—It  ii  a  fearful  thing  to  lore  trhat  death  may 


U. 

A  fearful  thing  that  love  and  death  may  dwell 
In  the  aajne  world  I — She  &ded  on — and  1 — 
Slim]  to  the  lart,  there  Headed  death  to  tell 
Mr  tiuMing  Kiul  that  she  craJd  fads  todiel 
Ye*,  en ebe  parted,  Ihadmaileil  «  change 
-But  it  breathed  bope—twaa  beautiful,  thmwh 

tSum^hing  of  glaJnen  In  the  melody 
Uf  oer  low  Twce,  and  in  her  words  a  flight 
Of  airy  thought — alasl  loo  perilously  brlgbtl 


And  a  dent  ^alkle  in  her  glaiica,  yet  wild, 
And  quick,  and  eager,  like  the  daahing  gaie 
Of  some  all  nondeting  and  awskening  child. 
That  fiiil  Uie  gkaie*  of  the  earth  surreys. 
— Uow  could  itthuadecdTemel — ahshidwun 
Around  her,  like  U»  dewy  mists  of  mom, 
A  pensile  tenderness  through  happieat  days, 
And  a  soft  world  of  dream*  had  aeeoied  to  li* 
itiU  in  bar  dark,  and  deei^  and  spiritual  aya. 

LIIL 

And  I  could  hope  in  that  strange  fire  I— she  died. 
She  dial,  with  all  its  lustre  on  her  mien! 
— The  day  was  melting  from  the  naten  wld(^ 
And  through  its  long  bright  houra  ber  tboughta 

had  been. 
It  seenKd,  wUb  rest  less  and  unwonted  yearning. 
To  Spain's  blus  sluca  and  dark  Bems  turning; 
For  iuT  fond  words  ware  all  of  rintagescem^ 
And    flowering    myrtle,    and    sweet    citron's 

breath— 

■  back  oft 


LIV 
And  fromher  lip*  themoontain-songtof  cd*^ 
In  wild  faint  snalcbcs,  fitfully  had  aprung; 
Sooga  of  the  orange  bower,  the  Moorish  hold. 
The  "Rio  Mrde,"(lT)  on  her  soul  that  hung, 
And  thence  flowad  forth. — But  now  the  aun  was 

low. 

And  watching  by  my  nde  its  last  red  glow. 

That  ever  Mill*  the  heart,  once  more  she  sung 

Her  own  soft  "  Ora,  muter r— and  the  soui^ 

Was  eren  like  lore's  bnw«U— so  nMomfuIly  pro- 

LV. 
The  boy  had  dropped  to  slumber  at  oar  Iiwt^ 
— "And  I  ha*e  lulled  him  to  ba  miUog  tnst 
"  Ones  morel"  she  said; — I  raised  him — it  wai 

Yet  sad,  (o  SCO  tlte  peifet  calm  which  blessed 
His  look  that  hoot ; — for  rtow  her  loios  grew 

weak; 
And  am  the  flowoty  eAntoa  of  his  cheek, 
With  her  white  Qpe  a  long,  long  kiss  she 

Yet  Hght,  to  wake  Um  noC^Tben  saikk  h« 


LVL 
loalled— hicallwhatai 
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And  in  the  qoenched  eje'i  Bxtintm  to  gi 
AU  tsIdI;  wuctung  tor  the  parted  nj* ; 
ThkanhUwaniut— Dead '—with  Uutchill 


LTIL 
Bat  the  tnia  putiof  cuna! — I  Idoked  mj  Uit 
On  tbs  ih]  boDtr  ^llut  dambning  bee; 
How  coold  I  think  the  lovely  tpirit  pund, 
Vniieli  there  had  left  n  tended;  iti  tracel 
Tet  ft  dim  kwfblneB  wu  on  the  brow — 
No!  DM  like  ileep  to  knA  upcm  ut  Than, 
Detfh,  death)— ehe  lay,  a  tiling  lor  eaith'i  am- 

To  cover  with  ipting-wreallw. — For  eaith^T— 

That  givte  the  bior  no  flowei»— make*  moai 
abova  her  gravel 

LVIII. 
Ob  iba  mid  wai  a  knell  t — £»  man  ma  tfaoie, 
Angoith  and  kiv»— the  mounwc  with  trie  dead 
A  toog  low-rolUng  knelt — a  voice  of  prayer — 
Dark  glaMy  witoa,  Eke  a  deeert  ipread, 
Aiad  t^  paki  AInmg  Suuthom  Croee  on  high. 
ha  biat  atan  Uiog  bora  a  nvkton  Aj, 
When  nagh^  dooda  bafon  tlks  dawn  gtew 

Were  Iheae  thing!  roand  mal — Sneli  o'er 


WHy  wfaan  an^  kringa  back  tha  borial  of  (be 

LIX. 

Theo  tha  btoad  lonely  ■oniiMl— and  the  pUeh 
Into  the  aonndiiig  wavea !( 18)  around  her  head 
They  paitad,  with  a  glandng  mement'i  flaih, 
Than  ahol—and  allwaa  atilL  And  now  thy  bed 
b  ef  thnr  Moata,  gentlcit  Loonor  I 
Onse  faiicft  oTyoong  biidea! — and  I  ever  more 
L«wd  a*  tbon  nan,  may  haman  tear  be  abed 
AboMlbyrcall — No  muk  iIm  proud  aeaa  keep, 
To  ahaw  Kbwe  be  that  wept  may  pause  again  to 

WMp. 

LX. 

So  the  depth!  (oak  theel— Oh!  the  enllen  ael 
Of  drfilatinn  in  that  boor  compreaaed  I 
DgM  going  down,  a  apeck  amidat  th'  immem 
And  gkumy  water*,  leaviag  on  theii  breait 
Tba  trace  a  wrad  might  leaie  there  !—Diut  t— 

the  thing 
Which  to  the  lieait  was  a*  a  living  apring 
or  joy,  with  learfidDeaa  at  love  poaaeeaed, 
Thoa  Bnking! — Love,  joy,  fear,  all  cruatwd  to 


LXI. 
Where  &a  line  aoanda  not,  wLere  the  wncta 

Uekiw, 
What  ehall  wake   thence  the  deadT— Bleat, 

bleat  are  they 
That  earth  to  eaith  entnut ;  lor  they  may  know 
And  tend  the  dwelling  whence  the  duiuberer'i 

Shall  riae  at  laat,  and  bid  the  young  Sower* 

That  waft  a  breath  of  hope  aicmnd  the  tomb. 

And  kneel  npoa  the  dewy  tuif  to  pray '. 

But  thou,  what  cave  hath  dimly  chambered 

thee} 
Vain  dream*! — ohl  art  thou  Dot  where  them  la 

no  mon  aea1(19) 

LXU. 
The  vrind  loee  five  and  sn^ng: — when  bt 

O'er  that  aole  (pot  of  all  the  wiltery  plain, 

I  coold  have  bent  my  eight  with  fond  endeavoar 

Down,  when  Ita  treaanre  waa,  ita  glance  lo 

atraini 
Then  loae  the  recklwa  wind ! — Belon  onr  pmw 
The  while  foam  flaahed — ay,  joyoualy — and  thou 
Wert  left  with  all  Iho  eoliiuy  main 
Around  thee — and  thy  beauty  in  my  heart. 
Aim]  Ihy  meek  aonvwiog  lovfr— ohi  when  could 

thatdepartl 

LXUI. 
Twin  not  apeak  of  wo;  I  may  not  t«D — 
Friend  tella  not  Mch  la  fii«od— Um  thoogblt 

which  rent 
My  fainting  afarit,  when  ita  wikl  farewell 
Acroa  the  billoa^to  thy  grave  waa  lent, 
Thou,  tbeni  moat  lonelyt— Ha  that  aiu  abon^ 
In  hi*  calm  glory,  will  forgive  ttie  k>ve 
Hia  cKalorca  bear  each  other,  even  if  blent 
With  a  vtun  wonliip;  for  ita  ckwe  ■■  dim 
Ever  with  grief,  which  lead*  Ike  wmng  aoul  back 

lomml 

LXIT. 
And  with  amiblerpangif  now  I  bear 
To  think  of  thee  in  thy  fiiraaken  real, 
If  from  m;  heart  be  liAed  the  de^iur, 
Tbe    iharp    remone  with  hnhag  inflneiMa 


It  ia  Uiat  He  m^aacrifice  hath  Una 

And  £Lled  my  boaom  through  ita  iu 

WUt  a  deep  chaaKming  aenai  that  : 
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LXV. 
Ycit  tbou  lit  nov — Oh!  wnereraro  dotb  the, 

thought 
Of  the  wave  dMbing  o'ei  thy  long  biighl  hut, 
The  lea-weeJ  tnlo  its  dark  Ireseca  wrought, 
The  und  th;  pillan — tbou  tb&t  nert  m  bit; 
CoDM  oW  me  ili]  11— Earth,  eorthi—it  ie  Uh 

held 
EutheTet  keepion  that  of  CBTtbj  monldl 
But  thoa  art  brcalbing  now  la  purer  oil, 
I  well  believe,  an  J  Treeil  from  all  of  error, 
Which  blighted  here  ibe  root  of  tby  iweet  life 

with  leiror. 

'  LXVI. 

And  if  Uie  lave  which  here  was  paamng  light 
Went  with  what  JieJ  not— Oh<  that  f Au  we 

But  thia! — that  through  (he  lilence  of  the  night, 
Sooie  voice,  of  all  the  lost  otiea  and  the  troe. 
Would  (peak,  and  aaj,  if  in  tbeir  far  repose, 
We  are  yel  aught  of  what  we  were  to  thon 
We  call  the  dead  I — their  paaaionata  adUu, 
Waa  it  but  breath,  to  pemh  1— Holier  trort 
Be  Bunel — tbj  love  it  lliere,  but  poiified  (tom  dust  I 

LXVIl. 
A.  thing  all  heavenl;  1 — cleared  ftom  that  which 

As  a  dim  cloud  between  n*.  heart  and  mindl 
Loosed  from  the  fear,  the  grief;  whose  tendrils 

A  chain,  so  daikl;  with  its  growth  entwined. 
This  is  mj  hope!— though  when  the  su  set 

fules, 
When  fotcsts  rock  the  midnight  on  their  abadei. 
When  tones  of  wul  are  in  the  rising  wind, 
Aeroaa  mj  spirit  aonie  6int  doubt  maj  ngh ; 
Fur  the  alrong  hours  teOl  aw^  this  (hul  ouitality  1 

LXVllI. 
We  hsTO  be«D  nanderere  since  those  day*  ol 

Thy  boy  and  1 !— As  wild  Inrds  tend  thdi 

So  have  1  tended  liim — my  bounding  reel 
The  high  Peruvian  iolitndes  among ; 
And  e'er  Ibe  And(»4orTents  boms  his  form, 
Where  tnr  trail  bridge  hath  quivered  'midst  the 
•tonn.(90) 
-But  there  tlie  war-notes  of  my  country  rung, 
And,  smitten  deep  of  Hoaven  and  man,  I  fled 
I'o  hide  in  aliadea  unjuerced  a  marked  and  wevy 


And  liii  young  lips,  which  Iben  no  longer  amilsd, 
AikeJ  of  Ills  UHrtberl — that  was  but  a  gUam 
Of  Memory,  fleeting  fast;  and  ibea  his  [Jay 
Through  the  wide  lJana«(21)  cheered  again  om 

wsy. 
And  by  the  mighty  Otonoco  stream, 
On  whose  lone  margin  we  have  beard  at  mom. 
From  Ibe  mjrtteiioas  rooks,  lbs  suntiss  mtnio 
Uras^SS) 

LXX. 
So  like  a  spirit's  lekel  k  barfung  looe. 
Lovely,  yet  ominous  to  mortal  ear, 
Socb  as  inigbt  teach  us  from  a  woild  unknown, 
Tronbliog  man's  heart  with  thiilli  of  Joy  and 

tear! 
'Twas  sweMI — yet  Uiose  deep  southern  aliades 


LXIX. 

But  lu  vreal  on  in  gladnese— that  fur  cbildl 
Rare  wbCd  at  times  bis  bright  eye  seemed  to 


My  seal  with  stiniKes,  like  the  calms  that  imt 
On  mehncholy  waves  :(33)  1  ogbed  to  beur 
Once  more  earth's  biee^  soonds,  ber  foliaga 

And  turned  to  seek  the  wild*  of  the  ted  himtei'i 
land. 

LXXL 
And  we  lu.*e  won  a  bower  of  refiige  now. 
In  this  fresh  waste,  the  braatb  of  whose  repess 
Hath  cooled,  like  dew,  the  fever  of  my  brow. 
And  whose  green  oaks  and  eedan  round  ma 

ek>s^ 
As  temple-wall*  and  pUUT*,  that  exohide 
Earths  haunted  dreams  Grom  their  free  aolitade; 
All,  BtTe  the  image  and  the  tbougbl  of  tlusa 
BeRjre  OS  gone  1  our  loved  of  early  yean, 
lone  where  aOeclion's  cop  hath  lost  the  taat*  of 

team. 

LXXII. 
I  see  a  stai^-eve's  flnt-born  1 — tn  whose  traLi 
Past  scene*,  words,  looks,  come  buk.    The  ai^ 

Of  the  lone  eyprea,  as  of  wood-girt  bne. 
Rests  darit  and  stiU  amidst  a  heaven  of  fire ; 
The  [one  gives  Ibrth  its  odours,  and  the  lake 
Gleams  like  one  ruby,  and  the  soft  winds  wake^ 
Till  every  string  of  nstnie's  sidemn  lyis 
I*  touched  to  answer:  its  most  secret  tnne 
Drawn  fiom  each  tiee,  breach  bath  whispers  all 

LXXIIl. 
And  hsrhl  another  muimnton  tbe  ab. 
Not  of  the  hidden  tills,  or  quivering  shades! 
— That  is  the  cataract's,  which  the  breeus  beu, 
Pilling  the  leafy  twilight  of  the  glides 
With  hollow  surge-like  sounds,  as  from  tha  bed 
OftbeUoe  mmimful  seas,  that  keep  tbe  dead 
Bitt  they  Me  lu  1— the  low  sun  here  perradsi 
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Dmi  fbmt-uche^  bsthing  with  red  goU 
TUtiteDu,tiU  each  m  nnda  a  nurrel  to  bebold, 


m,  yet  Tult  of  gloom  I — In  nteh  Ml  hour, 
Tbe  TcapCMMloilj  of  tJjiof  belli 
Wuiden  tbiongh  Spun,  foxn  neb  gnj  con- 

Tml'i  biwei 
O'CTduning  riven  poured,  and  olrw-Mli, 
B;  ernj  peaant  hcuil,  and  molalcei, 
And  huniet,  Toond  my  borne : — uid  1  un  ben, 
LiTiDg  agun  throogli  all  mj  liTe'i  farewvUa, 
Id  Ukk  *ait  mnda,  •Acre  breweU  ne'er  wm 

Ami  aide  I  liA  to  HeaTeit  a  aad  heart— yet  an- 

LXXV. 
Id  iDcfa  an  boar  an  told  Ibe  bermit'a  beads; 
Witb  the  white  ««il  the  aeaman'i  bjmn*  doati 

bj: 
P«BM  be  with  tS !  wbato'er  their  larying  creedi, 
With  all  that  aend  up  holy  thought*  on  highl 
Come  to  me,  boy! — bj  Quail alquivir'i  vinea, 
By  every  atnam  oT  Spain,  a>  day  declioea, 
Man'a  prajen  are  mingled  in  the  rosy  tky. 
—We,  loo,  will  pray;  nor  jet  unheard,  my 

obUdl 
Of  Him  wboea  vMce  ve  bear  at  eve  amidit  the 

wild. 


At  0«e7— obt — throDgb  all  boon! — From  dark 

liniamaoft 
Awakeoiii^  I  look  forth,  and  learn  the  might 
Of  olitade,  while  Ihoa  art  breathing  mft. 
And  low,  my  kivedanel  on  the  breaat  of  nights 
I  k>ok  forth  m  the  atai*— the  ihadowy  ile^ 
Of  ibrcata — and  the  lake,  whoae  gloomy  deep 
Send*  up  red  spaiUea  (o  the  Gre-flie*'  light. 
A  lonely  woifdl— even  fesifUl  to  man'a  thought, 
Stf  lor  Bia  preaence  felt,  whom  here  my  loul  bath 


TtwDrmmJuiionaoTannoolIi-UppHlihell; 
Ti  which,  In  ilkcncii  >iuih«I,  hla  my  luul 
I.Mened  Inunllj,  ind  liU  minwiunu  Kon 
BrIghwDsd  wlih  joy;  **  mnnnorin^i  ftom  » 


Note  3,  page  S,  c<d.  9. 
I  Be  an  gak  tHtin  m^  Ac 
I  Rcollect  bearing  a  traveller,  orpoelical  tem> 
perament  eipreeung  the  kind  of  bo^r  which  ha 
felt  on  beholding  on  the  banks  of  the  Missouri,  an 
oak  of  prodigioua  size,  wliich  had  been  in  a  man- 
overpowered  by  an  eaormoua  wild  grape-vine. 
a  vine  bad  clasped  its  bugs  fiJda  round  the 
trunk,  and  from  tbence  had  wound  about  evwy 
branch  and  twig,  until  the  mighty  tree  had  witk> 
n  its  smbiace.   It  ceemed  like  Laocoon  rirug- 
gling  ineffectually  in  the  hideous  colli  of  the  mon- 
■ter  Python." — Braabridgt  HaU.      Chapter  m 
Forat  Trta. 


NOTES. 

Note  I,  page  t,  coL  3, 


TbacaiKe  innme  parts  of  the  American  11 
^ns  a  thick  ■ndeignnrth  fc(  many  hiKMlred  miles. 
—See  Bedgtait'i  l£iUn  fnm  NoriK  A»    ' 

Note  S,  page  1,  eoL  3. 
U  far  ihdr  UnltiilBee  mcia%  IB  mcu*  Iha  oessn.4 
SdcIi  a  sbeQ  a*  Wordawoith  has  beautifiilly  de- 


Note  4,  page  i,  od.  1. 


For  a  most  intsrasting  account  of  the  Spanish 
PrMeetanta,  and  the  heroic  devotion  with  which 
tbey  met  the  spirit  of  persecution  in  the  stiteenth 
century,  see  the  Quarieriy  Brvirte,  No.  57,  ait. 
Qujn'*  Fitit  to  Spain. 

Note  5,  page  5,  coL  I. 

FUhnriug  Ui  Ibgoupi  W  iha  aaoH  dmd  plica, 
Fot  tlu  BDUgutU— lib  iliun  !— 
'A  prieat,  named  Gonialei,  bad  among  other 
proselytes,  gained  over  two  yonng  temalea,  hii  sis- 
ters, to  the  protestant  faith.  All  three  were  con- 
fined in  the  dungeons  of  the  Inquiaition.  ThO 
tntuiB,  wpeatedly  appliad,  could  not  draw  from, 
them  the  least  evidence  against  their  religious  as- 
ea.  Every  artifice  was  employed  to  obtain  a 
lation  from  tbe  two  nrteis,  aincs  the  constan- 
cy and  learning  of  Goniaku  precluded  all  hope* 
Ihootogieal  victory.  Their  answer,  if  not  ex- 
actly logical,  is  wonderfully  simple  and  aflecting. 
We  will  die  in  the  faith  of  our  brother:  ha  is  too 
vise  to  lie  wrong,  and  too  good  to  deceive  ae.'~-. 
The  three  rtakea  ui  which  they  died  were  near 
each  other.  The  piisat  had  been  gagged  till  tb« 
gnt  of  lighting  up  the  wood.  The  tkw  aa- 
nuiss  that  he  was  allowed  to  apeuk,  he  eDployed 
in  oomfotdng  bis  sisters,  with  whom  he  sung  lbs 
109th   Psalm,   tiU   the   Oa 
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Note  e,iW8aS,  toll. 

AnddsHBilieuiM 
fc  liutlnd  cU^  lad  boni^  oa  drnn  bTTM  (D  **!■•. 

The  nunea,  not  only  of  the  immedule  Tietimi 
of  the  InquuitioD,  wtn  Aerated  to  inttmj,  but 
(hoM  of  alt  thrai  iditioiM  wen  bntwleil  with  the 
■ime  indelible  etain,  which  wu  lUcowbe  lo  doceiul 
u  on  inheriUuKB  to  thtrii  IiteM  pMtaritj. 
Note  7,  paje  7,  col  1. 
Tn  DX  •rUhln  iba  clij— boi  in  MfiA 
Of  iHa  BBW-cnirngd  Airu. 
The  jiilei  erected  for  Iheee  eiecutioia  were  with- 
out Ihe  lowni,  anil  the  final  ecene  of  on  Auto  da 
Pe  WM  «)iTwtin»a,  from  the  length  of  the  prtMdii^ 
OBiemoiiiei,  thUyeil  till  midni|{ht 

Note  S,  pafe  10,  Col.  I, 
t  wniU  birg  lalM,  (^urlng  Uw  dut  cknd ; 
Tliiha  i»a  UKlRit  Kann  I  wnOU  bin  kM 
«— S|Hk  u  B>  t  ^m  DM  inuh  I' 
For  one  of  the  ffloat  powerful  uid  impi««iTe 
pklUTee  perhapa  erer  drawn,  of  a  foong  mind 
Mrn^ling  egainit  halHtandeupentilioninilBGrM 
upirationi  after  troth,  lee  the  adminUe  I^tUn 
jivjn  Spain  by  Don  Ltucadio  DMada. 
Note  9,  page  10,  col.  3. 
FoTiUckjif^teianMinl  j*  Inng-daparud ! 
Due— liu|«I  ronn— wlU)  aam,  uid  ifalalil,  and  ant, 
"  You  walk  fn>m  end  to  end  over  a  floor  of  tomb- 
■tonet,  ioUicl  in  bran  with  the  forme  of  the  depait- 
eil,  rolcree,  and  ciouen,  and  epean,  and  ahielda, 
and  belmeu,  all  mingled  together — kII  worn  into 
glaat-like  ■mootfaneii  by  the  feet  and  the  kneee  of 
loDg-depaited  womhippera.  Around,  on  ever;  aide 
each  in  thdr  eepanOe  chapel,  ileep  undliturbed 
fiani  age  to  age  the  Tenerable  aahee  of  the  holiest 
or  the  loflint  that  of  old  came  thither  to  wonhip 
— their  imaget  and  tbdr  dying  prajen  aculptured 
umong  the  reating-ptaeea  of  their  remain*," — From 
a  beautiful  dncriptian  of  ancient  Spanish  Cathe- 
dral*, in  Peter'*  Leffer*  ta  kit  KinrfaUi. 
Note  10,  page  11,  col.  3. 
with  e;i^  irluM  Ulhudoi  liufhur  haih  bif  uDid 
A  Lbouand  pangi. 
"El  UmfcggiarAe  V  angelica  ii*o. — fttrarck. 
Note  II,  page  13,  eoL  1. 

WaTlni  Oielr  iDrgsoa  tacntj  o'er  Aj  btai. 


"  Soawtime*  their  diacoam  wai  held  in  the  deep 
•hull*  ef  DMiae.grawn  IbceM*,  wboee  gloom  and 
uiterlacsd  bonghi  flnt  eoggnted  that  GhHhic  ar- 
mitectare,  beneath  wboee  pmnted  archee,  where 
Ihey  aid  atudied  and  prayed,  the  pani-ooloamd 
winilowa  ihed  a  tinged  light ;  KieBee,  which  the 
glisam*  t£  BonihiDe,  peoetnting  tba  deep  Miege, 
and  flickeriiv  on  the  nriegiled  torf  bAiw,  might 
U>*  recalled  to  their  nMmorj," — HUefer'e  Oro- 
f  im  en  the  Landing  nf  On  Pilgrim  FMien  in 


Nat  England. — See  Bodgnn'i  LMen  fim 
North  America,  laLilp.  305. 

Note  13,  page  13,  eoL  1. 
Brtug  me  Lba  Bondlnf  of  (ha  UfrTem.wUflT, 

The  varying  eoande  of  waterfalls  are  ihu*  allo- 

deil  to  in  an  ioCereiting  work  of  Mn.  Grant'*. 

On  Ihe  opponte  *lde  the  view  wac  bounded  by 

iteep  Inll*,  corered  with  InAj  pine*,  from  which  ■ 

walerfall  dsaeeoded,  which  not  only  gave  viima- 

1  to  the  eylTan  ecene,  but  wee  the  beat  barome- 

imagioable ;  foretellii^  by  it*  varied  and  inlel- 

_  hie  eound*  ereiy  approaching  change,  not  only 

of  the  weather  but  of  the  wind."— Afemotr*  ufan 

nierlMtn  Lady,  vol.  L  p.  143. 

Note  13,  page  13,  col.  1. 
And  du  IbU  clKle  oftha  nlabnr  mm 

The  circular  rainbow*,  occa^onaUj  eeen  amongtt 

the  Andee,  are  dcKribed  by  tHloa. 

Note  14,  page  13,  col.  1. 

Bai  K  m/  •plili'i  firend  longlnp  vnniglH, 

Wakening,  h  ml^hl  bg,  u  Un  filni  lad  acund, 

Tliu  AomdHdirkiiiBol'ilHinllaUn]'  bmafbl 

A  JpTod  lenia  nuod  avi,  Tlilblj  mnaaJL 

Many  etriUng  instancea  of  the  Thidnea  with 

'hich  the  mind,  when  etrongty  excited,  baa  been 

known  to  renovate  pait  impreaoon*,  and  embody 

them  into  viiiblo  imsgery,  are  noticed  and  «eeonnI- 

ed  for  in  Dt.  Hibberl'*  Philomphy  qf  AppoTitian; 

The  following  illuHraliie  paaaage  ia  quoted  in  the 

■una  work,  from  the  wrilingi  of  the  late  Dr.  Fer- 

"  I  remember  diet,  about  Uie  age  of  fbnr- 

teen,  it  wa*  a  aource  of  great  amuaement  to  my- 

if,  if  I  had  been  viewing  any  Intereeting  obfect 

I  the  oourae  of  ttie  day,  auch  aa  a  nmantic  ruin, 

fine  aeat,  or  a  nmew  of  a  body  of  troopa,  an  anoa 

a*  evening  came  on,  if  I  had  oceaiion  to  go  into  a 

dark  rooni,  the  whole  aeene  was  hranght  before  my 

eyea  with  a  brilliancy  equal  to  what  it  had  pmeua* 

ed  in  daylight,  and  remained  nnUe  for  aeveral  mi- 

nntea.    1  liave  no  doubt  that  diamal  and  frightfiil 

image*  have  been  thua  preeented  to  yonng  per*oni 

after  acenea  of  domeatic  aSictjon  or  public  horror." 

The  following  paaeage  from  the  "Alcaxarof 

Seville,"  a  tale,  or  hiatarieal  aketch,  by  Ihe  authoi 

of  Doblado'a  letter*,  afford*  a  further  iUuatralion 

of  thi*  aubject.    "  When,  deacending  Gut  into  the 

valeofyeit*,  tatrangly  GztByimnd'aeyeon  tboae 

aannw,  ahady,  lilent  Miee(a,wlMilB  [  breathed  Iha 

aeenled  air  which  oame  ntatling  thcao^  ttw  lor. 

roondiog  gnnea;  where  the  foottlep*  iv-edued 

from  the  clean  vralered  porchea  of  the  booae*,  ans 

where  every  object  apoke  of  quiel  andoonlentment; 

the  object*  around  nw  begiv 

to  fade  into  a  mere  delo^n,  and  not  only  the 
thought*,  but  tb*  external  •ematton*,  w'^th  I 
'  re  wijth  fc  leali^  that  almoat 
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nikcs  me  ihnddeT^t  hu  wt  much  the  cbancter 
<<atniioc,  arnaon." 

NoU  15,  posa  IS,  coL  1. 


"  For  benaae  Iha  bnatii  ofSowcn  la  &m  itraet- 
a  in  Ihe  tire  (nhers  it  awoa  ami  goo  like  Ihe 
mitfingof  mode)  thuiintbe  h«nil,tbeidbn  Do- 
UnDS  >  n»n  fit  far  that  (Might  tbui  I0  know 
wkkt  be  die  flowen  and  planti  which  doe  bed  per- 
huDK  the  aire." — Lord  Baeen't  Emay*n  Garden*. 
•    Kcite  16,  pege  17,  col.  3. 


Ailuriui  tX  let,  mentioni  tlie  enlrealj  of  the  olB- 
datiDg  priest,  that  tb«  body,  which  hul  been 
bronght  upon  deck  during  the  mgbt,  might  not  ba 
'lolbemrei  until  after  anniue,  in  oidet 
ie  tut  rile*  according  to  tbeueagei^  the 

Nota  19,  pege  19,  ed.  2. 

en  wu  lu  mm  ■«."— An.  clup.  xiL  T.  L 
Note  30,  page  ao,  col.  1. 


"  The  pleeMire  we  leh  on  (fiMoreiing  the  Sontb- 
en  Croee  wu  wumij  (hued  bj  iDchortbeerow 
uhad  lired  in  the  eoloniea.  In  tbeeolitudeof  the 
Ku,  we  hail  a  Mar  ae  a  friend  from  wIkhd  we  have 
long  been  ■epaialid.  Among  llie  Portugoeae  and 
tiie  SpaoiaTiLi,  pecuEnr  motiTei  aeem  to  inerean 
Ihk  feeling ;  a  religioni  lenticnent  attachea  them 
to  a  ooDeteHation,  the  form  <f  which  recall  the  ngn 
of  Itv  laitfa  planted  bj  tb^  aoceaton  in  the  deaerta 

oCtite  New  WaHd. It  haa  been 

obaerred  at  what  bov  of  the  night,  ia  different 
araaofWithe  Croaa  ofUie  Sooth  ia  erect  orindinn]. 
It  ia  a  tiiii»piece  that  advance*  rery  regularly  near 
ixiT  minnlca  a  day,  and  Do  other  group  of  tttia 
dhifaita  to  the  naked  eye  an  abaerradon  of  lime  ao 
cwilyoiade.  How  often  hiTe  we  bcanJ  our  giadea 
cukim  iu  tba  aarannaha  of  Venexoela,  or  in  the 
deceit  extending  from  lima  to  Tnuillo,  "  Mid- 
'  'ilia  paat,  the  cnHb^ni  to  bend!"  HowoAen 
Ibcae  worda  reraindeil  ua  of  that  aflecting  acene 
where  Paul  and  Virginia,  leated  near  the  n 
of  the  river  Latanien,  converacd  together  for  the 
laat  time,  and  where  the  old  man,  at  the  aight  of 
the  Sootbem  Croo,  wama  them  that  it  ii  time  to 
Kpwatel'— De  Eamboldf  TVowIt. 
Note  17,  page  18,  caL  I. 
B«<i  of  Iha  «■«■  »«w,  lb*  HgarMi  hDl^ 

•nm'imrtrA.' 
"  Rk>  TCPde,  lio  Teide,"  the  popular  Spankh  Tlo- 
auce,  koeWB  ID  Iha  English  reader  in  Fi 


Whsn  our  liall  bridgs  haih  qulnnd'mlilaiheniinii. 
The  briJgee  over  many  deep  chaama  amongrt 
the  Andes  an  penduloua,  and  formed  only  of  the 
fibrea  of  equinoctial  ptanta.    Their  Iremulona  mo- 
tion haa  aflbrded  a  atrihing  imaiie  to  one  of  tb* 
u  in  "  Qertrode  of  Wyoning." 


lAilijalreamanMaliwIvhhgara] 

FlMB  ■bof  ihy  wiDDwcd  ^kk^"  Ac.  Ac 

Note  18,  page  19,  caL  L 

nm  iba  bnad  leadr  Hiinlitl— and  ba  |itah 

h»ite  KonOv  "a™  >— 

De  Humboldt,  in  deacribing  the  burial  of  a  yooDf 


Thfl  lAmadrips',  00  Perurla'a  psk, 
rfor  Tolu  nor  living  nudon  owtai  anuai^ 
Dm  Kcrtiiliu  ID  Iha  bonndlH  foM  ihrMi 
Or  wlktcana  rteh,  blfb  lluag  o«  (ilf  PkAvd^ 


Note  91,  page  SO,  ooL  3. 
AndihaaUa]^ 

nmugfa  tba  irlilg  Uaooa  cheand  again  cm 


Note  3C^  page  SO,  eoL  I. 
by  lbs  odgblj  Onnoco  miam, 


De  Humboldt  apedca  of  thcae  rocki  on  the  ihore* 
of  Ilie  Oionooo.  TraTellera  ikave  heard  from  tinip 
to  time  aobtenaneoot  aonnda  proceed  from  tlvm  at 
run-iiie,  resembling  Ihose  of  an  organ.  Ha  be- 
lieves in  the  eiiatenco  of  tbia  myateiiea*  mnnc, 
ahlioagh  not  rortanale  enough  to  twve  heard  it 
himself,  and  thinlu  tliat  it  may  be  produced  by 
curreutaofidr  baaing  thnagh  theorevkiea. 

IIoteS3,pafie90,  cot.  3.  , 

Tm  Ihcag  dnp  BUIharti  IdKha  inrpf««d 
HjaoulwIlhitmuK 
The  aame  disdnguiahed  traveller  fteqnently  al- 
Indea  to  the  Bitnme  atillotaa  of  tha  ail  in  tlie  eqo*- 
lorial  i^kma  of  ^  ne  w  ooDtineBt,  and  pBitieulail} 
oothathitilywDsdedBbona  of  lb*  Onnoco.  "lu 
thi*  Migbbavrhaad,"  he  aayi,  "no  breath  of  wind 
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SrASCi  «t  Sl^nu  ILantiis. 


The  roU(ming  piocet  m&j  n  far  be  euntidered 
a  leriea,  u  each  ii  intenileil  to  be  commBm 
ti*s  of  »rDe  naliana]  ircoltection,  populu 
torn,  or  Indition.  The  iJu  wai  suggcaled  hj 
Herdei'a  "Stimmen  det  V6U(er  ia  Licilern  " 
the  eieculion  a  bowerer  diOeiout,  an  Ihe  poeo 
in  hia  eoUecUon  are  cbieflj  truulationa.  , 

Moat  of  thoee  rormine  tbo  present  one  have  ap- 
peared, as  well  ai  tbe  Diiscetlanr^oua  jitecef  at- 
tacbed  lo  them,  in  the  New  Monthly  Magazine. 


MOORISH  BRIDAL  SONQ. 

nunlfd  k  doUwl  A*  Inunnant  In  KBddini  (ppinl,  aad  ihs 
bddal  BUI  ia  luni  arte  ber  nmiliig  baton  liitj  an  boroa 
famberboDH. 

BBIhKiVarrtUfKs/a  Ten  Year-t  ReMauetn 
Tripaa,  bj  Ihe  •laurlnli'LT  of  Mr  TuUj. 

The  dtron  grovei  Iheir  fruit  and  flowera  were 

■trewing 
Attiund  a  MooTuh  palace,  while  Ihe  aijh 
Of  l(>flr  aweet  fummer-winda,  the  bnuicbHwiMV 

Wjth  miuic  through  their  ahadowy  bowen  wml 
by; 


M*. 

A  iong  of  joy,  a  bridal  aong  eame  awdling. 
To  Uend  with  tragnuice  In   those  aoutlicrn 

And  told  of  feasta  witUn  (ha  atatrly  dwelling. 
Bright  lampa,  and  dancing  itcpa,  and  gem- 
crowned  maida; 
And  thoa  it  flowed; — yetaomethinginthe  lay 
BelMiged  to  ladneaa,  aa  it  ilied  away. 

'  Tbe  bilde  cornea  forth  I  her  tsan  no  moia  are 

falling 
To  leave  the  chamber  oT  hn  bfanl  yeafa; 
Kind  Tgiccs  from  a  itiatant  home  are  calling ; 
She  eanse  like  day-apiing — ahe  hath  done  with 

t«nn; 
Now  mlut  her  dark  eye  ahine  en  other  flowon, 
Iter  •oftamlle  gladden  other  hearts  than  (luril 

— Poui  Iba  rich  adoan  mnndl 

"We  haste!  the  ehaen  and  the  lorely  brining; 
Lore  ftill  goee  with  her  from  her  place  of  birth  i 


Deep  lilent  joy  within  her  loal  ia  ipiingb^ 
Though  in  her  glance  tbe  light  no  mat*  h 

Her  beauty  leaTci  na  in  iti  rcay  yean ; 
Her  aisten  weep—but  ahe  hath  done  with  teaia  1 

— Now  roa; 


Enoweat  thoa  lor  akam  they  aang  the  bridal 

numberal 
— One,  nhoee  rich  treaaiw  were  to  wan  no 

One,  whose  pale  cheek  aoft  winds,  nor  gentb 

elumbera. 
Nor  Love'e  own  ngh,  to  roae-tinta  might  reeton ! 
Her  graceful  ringleU  o'er  a  trier  were  apread.— 
-Weep  fur  the  young,  the  beautiful,— the  deadi 


THE  BIRD'S  RELEASE. 


Th«  Indiana  of  Dengal  ind  at  ibe  Coait  oC  Uilibar  brine 
9^  flllcd  wiLh  Mrih  u  ihi  gnra  of  ibclr  tricnd^  onr 
rtilehihersHiheblrdiullbenj.    -nili  ciwnn  ta  alluded  m 


Saa  Paul  owl  Rrffal^ 

Go  forth,  fbr  she  ia  gone  I 
With  the  golden  light  of  her  waTy  hair. 
She  ia  gone  to  the  lielila  of  the  liewleaa  all ; 

She  hath  left  her  dwelling  lonol 

H*t  VMcehath  piaaed  awayl 
It  hath  paaacd  away  like  a  lummer  breeie, 
When  it  leaves  the  hilk  for  Che  far  blue  aeaa, 

When  we  may  not  tnce  its  way. 

Qo  fiirth,  andlikeberbe  A«e! 
With  thy  radiant  wing,  and  thy  glancing  eye. 
Thou  hast  all  the  range  of  the  sunny  aky, 

And  what  is  our  giief  to  tbeel 

la  it  aught  even  to  hear  we  monml 
Doth  she  look  on  the  tears  by  her  Undredshedl 
Doth  she  rot  with  the  Bowers  o'er  her  gentb 
bead, 

Or  float  OQ  the  hght  wind  bonuT 
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WlMmdM  w» 
We  naj  hmi  thy  ti 
Id  the  icentixl  woods  of  out  glowing  then, 

Bui  we  alult  not  know  'lii  thinel 

Emi  w  with  the  knetl  om  floirn! 
Hn  imile  in  Ihc  Aulight  my  wutdBr  b;, 
H«r  bnath  may  be  near  in  (he  wind's  low  ngh, 

Aroond  u>— bnt  *li  unknown. 

Go  forth,  we  hkve  looeei]  thy  cluinl 
We  mky  Jeek  Iby  cage  with  the  lichctt  flowen, 
Which  the  bright  Jay  rein  in  our  esiterabowen. 

But  tfaou  wik  aot  be  lured  again. 

Even  thni  may  the  aummer  pour 
All  fragrant  thii^  on  tbe  land's  green  breait, 
Apd  the  glorioui  earth  like  a  bride  be  dieesed. 

But  it  wiue  ker  back  no  morel 


THE  SWORD  OP  THE  TOMB. 


Ibi  Ua  c/ ihli  tallad  >  u 


■B  ben  bUoAH]  tc^  and  wppnad  ta  f:aui  il 
4  hsw^  it  frequenUj  menUaned  In  iJ 
X  HlTertaga  lo  (h«  rteiviRal  ipli 

»  Ocklttuelilagtr'i  Ployt. 


"  TotCE  of  the  gifted  elder  time  I 
Vaet  of  the  charm  and  the  Runic  rhyme! 
Speak!  fromlbeahadn  and  the  dvpiha  Jiocloeo, 
How  Sigard  may  vanUh  hii  mortal  toet; 
VtAce  of  the  buried  puti 

"  Voice  of  the  grave '.  "tie  the  mighty  hour, 
When  night  with  her  elan  and  dreaoM  hath  power, 
AnI  T^  itep  hath  been  Boundleu  on  the  enowa, 
And  Ibe  ipdl  1  have  aung  hath  laid  rspOM 
On  the  billow  and  the  UuaL" 

Then  the  torrent!  of  the  North, 
Arvl  the  fofeat  pinet  were  atill, 
While  a  hollow  chant  came  forth 
From  the  dark  aepulchral  hilL 

"  There  duiua  no  tan  'aiitt  the  hidden  dead. 
But  where  the  day  looks  not  tha  brate  may  tread; 
Them  ii  heard  do  aong,  and  no  mead  Ii  poured, 
Bu  the  warrior  may  come  to  the  nlent  board 
In  the  ahadow  of  the  nigbL 

'  There  ia  laid  a  aword  in  thy  father'i  tomb, 
Aad  ki  edge  u  fraught  with  Ihy  foemaa'i  doom ; 
BM  kA  be  thj  Mep  through  the  Mlence  deep, 
And  nxita  not  the  um  in  Iha  honaa  of  tiecp, 
For  the  riewlenhave  learfnt  might  P 


I  Then  <fied  Ihe  eolemn  by, 

'  Ai  a  iTOmpet'*  muiic  dioe, 

By  the  night-wind  borne  away 
Through  the  wild  and  atormy  A\a. 

'The  firHreee  rocked  to  the  wailing  blaat. 
Aa  on  through  the  fcrest  the  warrior  pawed, — 
JThrough  the  forrat  of  Odin,  Ihe  dim  and  old, 
iThe  dark  place  of  visions  and  Irgenda,  lold 
By  the  Grca  of  Nonhem  pine. 

The  fir-treea  rocln),  and  Ihe  frozen  ^nnd 
Oave  back  to  hii  footstep  a  boHow  aonnd ; 
And  it  srcDied  that  the  depths  of  those  awful 

From  the  dreary  gloom  of  their  kmg  arcadca, 
Oave  warning,  wHh  toice  and  sign. 

But  Ihe  wind  strango  magic  knows 
To  caQ  wild  nhape  and  lone 
From  the  gray  wood's  toning  Inugha 
When  night  ia  on  hertbrone. 

The  jHnes  closed  o'er  hiA  with  a  deeper  gloom. 
Aa  he  took  the  path  to  the  monarch's  tomb; 
The  pole-etar  shone,  and  the  heavens  were  bright 
With  the  arrowy  atreamaof  Ihe  northern  light, 
But  bia  road  Ihiongh  dimnc^  lay ! 

Ho  passed,  in  the  heart  of  Ihel  andeni  wood, 
The  dark  ahrine  stained  with  the  victtm'a  blood : 
Not  paused,  lill  the  mck  where  a  vanlled  bed 
Had  been  hewn  of  old  fbr  the  kingly  dead, 
Arose  on  his  midnight  way. 

Then  first  a  moment's  chiti 
Went  shuddering  through  his  breast, 
And  the  steel-clad  pan  stood  still 
Before  that  place  of  real. 

Buthecmasedat  length  with  a  deep-drawn  bceath, 
The  Ihrrshold-flfloi  of  the  ball  of  Death, 
And  locked  on  the  pale  mysterious  Gie 
Which  gleamed  from  the  um  of  hb  warrior-oie, 
With  a  Birango  and  solemn  tight. 

Then  darkly  the  words  of  the  boding  sUtdn 
Like  an  omen'roae  on  his  soul  again, 
— "  Soft  be  thy  step  through  Ihe  silence  deep, 
And  move  not  the  um  in  the  boose  of  sleep. 
For  the  viewleas  have  fearful  mighl !" 

But  the  gleaming  sword  and  shtod 
Of  many  a  battWay 
Hung  o'er  thai  um,  revealed 
By  the  tomb-fin's  wavetesa  tiy. 

With  a  faded  wreath  of  oak-leaves  bound, 
They  hung  o'er  Ihe  dust  of  the  far-renowned. 
Whom  the  bright  Talkyriur's  warning  voice 
Had  called  to  the  banqnel  where  gods  rajuins^ 
And  the  rich  mead  flows  in  lighL 
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Wilh  k  beating  haut  hii  wn  drew  ne», 
And  itill  nng  Ihe  vem  in  hii  thriUiog  e*r, 
— "  Soft  be  th;  >lcp  through  the  liJeace  deep. 
And  move  not  the  qm  in  the  boiue  orilnp, 
For  the  viewlee*  have  Tearful  might !" 

And  manj  *  Saga's  rtiynw. 
And  Irgetid  of  the  gnve, 
That  fhtvlowy  taue  uid  time 
Called  hack,  to  daunt  the  hnve. 

But  he  niaed  hit  arm,  ind  the  flann  gren  dim, 
And  the  iword  in  iu  light  aeemed  to  witb  and 

And  hi*  fUtering  hand  could  not  graip  it  wett— 
Fnun  the  pale  oak-wreath,  with  a  claah  il  (cU 
Through  Ibe  chamber  of  the  dead! 

The  deep  tomb  rang  with  the  heafj  BoaiHl, 
And  Ihe  um  laj  ibiiered  in  fragment*  round ; 
Andaruah,  uoflempefU.quencbed  the  fire, 
AihI  the  icaltered  dnat  of  his  warlike  urs 
Wm  Mrewn  on  Ihe  ChunpioD'i  head. 

One  moment — and  all  wai  itill 
In  the  elumberer'a  ancient  halt, 
When  Ihe  rock  had  ocued  lo  thrill 
With  the  mighl;  weapon'i  tall. 

The  atan  were  juat  fading,  one  b;  one, 
'I'he  cloud*  were  joat  tinged  b;r  the  early  ana, 
When  there  atreamed  through  the  ea>cm  a  torcli'i 

flame, 
And  the  brother  of  Sigurd  the  valiant  came 

To  aeck  him  in  the  tomb. 

Stretched  on  hii  ebicM,  Idle  the  ited-giit  alain 
By  moonlight  seen  on  the  battle-plain, 
In  a  apeechleas  trancs  lay  the  warrior  there. 
Hit  be  wildly  woke  when  the  torch'*  glare 
Bunt  on  him  thniugb  the  gloom. 

"  The  morning  wind  blow*  free. 
And  the  hour  of4^ha*e  ia  near: 
Come  forth,  come  forth,  with  me  I 
What  doa«  thou,  Sigurd,  bcwT' 

"  1  have  put  out  the  hdy  aepulchral  fire, 

I  have  acattcred  the  duet  of  my  warrior-aira  1 

II  buma  on  my  head,  lu  J  it  wrigh*  down  my  heart ; 
But  the  windi  (hall  not  wander  without  theit  part 

To  atrew  o'er  the  rertle«  deep  1 

"  In  the  mantle  of  death  he  wa*  here  with  me  now,— 
Tbrre  waa  wrath  b  hia  eye,  thoc  waa  gloom  on 

tualnow; 
Aim  nia  cold  itill  glance  on  my  ipiril  fell 
Wi'li  an  icy  ray  and  a  withering  apell — 

Ohtchilli*  thahooaaofaleepl" 

"  The  morning  wind  blows  free, 
A  Dd  Ihe  reddening  ann  atunea  dear ; 


Hei*tliere,heia  there,  with  bie  shadowy  fVown. 
But  gone  from  hu  liead  ia  the  kingly  crown, 

nitwn  from  hia  head,  and  the  ipear  tlom  bm 
band,— 

Tbey  have  chaaed  him  tar  from  Ihe  glorioua  land 
Where  the  feast  of  the  god*  ia  *preadl 

:  must  go  forth  alone  on  hi*  phantom  steed, 
He  rautl  ride  o'er  the  grave-hill*  wit  h  etormy  ipooj  1 
His  place  is  no  lonf^r  at  Odin'*  t>DBid, 
He  i*  driven  from  Volhalla  without  btsswardi 

But  the  stayer  shall  avenge  the  dead!" 

That  (word  ita  time  bad  won 
By  the  (all  of  many  acreat, 
But  ila  Gerceat  work  waa  dona 
In  the  temb,  on  Sigurd'*  breaati 
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The  VatkjTlur,  cr  Filsl  S) 


Whon  s  NcpTlhoni  chief  ftll  Blmloiijy  In 
vrt  hmound  wllh  oU  posdble  magnillcFn 


The  Sea-Ung  woke  from  the  troubled  deep 

Of  a  vinon^aunied  night, 
And  he  looked  from  ht*  bark  o'er  the  ^oomy  deM^ 
And  counted  Ihe  atreaka  of  liglit; 
For  the  red  nin'i  eariieat  raj 
Waa  to  rouse  his  buid*  that  day, 
To  the  alonny  joy  of  fight ! 

But  the  drennn  of  rest  were  etill  on  «Bith, 

And  the  silent  star*  on  high, 
And  there  waved  not  Ihe  smoke  of  one  Lafalfr 
hearth 
'Midst  the  quiel  of  Ihe  aky; 
And  along  Ihe  twilight  bay 
In  their  sleep  Ihe  hamlet*  lay, 
For  tbey  knew  not  the  none  were  nigh  I 
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The  S<*-king  looked  o'er  the  braoding  wnva 

He  tarnfJ  to  tbe  iliuk;  ihara, 
And  then  Mcmetl,  Ihfough  the  arch  of  • 

Agleun,  u  of  (DOW,  (oponr; 
And  forth,  ID  wUtjj  Ught, 
Mored  phuitoma,  dunlj  wbile, 

Whkh  the  gubof  munui  bore. 

Slowl J  they  mored  lo  th«  billow  nde ; 

Anil  the  Ibrms,  u  thej  grew  more  el«u', 
Sennnl  each  an  a  tail  pale  rteed  lo  ride 
And  a  ahadowjcrert  lo  rear, 
And  to  beckon  with  (iunt  hand 
From  tbe  dark  and  itickj  tfrand, 
And  to  pant  a  gleaniing  apear. 

Then  a  tfillnraa  on  bia  *pirit  Tell, 

Befim  th'  unearthly  train. 

For  he  knew  ValhaUa'i  daoghten  well, 

ThechoaeenaTlbeilain! 

And  >  mdden  linng  brecie 

Bon  acTO*  the  moaning  aeai 

To  hia  ear  their  thrilhog  atnin; 

"There  are  aonei  in  Odin'a  HaD, 

Pot  the  bnie,  e'er  night  to  faO ! 
Doih  the  ffreal  inn  hide  hti  ray  t — 
Ho  moat  brinj;  a  wraibfii]  day! 
Sleeps  the  fidchion  in  iti  ■heathl— 
Swonia  rnnit  do  the  work  of  dealli ! 
Regner!— Ka-king  1 — (Am  we  call  t— 
Then  M  joy  in  Odin'i  Hall 

"  At  the  tntt  and  in  tbe  aong, 
Thou  shalt  be  nmem^ered  long '. 
By  the  green  ialcs  of  the  flood 
Tboa  hart  kift  thy  Inck  in  blim]  I 
Od  tlie  earth  and  on  the  aea. 
There  Bie  thoae  will  qwak  of  Iheol 
'Tie  enengh— the  war-goda  eall — 
Tbenii  ntead  in  Odin'a  Uallt 

"Regner!  tell  thy  fair-haired  brUa 


Sheni 
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Tdl  tbe  bnxheiorthy  bi 
E>en  in  hun  thy  grave  hath  net! 
Tell  the  raven-atenl  which  bore  tbe^ 
When  tbe  wild  wolf  Bed  before  thae, 
Ha  too  with  Ui  hml  nuM  fall— 
Then  y  lomn  in  Odin'a  HaUl 

"  Lol  the  mighty  ann  look*  forth — 
Arm !  Ihon  leader  of  tbe  north  I 
Lo!  tbe  miiti  of  twilight  11^- 
We  mml  Taniih,  thou  must  die  I 
.By  tlw  iword  and  by  tbe  apear, 
By  tbe  baial  that  knowa  not  fear 
Scfrkingl  nobly  ahalt  tboa  fall  1— 
Tben  ia  Juy  in  OiUn'a  HaUl" 


There  wu  arniing  heard  on  land  and  wan, 
When  afar  the  ninlighl  ipread, 
-  And  the  phantom  forma  of  the  tide-worn  care 
With  the  miaU  of  morning  Rnl. 
Bat  at  eve,  tbe  kingly  band 
Of  the  battle-aie  and  brand, 
Lay  cold  mi  apileof  deadi 


IhrMl<»nifanofIbaIIdTei]cOiinM«iiCTanilu(itf< 
>lniainniiiari]H  WnofUioKiia.  Tbe  bndaniM 
nllihnn  ibtnmalUi;  ant  H]r  ihu  iIht  lia  Uxn  In  ihali 
unique  gtib,  In  quia  alumber;  aod  <rl»ii  Swloerlaiid  !■  In 
rua  Die^  llMf  wlU  iminn  aiiil  ngalncheUbinlMirf 
±  Sse  Qiuntrly  ntrita,  Na.  U. 

•tbt  Orfigl,  nluin  Ihi  unfedenua  hiU  ihclr  B\t>aif 


Oh  I  enter  not  yon  ahadowy  cave. 
Seek  not  the  bright  rtara  there, 
Tboagb  tbe  fhiapering  junea  that  o'er  it  WBi<e, 
'Vith  Imhntaa  EU  the  air: 

For  then  the  PalriM  Three, 
In  the  gaib  of  old  arrayed, 
By  their  natiie  Foreal-aea 
On  a  rocky  couch  are  laid 

The  Patriot  Three  that  met  of  yore 

Beneath  the  midnight  aky, 
And  leagued  their  hearta  on  the  OrlitU  abon, 
In  the  name  of  liberty! 

Now  alenllylheyaleep 

Amiditlhehilla  they  freed; 
But  their  mt  ia  only  deep, 
Till  tbeir  country'a  hotit  of  need. 

They  Mart  not  at  tbe  hunter's  call, 

Nor  tbe  Lammer-geyer'a  cry, 
Nor  the  nub  of  a  sudden  torrent'*  fall, 
Nor  the  Laowine  thundering  byl . 

And  the  Alpine  berdaman'a  lay, 

To  a  Switier'a  heart  an  dear  I 

On  the  wild  wind  Boats  away, 


e  forth 


But  when  the  battle-hom  is  Uown 

Till  (be  Schreckbom'a  peak*  reply, 
When  the  Jungfrau's  ctiSii  send  back  tiie  Um 
Through  tbeir  eajle'a  lonely  aky; 

When  apear-heada  %bt  the  lakea. 
When  trampeta  Igon  Iha  bi^wb, 
Vnien  the  rusldng  war-Meed  ahaknt 
The  glader'a  mute  repciae  ■ 
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Whtn  nil's  bMchen  woodi  ware  rsJ 

In  the  burning  hamlet's  tiglil ; 
S^cnfram  thsuoernofthedml, 
Shill  the  ileepera  wike  in  mightl    ■ 

With  I  le&p,  like  Tell'a  proud  leap, 
When  »waj  the  hehn  he  flung,* 
And  bohll;  up  the  sleep 
From  the  tluhing  billoi*  ipniDg  1 

The;  ihsfl  vraka  beatle  their  Porert-Ka, 

In  the  uicient  garb  the;  wore 
When  the;  linked  the  hands  that  made  us.firee, 
On  the  QrfitU's  moanlight  shore: 

And  their  fokes  ohalL  1»  heard, 

And  be  answered  with  a  shout. 

Till  the  echung  Alps  on  stirred, 

And  the  ngnal-firca  blaie  out. 

And  the  land  «h^  see  inch  deeds  again 

As  those  of  that  proud  da;, 
Witen  Winkelried,  on  Sempach's  plain, 
Through  Ibe  serried  spnan  made  nay; 
And  when  the  rocks  came  down 
On  the  dark  Morganten  dell. 
And  the  crowneJ  ca»ques,t  o'erthrown. 
Before  our  lathers  I^Ill 

For  the  Kflhr^hen'it  notes  most  never  saiind 

In  a  land  that  wears  the  chain, 
And  ths  vines  on  freedom's  holy  ground 
VntRUnpled  most  remain  t 

And  the  yellow  harrestwa™ 

For  no  stranger's  hand  to  reap. 
While  within  iheir  ulent  cave 
The  men  of  Grutli  sleepl 
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■niB  SwH  ""O  lo  our  ^ja  tarn  eonilnued  10  ciletoi 
annlfeiMij  of  ■ncloni  bsiUo  wiih  much  Kilomnii;? ;  t 
bllr^  Id  Uh  o,i«i  bItoo  ihe  flgbla  wbare  Iheir  snoHora  C 
UhEulhsDlatlTlngioflcm  up  b]r  IIw  prtesls,  and  lbs  i 

hoihini]  InilugkiTTofUB  daTcnumerUHl.    Ther 

VtsPtma'tBuaryqfaeHdiielicOmfiiiencji. 

L.OCIE  on  ths  while  Alps  ronnd! 

ir  yet  they  gird  a  land 
Where  freedom's  voice  and  step  ai 

Forget  ;e  not  the  band, 

.  id  fimn  Iha  bwi  of  I 
flaslsc  Is  malted  lijacliaiHl,  tad  caOad  the  IWIenqininf. 
•  'Imnml  MneCs,  •■  a  dMncUon  of  nuk,  sn  i 

|T)aKuliiub<n.lhicalsl>siedSaiudss  Facta. 


If  yet,  the  wilds  among, 

Our  silent  hearts  may  bum. 
When  the  deep  mountain-bom  bad  nm^ 
And  home  our  steps  may  turn, 
—Home  t— home !— if  still  thst  name  bs  dsu 
Praise  to  the  men  who  porisbed  here  I 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  round  1 

Up  to  the  shining  snows 
That  day  the  stormy  rolling  sound. 
The  aonnd  of  battle  rose  1 
Their  caves  prolonged  the  trumpet's  Uast, 
Their  dark  pines  trembled  as  it  passed ! 

They  saw  the  princely  crest, 

They  saw  the  knightly  spear. 

The  banner  and  the  mail-clad  breast 

Borne  down,  and  trampled  here  1 

They  saw — and  glorying  there  they  stand. 

Eternal  records  to  the  land  \ 

Praise  to  the  moaDtain-bora, 
The  brethren  of  the  glen  1 
By  them  do  steel-array  was  worn. 
They  stood  as  peasaot-men  1     , 
They  left  the  vineyard  and  the  field 
To  break  an  emjore's  lance  and  shield  1 

Look  on  the  while  Alps  round      ' 

If  yet,  along  their  steeps. 
Our  children's  fearlcsi  ieet  may  bonml, 
Free  as  the  chamois  leaps; 
Teach  them  in  song  to  bless  the  band 
Amidst  whose  mossy  grave*  we  staitdt 
If,  by  ths  wosd-fite's  blaxs, 

When  vrinter«tan  gleam  eoU, 

The  gloiioas  tales  of  elder  days 

May  proudly  yet  be  told. 

Forget  not  then  the  shepherd-race. 

Who  made  the  hearth  a  holy  place  I 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  round  I 

If  yet  ths  sabbath  beU 
Comes  o'er  them  with  a  gladdening  Knukd, 

Think  on  the  batllMldl  I 
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:ebchpaTj,  The  li^ht  uf  his  rye  irai  >  jay  to  an, 
I  The  puh  of  hit  arivni  a  Morm  Id  flee  > 
But  there  came  >  voice  from  a  di«tuit  ahaie : 
Ha  wu  coUed— be  U  Graad  'midat  hi*  (liba  tm 

'"'  He  is  not  in  hit  place  when  Ihe  night-fire*  born, 
But  ve  look  lor  him'Still— ha  nlll  yet  return  1 

^  — Hia  brother  aat  niib  >  dmojing  brow 

In  the  glooiD  oT  the  ■hodowing  cypieai  boDgb, 

gf     We  rouaeil  biro — we  bade  him  no  longer  pina, 

For  we  heard  a  Mep— liut  the  atep  wm  ihine. 

I  nth  ^8  •**  t^i  O  Mfviger,  and  wepi  I 

We  looked  lor  the  mud  oF  tha  monmrul  song, 
■I,       Mournful,  though  amet — abe  hath  left  ua  long  t 
We  Cold  her  the  youth  of  her  hne  wu  gone, 
And  she  went  krthloaeek  him — ahe  pained  done; 
Uaze,  We  heu  not  her  voice  when  the  wooda  are  atiti, 
From  Ihe  bower  when  it  aang,  liiie  a  ulvti?  lilL 
The  joy  ofharaire  with  her  amile  ia  fled, 
The  winter  ia  white  on  hia  lonely  head, 
He  bath  none  by  hit  aide  when  the  wilda  we  trark, 
Ha  halh  none  when  we  real — yet  ahe  ccmea  not 

biekt 
'  We  looked  for  her  eye  on  ^la  feut  to  ahine, 
'■"  Ineeiy  atep— but  the  step  waa  tbine  I 

-thee,  O  atrangar,  and  wapt  I 
,      ,  V'  '  ^f  whu  halll  left  the  tfeu 
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We  know  that  the  bonen  »«  green  tad 

In  tbe  light  of  that  HimmeT  shoR, 
AnJ  wekmmthattherriendineluTebitMethcce, 

Tbay  u«  tbcte—uicl  the;  neep  no  more ! 

AnJ  ne  know  ttiey  h&ve  qnendwd  tbelr  fever'i  Ihirat 
Fmn  ttw  Fountain  of  Youtli  era  now  • 

For  there  must  the  Mream  in  ita  freshneis  bnnt, 
Wtiidi  none  niay  find  below  1 

And  ws  know  that  they  will  Dot  be  lured  to  eiuth 
From  the  lanJ  of  tleathleaa  flowers, 

B;  the  feait,  or  the  Juice,  or  the  aong  of  oiirth, 
Thmigh  Iheir  bamte  nere  oitce  with  ouib  ; 

Tbottgh  thej  nt  with'  fa  hj  the  night-Gre'i  Uitze, 

And  bent  wkh  ue  the  bow, 
And  heard  uie  tala  of  our  latbera'  dtji, 

Which  ue  told  to  othen  now  I 

Boi  tell  m,  thoa  tHitI  of  the  Kjeiaa  itrua  I 
Can  then  who  hare  lored  forget  1 

We  call — and  they  answer  not  again — 
— Do  they  lore — da  they  loTe  ua  yet  1 

Oath  the  warrior  think  of  hit  brother  lAere, 

And  the  &theT  of  hM  chilli  1 
Andlhechie^  of  thowihat  were  want  to  (bare 

Hit  f  anderingi  through  the  wild  1 

We  call  them  br  through  the  lilent  night. 
And  Ibey  apeak  not  from  rave  or  hill ; 

We  know,  thou  bird  1  lliat  their  land  is  bright, 
But  aay,  <la  they  love  there  atiU  1 
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We  aaw  thee,  O  atranger,  and  wepti 
We  lookeil  for  the  youth  of  the  sunny  glance, 
Wbon  rtep  wa>  the  fleetest  in  cfaaeeordimcet 


The  light  of  his  rye  wae  a  jej  to  see, 
The  path  of  hj<  arowa  a  Morm  to  flee! 
But  (here  came  a  vdee  from  a  dietant  shore : 
Ue  was  called— he  is  found  'midst  his  tribe  oa 

He  i>  not  in  his  place  when  the  night-firei  born,' 
But  we  look  for  him'Stitl— he  will  yet  return  1 
— His  brotlier  aat  with  a  droc^iing  brow 
In  the  gloom  of  the  shadowing  cypreai  bough. 
We  mused  him — we  bade  him  no  longer  jine, 
For  we  heard  a  itep — bat  the  step  waa  thine. 

We  saw  thee,  O  stranger,  and  wept  I 
We  looked  Ibr  the  maid  of  the  mournful  aong, 
Mournful,  though  sweet — she  hath  left  us  long  I 
We  told  her  Ihe  youth  of  her  love  was  gone. 
And  she  went  forth  lo  seek  him— rte  paawd  aJone; 
We  hear  not  her  voice  when  the  woods  are  itill, 
From  the  bower  where  it  sang,  like  a  silvery  rill. 
The  joy  of  lier  sire  with  her  smile  ii  Bed, 
The  winter  is  while  on  his  lonely  head, 
He  hath  none  by  his  ude  when  ttie  wilds  we  track, 
Ue  hath  none  when  we  reel — yet  she  comes  nc4 
baekl 


We  saw  thee,  O  stmngar,  and  wept  1 
We  hKdwd  for  Ihe  chief  who  hath  kft  the  apeu 
And  the  bow  of  bis  batllea  forgotlsn  here! 
We  looked  for  the  hunter,  wboee  briik'i  kuoent 
On  (he  wind  of  the  forest  at  ete  is  sent: 
We  looked  (iir  the  fint-ban,  whoae  mother's  cry 
Sounds  wild  and  shrill  through  the  mi-inigbt  sky  I 
— Where  are  they  1 — thou'rt  eeeking  some  distant 

Oh,  aik  of  them,  stranger! — send  back  (he  lost' 
Tell  them  we  mourn  by  the  dark  blue  etreami^ 
Tell  them  onr  live*  Uit  of  them  are  dreams! 
Tell,  how  we  sat  In  the  gloom  to  [nne. 
And  to  watch  for  a  step— but  Ihe  step  was  thinsi 
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pftrmg  Hnd  dinppoailng.  TlAy  roDlvftd,  u  length,  I 
kbfl  dalukvo  punul^  feod  id  TrtuTn,  irbicti,  aflcr  a  nur 
dlScnUl^  flay  etCeruiA.  Whon  ihej  nporied  clifllt 
tunstolhoErcounU7mei],  (ha  young  mrrLora  were  InAomad 
vhhuiIrrDilKlbltt  da]nLoJnitde,and  nukAacoaqi 
ID  ctiumCng  a  CDunriy ;  buL  all  iJielr  aLipnipU  ha^B  J 
pnnHlabanir^DsrcrbavlnglManabla (gala  wind  Ibuan- 


Son  of  (he  ctnuigeil  woalJil  thoD  ttke 

O'er  jon  btna  hills  thy  lonelj  way. 

To  mcb  the  Mill  uxl  lUning  lake 

Along  whofe  builu  tba  ncat-winda  pUj  1 

,  —Let  no  Tuo  dreami  thy  b«[t  beguiia, 

Oh  I  aeek  thou  not  the  Fountoin-kle  I 

Lull  but  the  mighty  serpent  king  ■ 

'MidM  the  gray  rocki,  hii  old  domain ; 
Ward  but  the  coU|;ar'e  ileutly  (pring, 
— Thy  dep  th^t  take'*  green  shore  may  gain ; 
And  the  br^ht  lale,  when  all  is  puied 
Shall  vainly  meet  thine  eye  at  hut ! 
Yea  1  there,  with  all  ita  rainbow  rtreani*, 

Ctaai  u  within  tliina  arrow's  Sight, 

The  Isle  of  Fonnti,  the  Isle  of  dreams, 

Floats  on  the  wktc  in  golden  light; 

And  lovely  will  the  ahadowa  lie 

Of  giovei  whiae  ftnit  H  not  for  thee  I 

And  breathings  from  thar  tunny  flowers. 

Which  are  not  of  the  things  that  the, 
And  alnglng  viNces  from  their  bowera 
Shall  greet  thee  in  their  purple  sky; 
Soft  vMcei,  e'en  like  those  that  JweO 
Far  in  the  green  reed's  hdlow  cell. 
Or  halt  thoii  heard  thenamb  that  riie 

From  the  deep  chambere  of  the  earth? 
The  wild  and  wondrous  melodies 
To  which  the  ancient  rocks  gave  larthTt 
Like  that  sweet  aong  of  hidden  cavee 
Shall  anell  those  wood-notes  o'er  the  waves. 
The  emerald  wavo!— they  take  thrir  hue 

Aitd  injage  from  that  aunbright  shon ; 
But  wouldst  thou  lauTKh  thy  light  canoe. 
And  woutdit  tliou  ply  thy  raind  oar, 
Elefbre  thee,  hadst  thou  morning's  speed, 
The  dreamy  land  should  still  recede  I 


Yet  on  the  breeze  thou  still  wouldst  heu 

The  mnsu  of  ita  Bowering  shades, 
And  ever  should  the  »und  be  near 
or  founts  that  ripple  through  its  glades; 
The  sound,  and  sgbt,  and  flashing  ray 
Of  joyous  waters  in  theii  play ! 

But  wo  loT  him  who  sees  them  burst 

With  their  bright  spray-ahowert  to  the  lake 
Earth  has  no  spring  to  quench  the  thirst 
That  semblance  in  his  soul  shall  wako 
For  ever  pouring  through  hia  dreams, 
The  gush  of  tbeaa  untasled  streams ! 

Bright,  bright,  in  many  a  rocky  urn, 

The  waters  of  our  deserts  lie, 

Yet  at  the  source  his  lip  shall  burn. 

Parched  with  the  fever's  agony  ! 

From  the  blue  mountains  to  the  main, 

Our  thousand  floods  may  roll  in  vain. 

'en  thus  our  hunters  eime  of  yore 
Back  from  their  long  and  weary  quest ; 
'Had  they  not  seen  th'  untrodden  shore, 
And  could  they  'midst  our  wilds  find  reitl 
The  lightning  of  their  glance  wai  ded, 
Tliey  dnell  amongst  us  as  the  dead  I 

They  lay  beside  our  glittering  rills, 

Witli  visions  in  their  darkened  i-ye, 
Their  Joy  was  not  amidst  the  hills. 
Where  elk  and  deer  before  us  Byi 
Theii  spears  upon  the  cedar  hung, 
Their  javelins  to  the  wind  were  Sung. 
They  bent  no  more  the  forest-bow. 

They  armed  not  with  the  warrior  band. 
The  moons  wined  o'er  them  dim  ami  slow — 
—They  leA  us  (or  the  spirit's  land  I 
Beneath  our  pines  yon  greensward  heap 
Show  where  the  restless  found  tlieir  sleep. 

Son  of  the  stranger  I  if  at  eve 

Silence  be  'midst  us  in  thy  place, 
Yet  go  not  where  the  mighty  leave 

The  strength  of  battle  and  of  chase!      ' 
et  no  vain  dreams  thy  heart  beguile, 
h  I  seek  tliou  not  the  Fountiin-lsle ! 


oEiw,  oTtijrownwiih  My  (Mnos  and  ndoin  and  coi 
lid  Rioaynidci^  ara  Inbablia]  ij  Ibe  klnga  arehl 
nltl«nakt^  whom  Ihtj  ilenDmlnals  cha  "  Drlghi  o 

Jill  which  ponnalhepowerofdimwlng  tolhamar 
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inhabl-  I"  li  suppoaodllannir  «rn 
larise,  [laliibjurndins  nm^njcraioi; 
P  living  i  land,  vachhfaringB  bandnlbo 


icltiulT  proclaimed  In 


fdaMuii-a^anilalluilad  TheRB  was  heard  the  sound  of  acoming  Ibei 
I  There  was  sent  through  Britain  a  bended  bow, 
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lid  t  loke  wu  poutMl  on  the  ftes  iniuk  fu, 
1  Uh  Unil  tote  up  at  the  ugn  of  wu, 

"  H««d  je  not  the  battle-horn  t 
^Reaper  I  leave  tby  goUJen  com  1 
I.ea<B  it  for  the  binU  of  heaven, 
Swonla  miut  Huh,  and  spean  be  riven  1 
Ltave  it  for  the  windi  to  abed — 
Ann!  eie  Britain's  turf  grow  redl" 


"  Baaterl  leave  Ih©  raoiintain-chase  1 
Take  the  falchion  flam  Ita  place  1 
Lrt  the  wolf  go  free  tiMlay, 
Leave  bim  for  a  mAtei  prey  I 
Let  the  deer  ungallad  iweep  by,— 
Aimlbee!  Britain'*  taea  are  nigh  1" 

Aod  Ihe  bonier  anned  ere  Ihe  chan  wu  done, 
And  llw  bemlnl  ban  and  tiie  voice  paawd  on. 

"  Chieftain  !  quit  the  jojoiu  feast ! 
Buy  not  till  tbo  toag  hath  cessol : 
Tboogh  the  mead  t>e  fciaming  bright, 
Tlwugh  the  firo  givea  radJy  tight, 
Leave  the  hearth  anil  leave  the' hall-- 
Ann  tliee !  Brilain'a  foes  must  fail '." 
And  the  chieftain  armed,  and  the  horn  waa  blown, 
And  the  bended  bovr  and  the  voice  passed  un. 
**  Prince  I  thy  father'*  deeds  are  told. 
In  the  bower  and  in  Ihe  hold  1 
Wbere  the  goslhcnl'e  lay  is  sung. 
When  the  minstrEla  harp  is  strung  1 
—Foes  are  iin  Ihv  nalive  sea— 
Give  our  bards  a  tale  of  thee  I" 
And  the  prince  came  armal,  like  a  leader's  *i 
AnJ  the  bended  bow  and  Ihe  voice  passed  on. 
■  Mother !  stay  thou  not  thy  boy ! 
He  must  learn  the  battle'*  joy . 
SklctI  bring  the  nvord  and  spear, 
Give  thy  brother  word*  ofcheerl 
Miklen!  lad  thy  lover  part, 
Britain  call*  the  strong  in  heart  1" 
And  the  bended  bow  and  the  voce  passed  oi 
Aul  the  bard*  made  song  for  a  battle  iron. 

HE  NEVER  SMILED  AGAIN.* 


And  what  was  England'*  ^Icrious  crjwn 

To  him  that  wept  a  aon  1 
He  lived — fur  liie  may  long  be  borne 

Ere  sarrow  break  its  cbaia ; — 
Why  come*  not  death  lo  those  who  mouin  1 

— Ho  never  amiled  again  1 

There  stood  proud  forms  around  his  throne. 

The  Kately  and  the  hrave. 
But  which  could  fill  the  place  of  one. 

That  one  beneath  the  wave  1 
Before  him  passed  the  young  and  lair. 

Id  pleasure's  recklew  train, 
But  sea*  da*hecl  o'er  hi*  son's  bright  hait^ 

— He  never  smiled  again ' 

He  ut  where  festal  bowls  wont  round ; 

He  heard  the  minstrel  sing. 
Ho  saw  tlie  tourney's  victor  crowned. 

Amidst  the  knightly  ringr 
A  murmur  of  the  restless  deep 

Was  blent  with  every  strain, 
A  voice  of  winds  that  would  not  sleep— 

— He  never  *miled  agaiu ! 

Hearts,  in  that  time,  closed  o'er  the  trac« 

Of  vow*  once  fondly  poured, 
And  strangers  look  tlie  kinsman'*  place 

At  many  a  joyous  board  j 
Oraves,  which  true  love  had  bathed  with  lean, 

Were  left  to  Heaven'*  bright  rain. 
Fresh  \Kpea  were  born  for  Other  years — 

— fie  never  smiled  again  I 


■nietti*r  tC  Henrj  Oie  Biaai  la^  In  Mow  lo  Uis  •Hist 

iliiuth  of  Funuvmud,  vhera  tt  was  vIMml  by  Bt&hud  Qiur- 

ik-Lkm,  nlu^  ™  beSuldlng  U,  wu  luuct  with  horrar  and 

ns,  iikI  biucrl;  nprcachcd  hlmtlf  for  Ihu  nbdKiHS 

Ki  which  had  boen  Qui  rneaia  of  brtnflng  hla  Cuber  K 

iiimijl)' grave. 

Torches  were  bluing  clear, 

Hymns  pealing  deep  and  slow. 
Where  a  king  lay  Blately  on  his  Inei, 

In  the  church  of  Fonlevraud, 
Bonner*  of  battle  o'er  him  hung. 

And  warriors  slept  beneath. 
And  light,  as  Noon's  broad  Ught,  wo*  flung 

On  the  eettled  face  of  death. 

On  the  settled  face  of  death 
A  strong  and  ruddy  glare. 
Though  dimmed  at  times  by  Ihe  censer"*  l>roi<(A. 
Yet  it  fell  still  brightest  there 
.  A*  if  each  deeply-furrowed  tram 
Of  earthly  jcais  lo  sbow.- 
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The  matbte  floor  was  iwept 

By  man;  a  long  dark  ttaie, 
As  the  kneeling  prieitB  TounJ  him  that  alept, 

Sang  maw  for  the  partrd  aoul ; 
AnJ  salenui  neie  Ihe  strains  they  poured 

Thnughthe  elillneaaof  the  night, 
With  the  croea  aliavr,  and  the  clown  anil  award, 

And  the  lilent  king  in  sight 

There  wa«  heard  a  hnvj  clang, 

Aa  of  steel-girt  men  the  tread. 
And  the  tomba  and  the  hollow  pavement  tang 

With  a  sounding  trill  of  dread; 
And  th»  lialy  chaunt  was  huahed  awhile. 

As,  t>y  the  torch's  Same, 
A  gleiDi  or  arms,  up  the  sweeping  aisle, 

With  a  mail-clad  leader  came. 

Became  with  haughty  look, 

An  eagle-gtanec  and  clear, 
But  his  proud  heart  through  its  breast-plate  shook. 

When  he  alooJ  beside  the  bier  [ 
He  stood  there  sUll  with  a  droojnng  brow, 

And  cluped  hands  o'er  it  raised  ; — 
For  hii  father  lay  before  him  tow, 

It  was  Caut-do-LIon  gazed  I 

And  silently  he  strove 

With  the  workings  of  his  breast, 
But  then 's  more  in  late  repentant  lof« 

Than  steel  may  keep  ■uppreawd ! 
And  his  tears  brake  foitii,  at  last,  like  rain — 

Men  held  their  breath  in  awe, 
For  his  bee  was  seen  by  his  tvirrior-lniiii. 

And  he  recked  not  that  they  saw. 

He  looked  upon  the  dead, 

And  sorrow  seemed  la  lie, 
A.  wdght  of  sorrow,  even  like  lead, 

Pate  on  the  tast-shut  eye. 
Ble  stooped — and  kiased  the  fnnen  cheek, 

And  the  hoarj  hand  of  clay, 
Tilt  bursting  words — yet  all  too  weak — 

Gave  his  soul's  pission  nay. 

"Oh,  father!  is  it  vain. 

This  lite  remorse  and  deepi 
bpeakto  me,  father!  ones  again, 

I  weep — behold,  I  weepl 
Alas!  my  guiltypride  and  irel 

Were  but  this  woric  undone, 
I  ivDuld  ji^vo  England's  crown,  my  rirel 

To  liear  thee  bless  Iby  soa. 

"  Speak  to  me !  mighty  grief 

£re  nowthe  dust  halbrtirredt 

Hear  w,  but  hear  mcl— father,  eUeT, 

Mj  king!  I  mvtt  U:  heardl 


—Hashed,  bashed — how  is  it  th^  I  call. 

And  that  thou  answerest  not  1 
When  was  it  thus! — wo,  wo  for  all 

The  love  m;  soul  tbrgotl 

"  Thy  nlver  hoin  I  see, 

8ottiU,aosadlybrightI 
And  father,  father  I  but  iiir  me, 

They  had  not  been  so  white! 
f  bora  thee  down,  high  heart  1  at  last, 

No  longer  couldst  tbon  strive) — 
Ofat  Jot  one  moment  of  Ihe  past, 

To  kneel  and  say — '  Forgiver 

"  Thou  wert  the  nobleat  king, 

On  royal  throne  e'er  seen ; 
And  thou  didst  wear,  in  knightly  ring, 

Ofali,  Ihe  stateliest  mien; 
And  thou,  didst  prove,  where  spears  an  pmvsd 

In  war,  the  bravest  heart — 
— Oh!  ever  the  renowned  and  loved 

Thou  wert — and  tkcrt  thou  art! 

"  Thou  that  my  boyhood's  guide 

Didst  take  fond  joy  U>  be ! — 
The  limes  I've  sported  at  Ihy  nde. 

And  climbed  Ihy  parent-kneel 
And  there  before  Ihe  blessed  shrine. 

My  sirel  1  see  thee  lie, — 
How  will  that  sad  still  face  of  thine 

Look  on  ms  till  1  diet" 


Camdtn'i  BrilannliL 

Yea!  1  hate  seen  the  ancient  oak 

On  tite  dark  deep  water  east. 
And  it  was  not  Ivlled  by  the  woodman's  attoko. 
Or  the  rush  of  the  sweeping  blast; 
For  the  axe  might  never  touch  that  tree, 
And  the  air  vros  still  as  a 


I  saw  it  fall,  aa  Mis  a  chief 
By  on  arrow  in  Ihe  6ghl, 
And  tlie  old  woods  shook,  to  their  loftiest  leaf 
At  the  crashing  of  its  might  I 
And  the  startled  deer  lo  their  coverts  drew. 
And  the  ipr*y  of  the  lake  aa  a  buntain'a  flew  I 

'Tis  lollenl  bat  tlunk  Ihou  not  I  ireep 
I        For  the  forest's  pride  u'enhrown; 
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A  jrathful  bead,  with  iti  riuDinj  hair, 

And  itt  bright  quick-nulling  eye — 
— Well  iTia;  I  weep!  for  the  boy  U  fur. 
Too  fair  a  thing  (o  dis  I 
But  on  hia  brow  the  mark  ii  ael — 
Ob[  cogid  my  life  iRleemUin  ;ett 

He  bounded  by  me  ai  I  gazed 

Atone  on  Ihe  btol  dga, 
And  it  ■eemed  like  mnfhine  when  he  ruaed 
HU  jojoua  glance  (o  mine ', 
With  a  (tag's  fleet  itep  he  bounded  by, 
So  fiiQ  of  life— but  he  must  diel 

Be  dhuI,  he  innsti  in  that  deep  dell, 

Bf  tfaat  dark  waler'l  itilo, 
'Til  known  that  ne'er  a  proml  tree  fell. 
But  an  heir  of  hii  father'a  died. 
And  be — thera'a  laoghler  in  hia  eye, 
Joy  in  hia  race — yat  ha  must  die  I 

Tra  borne  him  in  Ibeae  arma,  that  new 

Ai«  nerreleaa  and  unatrung ; 
And  moit  I  ace,  on  thai  fair  brow. 
The  doit  unlimel  J  flung  1 
I  Buiit! — yon  green  oak,  branch  and  treat, 
Ue*  Boatiiig  on  the  dadi  lake'*  breaat  I 

The  Dobbi  boy! — how  proudly  apning 

Tba  falcon  firomhiihandl 
It  aeemed  like  yaoth  to  aee  him  yoting, 
A  Sower  in  lua  &ther'i  land  I 
But  the  boar  of  the  kncU  and  the  dirge  ia  nigh, 
For  Ihe  tree  hath  fallen,  and  tba  flower  moat  die. 

Saj  nat  "tii  nint-rl  iM  Ihee,  aona 

An  warned  by  a  meteor'a  light,        ' 
Or  a  pale  bird  flilliDgcall*  Ihem  bonis, 
Or  a  nice  on  the  wind*  by  night; 
Asd  tbe7  moat  go! — and  be  too,  he — 
—Wo  br  tlie  fall  of  the  glomu*  Troel 


THE  WILD  HITNTSMAN. 


V  Uw  air  Lo  tba  oppotfu  caKia  of 
IchBOem    Ii  It  aoMeaaj  imtnci  that  tha  inuni]    ~ 

sda  wai  btacd  b]F  ihe  Duks  dC  Badta 
u  of  iha  IM  Kat  la  Osnunj. 


or  Ihe  savif^e  horn,  from  llio  m 
Aa  the  Wild  Ni^'hl  Huolanian  paeud, 

And  the  nut  of  Ihe  Moriny  chase  went  by, 
Through  the  dark  unquielikyi 

The  Bta;  sprung  up  from  hie  mosay  bed 
When  be  caught  the  pierdng  anunda, 

And  Ihe  oak.boughs  crashed  lo  hia  antlemd  head 
As  he  flew  from  the  liewlesa  hounds; 

And  the  falcon  aoared  from  her  craggy  height, 
Away  through  Ihe  rushing  nightl 

The  banner  shook  on  its  ancient  boli^ 

id  the  jHne  in  its  deecrt-place, 
As  the  cloud  and  tempest  omtard  mtlr^ 

With  Ihe  din  of  Ihe  tnnipling  race ; 
And  Ihe  glena  nere  filled  with  the  laugh  an^  iWitK, 

And  the  bugle,  ringing  oull 

Frooi  tlie  chieftain'*  hand  tfae  wine-cup  fiilt, 

At  the  cattle's  featiTC  board, 
And  a  sudden  pause  came  o'er  the  screQ 

Of  the  haip'a  triumphal  chord'. 
And  the  MinnesiiigerV  thrilling  lay 

In  the  hall  died  tM  away. 

The  convent'a  chanted  rile  waa  atayed. 

And  the  hermit  dropped  his  beads, 
And  a  trembling  ran  through  the  foreat-ahade. 

At  the  neigh  of  the  phantom  steeds, 
And  the  church-bell*  pealod  to  the  rocking  Uaat 

As  the  Wild  Night-HunUman  pnssrri 

The  storm  hath  swept  with  the  chase  sway, 

Then  ta  atiUnea*  in  Ihe  aky. 
But  the  mother  looks  iHi  her  son  lo-day, 

With  a  troubled  heart  and  eye, 
And  thomaiden'a  bron  hath  a  shade  of  can 

'Midat  the  gleam  of  ber  golden  hair  1 

The  Rhine  flow*  bright,  but  its  noTcs  ere  long 

Must  bear  the  voice  of  war. 
And  a  clash  of  (ipeara  our  hills  among, 

And  a  trumpet  from  afar; 
And  the  brave  on  a  bloody  turf  must  lie, 
r  the  Hunlsman  hath  gone  by  t 
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Tat  com,  in  gidden  light, 
WaTca  o'er  Ihe  plain; 
The  sekle'*  gleam  i*  bright; 

Full  swells  the  grata. 


Eertnuir  iren  ao  called  In  Lhe  i 
tFotibarearaCihel 
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On  ereiy  breeie  and  knell 
The  himlcts  pour, — 

—We  know  iu  came  too  well, 
Site  ft  no  mare  ( 

Earth  shrouds  nilb  burig,[  kxI 
Her  soft  eye's  blue, — 

—Now  o'er  the  giOs  of  C3oJ 
Fall  leira  like  dew  1 

THE  SHADE  OF  THESEUS. 


KkDw  je  not  when  our  iIiaJ 

from  sleep  to  luttle  iprungl 
-When  the  Persisn  charger's  tresJ 

On  their  covering  greensward  rungl 
Wlien  the  trampling  march  of  Toci 

Hiul  crushed  our  vines  and  Huwers, 
When  jewelled  crests  anise 

Through  the  holy  laurel  bowcn, 

When  banners  caught  the  breeze, 
When  helms  in  sunlight  slione, 
When  masts  were  on  the  aeat. 
An  J  spean  on  Marathon. 

There  was  one,  a  leader  crowned, 

And  armed  Tor  Greece  that  day; 
But  the  raJcliions  made  no  sound 

On  hia  gleamini;  war-array. 
In  the  battle's  front  he  stood, 

With  hia  tall  ami  shadowy  crest; 
But  tha  arrows  drew  no  blood 

Though  liieir  path  was  through  his  breast. 

Wlicn  banners  caught  the  breeie. 
When  helms  in  lunliglit  shouc. 
When  maxls  were  on  (lie  aeaa, 
And  spears  on  Marathon. 

His  sword  «ru  aeen  In  flash 

Where  the  boldest  deeds  were  done; 
Unt  it  smote  without  a  clash ; 

The  stroke  was  heard  by  nonet 
His  voice  vrai  not  of  those 

Thai  swelled  the  rolling  blast, 
And  his  steps  fell  boshed  like  snowf  - 

'Twas  the  Shads  of  Theseus  passed  t 

When  banners  caught  the  breeze. 
When  helms  in  sunlight  shone. 
When  malts  wero  on  the  sca^ 
Ajid  spears  on  Marathon. 

Far  sweF[»ng  through  the  foe, 

With  a  Gory  chcrge  he  bore; 
A  ul  ton  MeJe  .eft  many  a  bow 

Ol  tbn  ■ounding  ocean-shore, 


And  the  foaming  waves  grew  red. 
And  the  sails  were  crowded  fast. 

When  the  sons  of  Asia  fled. 
As  the  Shade  of  Theseus  pawed! 

.    When  banners  caught  the  breeie, 
When  helms  in  sunlight  sbrnw, 
When  masts  were  on  the  seas, 


ANCIENT  GREEK  SONQ  OP  EXILE 
WuRRE  is  the  summer,  with  her  golden  suni 

— That  lectal  glory  bath  not  passed  framewth: 
For  me  alone  the  laughing  day  is  done  1 
Where  is  the  summer  with  her  voice  of  mirthi 
—Far  in  my  own  bright  land! 

Where  are  the  Fauns,  whose  flute-notes  breathe 

On  the  green  hillsl  the  founts,  from  spany  cava 
Through  the  wild  places  bearing  melody! 

reeds,  low  whispering  o'er  the  rivermiTesI 
— Far  in  my  own  bright  land  I 

Where  are  the  temples,  through  the  dun  wood 

The  virgin-danees,  and  the  choral  strunal 
7'liere  Iho  sweet  sisters  of  my  youth  entwining 
The  Spring's  first  roses  for  their  sylvan  bnesl 
— Far  in  my  own  bright  land  I 

Where   are   the   vineyards,  with   thdr   joyoo* 

9  red  grapes  pressing  when  the  foliage  fiulesi 
yres,  the  wreaths,  the  lovely  Dorian  songs, 


The  lyres,  the  wreaths,  the  lovely  Doi  .., 

And  the  jnne  forests,  and  the  olive  Ebadeal 

— Fat  in  my  own  bright  Und  1 


Where  the  deep  haunted  grots,  the  laurd  bowera, 
The    Dryad's    footsteps,    and   the   minstrel's 
dreams? 
— OhI  that  my  life  were  as  a  southern  flower's! 
I  might  not  languish  then  by  these  chill  strcBma, 
Far  from  iny  own  bright  bind  I 


"  L(s  Onnli  F^iNlbna  pii  Icsquela  on  lUplnre  en  Crtcs  k 
loct  de  an  prochs^  ptcnnnl  h  nom  panioillar  ds  MjrWa- 
li,  comiDE  qui  dirajl,  Diaaiun  da  lanienuilan,  anaplabiiaa. 
'-a  nujivte  Tleni-U  dfl  nndre  Is  doniier  nui^r,  m  l^nun^  ^ 
tin, «  filln,  Kinun,  csUea,  en  un  nicK,<le  sh  pluspradias 
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M,  •'hihllltiu  ds  MaiK,  (nmme  pour  la  (drtmon! 
TK  c«fl  dklTfenina,  qu^etlo  girdtnL  Ik  Kite  nvi 
□I  tfoa  et  pendnnu    Cot  tp^trtja  vm^ntm,  le 
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nmuioni  dline  uim  nplot:  n 
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ckinte  I_i  1«  lonnw.    !!•  K>ni  loujouni  imprDrMe,  can 

gudQnni,r«elnnik. 

aa<U.P^ml-,inJdHa3TtceMail>r»a,paran«rl,L 

A  wtii.  wM  beard  UMind  th«  bed,  Ihe  deatb-bed 

of  the  joDDg, 
Anudal  her  lean  the  Funeral  Chant  a  moomrul 

mother  lung. 
— "lanthk!  do«t  thou  deqil— Thou  deepest  I— 

but  ihia  is  not  Ihe  rest, 
The  breathing  md  Ihe  t«j  calm,- 1  hare  [allowed 

OD  my  breast  7 
1  lulled  Ib^  not  to  thit  repou,  lanthij  1  mj  nreet 

At  in  thj  glowing  childhood's  time  b;  twilight  I 

baie  done 
— Hcnr  ia  it  that  I  bear  (o  stand  and  look  upoQ 

And  Itwt  I  die  not.  neiiig  death  on  thy  pale  glo- 


"  I  look  upon  thee,  tbou  that  werl  of  all  most  fair 

and  bniTel 
I  ■■•  tbee  wealing  slill  too  much  ot  beauty  Tor  the 

TllM^  mmmfully  thy  smile  is  fiinl,  and  heavily 

thine  eye 
Hadi  Aai  above  the  blcaa.gUnce  that  in  it  loved 

loliel 
Aad  &at  is  boond  Ihe  spriagiag  step,  that  soemei] 

on  brcctea  bome, 
Whn  lo  thy  coneh  1  came  and  sokT, — '  Wako, 

honlar,  oake.  'lis  mom!' 
\H  an  Iboa  loTdy  stil^  my  floivcrl  unlouclieil  by 

slow  decay, 
— Atid  I,  the  withered  stem,  remain — I  would  that 

grid'  might  slay  I 

"Ohl  cTerwbenl  met  thy  look,  I  knew  that  (JUi 

would  be! 
I  knew  too  wdl  that  length  of  days  wu  not  a  gift 

for  thee! 
I  saw  k  in  thy  kindling  cheek,  and  in  tliy  bearing 

A  voice  csime  whispering  to  my  soul,  and  k4d  me 
thou  most  die  1 


— Why  doth  a  mother  lire  to  say—. 

■nd  my  dead  1 
They  tell  me  of  thy  youthlU  ftme,  they  Ulk  of 

— Speak  thait,  and  I  wiD  hear!  my  child,  lanlhul 

A  wail  was  beaid  anmnd  the  bed,  the  dcalhUd 

of  the  young, 
A  bit-haired  bride  the  Funeral  Chant  amidst 

her  weeping  aung. 
— "lanthis!  look'st  thou  not  on  me?— Can  lora 

indeed  be  Oedl      . 
When  was  it  wo  before  lo  gan  Dpon  thy  AtaJy 

headi 

I  would  that  1  had  Mowed  ibee,  lanlhis,  my  be- 
loved! 
And  stnod  as  noman  oft  hath  stood  where  bicbful 

hearts  are  proved  I 
That  I  had  bound  a  breastplate  on,  and  battled  at 

thy  side- 
It  would  have  been   a  blened  thing  logethei 

had  we  died  1 


Eul  where  was  1  when  thou  didst  fall  benaalk 

the  fatal  sword  1 
VfaM  I  besiiie  llie  spnrliUng  fount,  or  at  the  peace- 

ful  board  1 
Or  singing  some  sweet  song  of  old,  In  the  shadair 

of  the  vine, 
Or  praying  to  the  nints  for  thee,  before  the  holy 

shrino  1 
And  ihou  wert  lying  low  the  while,  the  liie-dropa 

from  thy  heart 
Foslgunhinglikea  mountain-spring  I — andconldst 

thou  thus  depart] 
CoulJgl  ihoD  depart,  nor  on  my  lips  pour  out  Ihj 

fleeting  breath  1 
— OhI  1  was  with  thee  Init  in  Joy,  thai  should 

havo  been  in  death  1 


Yes!  I  was  with  Ihee  when  Ibo  dance  through 

muy  rings  was  led, 
Lnd  when  the  lyre  and  voics  were  toned,  arul 
when  the  least  was  spread , 
But  net  where  noble  blood  flowed  folh,  whei« 
sounding  jawlins  flew — 
Wbj  did  1  hear  love's  Arst  sweet  words,  and 
not  ila  last  adieul 
WhsX  now  can  breathe  of  gladni-wanor*,  what 

scene,  what  hour,  what  tonel 
The  blue  skie*  tade  with  all  their  lights,  they 

fade,  rincv  Ihou  art  gone! 
Even  Ihal  must  leave  me,  thai  still  ben,  by  all  my 
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A  wiil  wu  hc<ird  around  the  beJ,  the  (](«th-b«I 

of  ihe  yonng, 
Amidst  hn  tears  like  Funeral  Chanl 

amoomfd 

iittit  Bung. 
"Unthal  brothtfofmjioai:— ohIwereareDow 

the  <lay> 
That  laughed  among  the  deep  green 

our  inrant  plays? 
Wben  we  liro  apoited  by  the  ■tmnu 

billii,  on  alt 
or  Inured 

And  like  a  atAg'i,  the  locka  along,  wm  tby  Beel 

— I  Bce  the  plnea  them  waving  jct,  I  aes  tha  rilli 

descend, 
I  see  thy  bounding  tUp  no  man — my  brothtr  and 

luy  friend  1 

"  1  conM  irith  Sonera — for  apring  is  come  I — lan- 

thk  I  ait  thou  ken  ? 
I  bring  the  garlands  the  hath  brought,  I  eait  them 

on  thy  bier  1 
Thou  ahoutdit  be  crowned  with  victory'!  crown — 

but  oh  I  more  meet  Ikei/  aetia. 
The  Sni  faint  violeU  of  the  wood,  and  lilte*  of  the 

More  meet  for  one  lo  fondly  loved,  and  laid  thui 

early  low — 
■ — Alas!  how  Kully  deepi  thy  face  amidst  the  iui 

ahine'i  glow : 
The  golden  glow  that  through  thy  heart  wu  woi 

such  Joy  to  (end, 
—Wo,  tliat  it  emilea,  and  Dot  for  thee !— mj  brothi 

and  my  friend  1" 


THE  PARTING  SONG. 

iKe  la  rniniM  rm  a  uli  relaird  bj  FBuilel,  in  hli 


A  TOCTH  went  forth  to  exile,  from  a  home 
Such  a*  to  early  thought  gi*ea  imagea. 
The  longest  treamred  and  most  oft  recalled, 
And  brighleflt  kept,arloTe; — a  mountain  home. 
That,  with  the  murmur  of  ila  rocking  pinea 
Arid  Kunding  wster«,  firat  in  chilJhood'e  heart 
Wakei  the  deep  sense  of  nature  unto  joy, 
All  J  half  uBcanaciouii  prayer; — a  Giocian  home. 
With  the  trnnspttience  cf  blue  skies  o'erhung. 
And,  through  iht  dimness  of  its  oUve  ahaJes, 
(filching  the  flash  of  fountains,  and  Ihe  gleam 
<JI  shining  pillan  from  the  fanes  of  old. 
AnH.  Ibis  was  wlut  he  left  l — Yet  many  le«Te         | 
Far  more: — Ihe  glistening  eye,  that  first  from 


Called  out  the  Boul's  bright  amile;  the  gentle  hand, 
Which  through  Ihe  sunshine  ted  forth  infant  slcf* 
To  where  lbs  violet*  lay;  the  lender  voice 
That  earlier  taught  Ihem  what  daep  melody 
Li»e«  in  al&ction'«  tones— He  leB  not  lhe». 
—Happy  the  weeper,  that  but  weeps  lo  part 
With  all  a  mother'a  love  1— A  Intterer  grief 
Was  Ids— To  part  unfooedJ— of  her  uolored, 
That  should  have  breathed  upon  bis  heart,  like 

Spring, 
Fostering  its  young  faint  fioweni 

Yet  had  he  Aiendf 
And  they  went  forth  to  eiteer  him  on  hia  way 

Unto  the  parting  spot — and  she  too  went, 
That  mother,  taarleaE  for  her  youngestbora. 

The  parting  spot  was  reached: — a  lone  deep  gleD, 
Holy,  perchance,  of  yore,  for  cave  and  fount 
Were  there,  and  aweet^voiced  echoes ;  and  aboi^ 
The  ulcnce  of  the  blue,  still,  upper  Heaven 
Hung  round  the  cragsofPindus,  where  they  wore 
Their  crowning  enows. — Upon  a  rock  he  sprung, 
The  unbeloted  one,  fbr  bis  hoDM  to  gaie 
Througli  the  wild  laurels  back ;  bat  then  a  lijiht 
Broke  on  the  stern  proud  sadness  of  his  eye, 
A  sudden  quivering  U)iht,  and  from  hia  lips 
A  burst  of  pi    ' 


"Fan 
I  bear  Ihee,  0  thou  mslung  str 
from  my  native  dell, 
Thou  'rt  hearing  thencfl  a  mouroful 

nur  of  farewell  1 
And  fare  f  hee  well — flow  on,  my  Arewn! — flow  m, 

Ihou  bright  and  free  I  . 

I  do  but  dream  that  in  thy  iciix  one  tune  bUDSnt* 

But  1  have  boon  ■  thing  unloved,  from  chilJliaod'a 

loving  yeara, 
And  therefore  turns  my  soul  to  tboe,  fi>r  tboD  but 

known  my  tears ; 
The  minintains,  and  the  cavea,  and  tboQ,  mj  secnl 

lean  have  known: 
The  woodi  can  tell  where  to  hath  wept,  that  over 


"  I  see  thee  once  again,  my  homo !  thou  'it  ibera 

amidst  thy  vinos, 
And  clear  upon  thy  gleanung  iDof  the  light  of  anm. 

It  is  a  joyous  hour  when  ere  comei  wfalsporinf 

through  thy  groves, 
The  hour  that  brings  the  son  from  toil,  the  honi 
the  mother  loves  I 
-The  hour  (As  nwfAer  loves  1— fbr  me  beloved  It 

bath  not  been ; 
et  ever  in  its  purple  smile,  ihou  smiTst,  a  blea»«d 
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WbaM  quiet  be&ut^  o'er  taj  wdI  thnnigh  duUQt 

yean  wil{  coma — 
—Yet  what  but  as  the  dead,  to  thee,  ahall  1  be 

then,  my  boroe  1 
"  Not  w  tbe  desd  i — no,  not  the  dead !— We  apeak 

of  Uiem — we  keep 
Tleir  name*,  Kke  light  that  miut  not  fade,  mthin 

out  boaoma  deep  1 
We  hillow  e'en  the  lyre  they  toadied,  we  love  11 

lay  they  aang, 
Wo  pua  with  eofler  etep  the  place  fAey  fliled  oi 

band  unongl 
But  I  depart  like  eound,  like  dew,  tiks  aught  that  <| 

laves  on  earth 
No  trace  of  aoiTow  or  deUght,  no  memorr  of  it 

fabth! 
(  fol  the  ecliii  of  the  rock  a  thouaand  Botiga  may 

■well 
When  mine  ii  a  forgotten  loice. — Woods,  moun- 

taiui,  home,  farewell  1 

''  And  farewell,  motber !— I  have  barns  id  lonely 
■ilenca  long, 

Sut  DPI*  the  current  of  m;  amil  giowi  pasnooale 
and  atipng  I 

And  I  wilt  apeak  I  though  but  the  wind  that  wan- 
den  through  the  sky, 

And  but  the  duk  docp-iustling  piitea  and  rolliDg 
atreami  reply. 

Yal  I  will  apeak  1~-within  mj  breari  whate'ei 
bath  ■eemed  lo  be, 

rbere  kj  a  hidden  fount  of  lore,  that  would  have 
goahcd  for  Ihee ! 

Biigbtl;  it  would  have  guihed,  but  thou,  my  mo- 
ther 1  thou  bait  'Jirown 

Back  on  tbe  farert*  and  the  witdi  what  ihootd 
hate  been  thine  own  1 

"  Then  (an  thee  well  I  I  leaTe  thee  not  in  loneli- 

Since  thou  bait  no*  of  atatelier  mien  and  fairer 

brow  than  mine! 
Focgm  me  that  thou  coaUrt  not  lore  1 — itmajbe, 

that  a  ton* 
Yet  ttom  my  burning  heart  may  pierce,  through 

thine,  when  I  am  gone  I 
And  Ihoa  perchance  mayit  weep  f<n  him  on  whom 

thiKi  ike'er  hast  ainiled, 
And  tbe  grate  gtie  hii  Urthright  back  to  thy 

glected  child  1 
Might  but  my  (pirit  Iftm  return,  and  ■midtf  its  kin- 
dred dwell. 
And  qaench  iti  thint  with  lore'i  free  lean  1— 'tie 

■&  a  dream — farewdll" 

"Faiewdir-'the  nho  died  with  that   deep 

T«(  dud  not  n  the  late  repentant  pang 

By  the  itrain  qajekened  in  the  lootber'i  breail  I 


There  had  pnned  many  changea  o'er  her  brow. 
And  cheek,  and  eye;  but  into  one  bright  flood 
Ofteoia  at  laet  all  melted;  and  the  fdi 
On  the  glad  bosom  of  her  child,  and  cried 
"  Return,  return,  my  »onr — the  echo  caught 
A  lovelier  Mund  than  song,  and  woke  again. 
Murmuring — "Return,  my  son  I" 


THE  SULIOTE  MOTHER. 

a  French  Life  of  All  pKH^hn  wnnl  <4 

u  of  ch«  Turklalt  unpi  Ino 

I  kiftf  nimmil,  uv^ 

h^nvolTo^  wlLhihclr 

m  below,  lo  aidd  htcoDlng  Uu  atatt* 


She  atood  upon  tbe  tolUest  peak, 

Amidst  the  clear  blue  aky, . 
A  bitter  amils  wu  on  her  cheek. 

And  a  dark  flash  in  her  syo. 

"  Doat  than  sea  them,  boyi — thnragh  Uie  duakj 

D«t  thou  see  where  the  foeman'a  armonr  atunea  1 
Halt  thou  caught  the  gleam  of  the  c 


My  babe,  that  I  cradled  on  my  breaitl 
Wouldet  than  spring  froiii  thy  mother'*  arms  with 

joyl 
—That  nght  ^lath  coat  the*  a  bther,  boy  1" 

For  in  the  rocky  rtrEk  beneath. 

Lay  Suliole  sire  and  son; 
They  bad  heaped  high  the  pilea  of  death 

Belbre  the  pan  was  won. 

"They  had  eimed  the  torrent,  aiid  on  they  oranel 
Wo  for  the  mounlun  hearth  and  bomel 
There,  nhere  the  hunter  laid  by  hia  spear. 
There,  where  the  lyre  hath  been  sweet  to  hear, 
There,  where  I  rang  thee,  (air  babe!  to  Bleep, 
Nought  bnl  tbe  blood-stain  our  trace  shall  keepr 


And 


<w  the  horn's  loud  blast « 
And  now  the  cymbal's  clang, 
ill  even  the  upper  air  was  stirred. 
As  cliff  and  hollow  rang. 


"Hark!  they  bring  mmic,  my  joyous  child  I 
What  saith  the  trumpet  to  Suli's  wittft 
Doth  it  hght  thine  eye  with  so  quick  a  fire. 
As  if  at  a  glance  of  thine  amied  mtvl 

Still! — bethooatilll — there  are  brave  men  bw— 

Thon  wouldit  not  smila  cooldst  than  *m  hb» 
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"Hcsmt  thou  the  sound  of  lh«runga  mirth  t 
— Boj :  Ihoa  wert  fiee  when  I  gave  thee  birth. 
Free,  uii]  boncheriahed.m;  warrioi'sun! 
He  too  hath  blaud  thee,  u  1  have  iJoiibI 
Ay,  and  aochuDed  murt  hu  loved  onea  be— 
('nedom,  young  Suliote !  br  thee  uui  nwP 

And  rrom  the  arrowj  peak  >he  aprung, 

And  bat  the  fail  child  bore, 
A  veil  lipan  the  wind  waa  flung, 

A  C17 — and  all  waa  o'erl 


THE  FAREWELL  TO  THE  DEAD. 


The  f  ^How^nf  plea  I1  fijiimM  or 


But  raunlar  b  mtuij  o'er  the  eanh  I 


Come  near t— en  yet  thediut 
Soil  Ihf  bnght  paleneea  of  the  aettled  bnir, 
Loak  <r.  your  brother,  anil  embrace  him  now. 

In  itill  and  ■olamn  Iruitl 
Come  near!— once  mora  let  kindred  Upa  be  preiNd 
On  hia  cold  cheek;  then  bMrhim  taiuarcet! 

Look  yet  on  thia  young  face! 
What  ahall  the  beauty,  from  antongit  oa  gont, 
Leateofita  image,  enn  nhere  moat  it  ahone. 

Gladdening  ita  hearth  and  ncal 
thm  grovra  the  aHaiblance  on  man'a  heait  iia- 

'JiHfic  urar,  and  bear  the  beantiflil  to  Teatt 


Ye  weep,  and  it  ia  well! 
For  tear*  befit  earth's  parting!  l—Yeaterday 
3ong  was  upon  the  lipa  of  this  pale  day. 

And  sunahine  seemed  to  dwell 
Where'er  he  moved — the  welcome  and  the  bka* 


edl 


-Now  21 


!  and  bear  the  dlent  unto  rcet  1 


laok  yet  on  him,  whose  eye 
Meeta  yours  no  more,  in  aadneaa  or  in  mirth'. 
Waj  he  not  fair  izoidit  the  sons  of  earth, 

The  beings  bom  to  diet 
— But  not  where  death  has  power  may  lorc  ba 


le  near!  and  bear  ye  the  beloved  to  n 


How  may  the  rootber'a  heart 
Dwell  on  her  son,  and  dare  to  hope  againl 
The  spring's  rich  promise  hath  been  giren  in  vain, 

The  lovely  must  depart  I 
Is  he  not  gone,  our  briglit«at  artd  ooibeitl 
Come  near!  and  beat  the  early-called  to  rest! 

Look  on  him!  b  he  laid 
To  slumber  from  the  harveat  or  the  chaaeT 
— Too  Mill  and  aail  the  amile  upon  hia  Cuie, 

Yet  that,  even  that,  idim  bde  t 
Death  holds  not  long  nnchanged  hn  fiiirast  guest, 
Come  nearl  and  boar  the  mortal  to  hia  teat! 

His  vdjea  of  minh  biul  ceased 
Amidst  the  vineyards  1  there  ia  left  no  place 
For  him  whose  dust  receives  your  vain  embrace. 

At  the  gay  bridal  feaall 
Earth  muM  lake  earth  to  moolder  on  her  breast  ■ 
Come  near!  weep  o'er  him!  bear  him  to  hia  ma. 


Yetm 


latbey 


Wboae  epirit's  light  ia  qoencbed! — for  him  the 

paat 
IsseatAl.    He  may  not  fall,  he  may  notcaat 

His  Lirlbright'a  hope  awayl 
All  ia  not  Aere  of  out  beloved  and  bleaaed— 
ive  ye  the  sleeper  witb  hi*  Qod  lo  natl 
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She  Sbitfit  of  WnUntia, 

A  DRAMATIC  POEM. 


Dol  valor  qu 

~     '  -    la  HiKfldi 

Hallt  Bla  en  Numai 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Tub  hbtoi;  of  Spain  recordi  tvo  imteneea 
Ibe  aevere  and  Klf-deTotmg  herouni,  wbii^  fornu 
Ihe  uibject  of  the  following  dramKlic  poenL  The 
lint  of  thcoa  oecarredatthenegeDf  Tirifa,  which 
tru  delemled  in  ISM  Tor  Sancha,  King  of  CuUie, 
daiiDg  the  rebellion  of  hi*  biother,  Don  Juan,  by 
Gmnun,  anniftmetl  the  Good*  Ttie  Kctmd  it 
nUteil  of  Aboio  Lopei  de  TexeJa,  who,  QatH 
hisganiaon  hadbem  Diteil^  diwbled  bjpeatilenEe, 
maintained  the  citj  at  Zainora  for  the  children  of 
Don  Pedro  the  CrueL  agaiail  the  ibron  of  Heo- 
liqua  of  TraitaiDara.t 

luipiuaiTe  as  were  the  drcnmataneea  which 
dwdDgniahed  both  these  memonble  airgea,  it  ap- 
pcaml  to  the  antlior  of  the  fidlowiog  paga  that 
deeper  intemt,  aa  well  aa  a  itrongBr  cobnir  of  di 
tiaiialily,  might  be  imparted  to  the  Bcenea  in  which 
At  haa  fecUy  attempted  "  to  describe  high  paauona 
and  high  aetbiu ;"  by  connecting  a  religioua  fsel- 
ing  with  the  palrioliEm  and  high-nunded  loyalty 
which  had  thus  been  pRiveil "  fiiithful  nnto  deiUb," 
and  by  amraiiDiIing  her  ideal  dramaiit  pernma 
Mb  iccoUectioiw  derived  from  the  heroic  Iqpndj 
of  Spanish  cliitalry,  Sbe  hu,  for  tlii*  reaaon, 
esplojed  the  agency  of  imaginary  chantden,  and 
fixed  apon  "  VaUnda  dtl  Cid^'  ai  Ihi 


DRAMATIS  PEE130N.£. 
A  bT^a  GomjLEi,    Gmernor  ^  Fojencfa. 
ALFBOirao,  >  ,,.m.Sm». 
Ciauw,        t 
HcanAMDEZ, .  .  .  .  A  PrUit. 

Aw»i.ijH. U  Moorish pTi«^,ChUirqr 

iUusnnybtntgingVidtiiaa. 

GaBCi4«, A  Spanith  Knigkl, 

Ejmiki^ Wyi  U>  Oimzatex, 

ZlMSm, Bit  Daughier. 

Tg""', An  Attendant. 

CititenM,  SMtfteri,  Alttndanit,  ifc. 

*  Saa  QuiUBiB^  •■  VldH  da  B^huIh  caMna,"  p.  63. 
tll«dHmimlDanilt»;^"ClirBDii:la(rihaCliL-      ' 
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XIHENA  iliKlai  10  a  hu& 

"  Tbod  bait  not  been  with  a  iertal  tlmm^ 

Ai  the  pouoDg  of  the  wine ; 
Men  Ixar  not  fiDiit  the  Hall  of  Song, 
A  mien  ao  dark  aa  thine ! 
— There's  blood  upon  thy  shield, 
Tliere's  duat  open  thy  plunM, 
— Thou  hast  brought,  from  aoiue  diuatioiu  £elil, 
That  brow  of  wrath  and  gloom  1" 

"And  is  there  Mood  upon  my  sMeld7 

— Maiden !  it  we  J  may  be  I 
We  hais  sent  the  stKanw  from  our  battle-field 

All  darkened  to  the  sea  t 

We  have  ginen  the  Iciants  a  stain, 

'Midst  tbeii  woods  of  ancient  pine ; 

And  the  ground  is  wet — but  not  with  rain, 

Deep-dyed — but  not  with  wine  I 

The  ground  is  wet — bat  net  with  tain — 
We  have  been  in  war  array. 
And  the  noblest  Uood  of  Cbtistian  Spain 
Hath  bathed  her  aojl  to-day. 
I  hara  asen  the  strong  man  die. 
And  the  stripling  meet  hi*  fate. 
Where  the  mountain-winda  pi  Bounding  by. 
In  the  BoncesvalUs'  Strait. 

In  the  gloomy  RoncesralW  Strait 
There  are  helms  and  lances  deft ; 
And  they  that  moTed  at  mom  elale 
OnabedofheathareleAl 
Theie'a  many  a  bir  young  face 
WUcb  the  war  steed  hath  gone  o'er; 
Lt  many  a  board  there  is  kept  a  plaw 
For  thoM  that  come  no  mon  1" 

Alas  I  for  lore,  fix  woman's  brrast, 
If  wo  like  tbia  must  be  I 
-Hast  thou  seen  a  youth  wfth  an  eagle  cmt 
And  a  white  plume  waving  free  1 

With  his  pnud  quick  flashing  eye, 

And  bia  mien  of  kJUghlly  state') 
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"  In  the  gloomj  RoncninUea'  SlnU 

I  »svr  and  marked  him  nell ; 
Pot  noblj  on  ha  Meed  he  sale, 
Wlian  llie  priJe  of  muibool  fell ! 
—Bui  it  ir  not  youtk  nbich  tunu 
Prom  the  fielil  of  spears  again ; 
For  Ibe  boy's  high  heart  too  wildly  Inims 

Tilt  it  icsta  uniikt  the  ■loin  !" 
"  Thou  ct.net  not  say  that  he  lies  low, 

Tbe  lo>ely  and  (he  brave  I 
Qhl  none  could  look  on  hiejoyooibniw, 
Am]  think  upon  tbe  giavc  I 
Dark,  dark  perchance  the  day 
Hath  been  with  valour's  fsle, 
But  A<  is  oil  his  homeward  way, 

FroiD  the  RoncesTolles'  Strait!" 
"  There  is  dust  upon  his  jayoue  brow, 

And  o'ei  his  graeefbl  head ; 
And  the  nar-hoise  will  not  wake  him  now, 
Though  it  bniiae  his  greensward  bed ! 
— I  hsve  seen  the  stripling  die, 
Atid  tbe  strong  man  meet  his  fate, 
Where  the  mountain-winds  go  sounding  by. 
In  the  Roneesvalles'  Strait  I" 


EUflNAenun 
Elmina.    Yoor  songs  are  not  as  those  of  othei 

Mine  awn  Ximena! — Where  is  now  the  young 
And  bDojant  s|nrit  of  the  mom,  which  once 
Brfathed  in  yoor  ^ring-like  melodin,  and  woke 
Joy's  echo  from  all  hearts') 

Ximena.  My  mother,  this 
[s  not  the  free  air  of  our  mountain- wilds; 
And  thae  are  not  the  halls,  wherein  my  voice 
First  poured  those  gladdening  strains, 

Elmina.  Alas!  thy  heart 
([  see  it  well)  doth  ricken  for  the  pare 
Freo-worderiag  biecici  of  the  joyoua  hills, 
Where  Ibyjoungbrothera.o'er  Ibe  rock  and  heath, 
Bonnd  in  glad  boyhood,  e'en  as  torrent-slrcams 
Leap  brightly  from  the  heighls.    Had  we  not  be«n 
Within  these  walls  thus  suddenly  begirt. 
Thou  sbouldit  liave  liackod  ere  now,  with  step  as 

light. 
Their  wild  wood-paths. 

Jiimena.  I  would  not  but  have  shared 

These  hours  of  wo  and  peril,  though  the  deep 

Aiid  solemn  leelings  wakening  at  their  voice. 

Claim  all  tho  wrought-up  sjiiril  lo  themaclvrs, 

'    Aud  will  not  Idsnd  with  miith.    The  storm  doth 

AD  floklinit  whispery  sound,  alt  bird-note*  wild 
O'lh' summer  finest,  filling  earth  and  heaven         i 
With  iU  own  awful  music— And  lis  well  1 
Should  not  a  hem's  chilif  be  trained  to  heu 


The  trumpet's  blast  unstartled,  and  lo  look 
In  the  filed  face  of  Death  without  diomayl 
Eimina.  Wo !  wo !  that  aught  so  genlje  and  sa 
young 
Should  thus  be  called  lo  standi' the  tempest's  path. 
And  bear  the  token  and  tlie  hoe  of  death 
On  a  bright  soul  so  sinn  1  1  had  not  shrunk 
From  mine  own  lot,  hot  thou,  my  child,  shoiddst 

As  a  light  breeie  of  heaven,  through  summer- 

And  not  o'er  foaming  billows.    We  are  fall  n 
Oudark  and  evil  days  I 

Ximena.  Ay,  days,  thai  wake 
I  lo  their  tasksl — Youth  may  not  toiler  now 
the  green  walks  of  spring;  and  womanhood 
Is  summoned  into  conflicts,  heretotbre 
The  lotof  warrior  souls.     But  we  wiU  take 
Our  toils  upon  us  nobly  t  Strength  is  bom 
In  the  d<<ep  silence  of  long-sufleringbeaits; 


NotM 


si  joy. 


Elmina.  Ha^tthonao 

hat  thus  thou  speak'sti 

XinKTia.  What  sorrow  should  be  mine, 
Unkn^iwnlo  theel 

Elmina.  Alas!  the  baleliil  air 
Wherewith  the  pestilence  in  darkness  walks 
Through  the  devoted  city,  like  a  blight 
'     Mat  the  rose-tints  of  thy  cheek  hath  bll'n, 
And  wrought  an  early  withering!— Tbon  Ikul 

The  paths  of  Death,  and  nunistered  to  those 
his  shadow  rested,  till  thine  eye 
Hath  changed  its  glanong  sunbeam  for  ■  Mill, 
Deep,  solemn  radiance,  and  thy  bmw  bath  caught 
A  wild  and  high  expression,  which  at  times 
Fades  unto  dnolale  calmness,  most  unlike 
What  youth's  bright  tnien  should  wear.   M j  gut- 
tle cbiUll 
I  kiok  on  thee  in  &ar  t 

Thou  bait  no  cause 
To  fear  fur  me.     When  the  wild  clash  of  sted. 
And  (he  deep  tambour,  and  tbe  beary  step 
Of  armed  men,  break  on  our  morning  dreams; 
When,  hoar  b/  hour,  the  noble  and  the  brave 
Are  falling  round  us,  and  we  deem  it  much 
To  give  them  funeral-rites,  and  call  them  blest 
If  the  good  sword,  in  its  own  stormy  hour, 
Hsih  done  its  vork  upon  them,  ere  disease 
Had  chilled  their  fiery  blood  ; — it  is  no  time 
For  tbe  light  niien  wherewith,  in  hoppier  hoars, 
We  trod  the  woodland  maxes,  when  young  leavef 
WerewliisprringinthegaLo. — My  Father  con>e«" 
Oh  I  speak  of  me  no  more,     I  vtould  not  shada 
His  princely  aspect  with  a  thought  less  high 
Than  lus  proud  duties  claim. 


Elmina.  My  noble  lord ! 
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Welcomo  rrom  thU  (i»j'«  toil  I— II  a  the  hour 
Wlian  nhiiJowB,  u  thpj  dwpen,  Wng  repose 
Unto  all  wrary  men ;  unit  nilt  not  Ihoa 
Ptk  (hy  mailrd  luBom  from  tli«  eonlct'i  ireigSt, 


Ton 


nfei 


Cmzales.  There  m«y  he  rwt 
FdT  (be  tiffd  peusnnt,  wbrn  the  Tespcr  bell 
Dnlh  »nJ  himlohucabin,  and  beneath 
Hi»  >ine  >ncl  olive,  he  may  sit  at  c»e, 
Watching  his  children's  eport:  but  unto  hi 
Who  k»ps  tha  natch-place  on  the  nuDnloin- 

bi-ijht, 
When  Hiaven  lets  loon  the  atontu  that  eh 

-■Whospcafc.ofremT 

XimeJta.  My  falhrr,  ahall  I  fill 
TT«  wine«ap  for  thy  lip«,  or  bring  the  lute 
Whose  BouTKia  thou  loveal? 

Gonralei.  Iflbere  be  strains  of  povrer 
To  fooie  a  spirit,  which  in  triumphant  scorr 
May  cast  ofT  nature's  fepbleness,  anJ  holJ 
ItapnnK]  career  Bmhackled,  dashing  ilown 
Tears  and  fond  tiioughts  to  earth  ;  give  to 

those! 
[  hate  iteei]  of  such,  Xiowna  1  we  must  heal 
N'o  mating  music  now, 

Ximtfa.  I  know  all  high 
ReiDK  dilliea  of  the  elder  time, 
Snnj  by  the  niounUiivChriitliai«,(l)in  the  1 
Of  th' errriastiqg  hills,  nhoee  inows  yet  beai 
The  print  of  Freedom's  step ;  and  all  wihl  el 
Wbemn  the  dark  seiranoe*  teach  the  rocks 
And  the  pine  forvsls  deeply  to  mound 
The  pni*e  of  later  champions.  Wouldst  thou  hear 
The  war  song  of  Ihine  ancestor,  the  Cid  1 

C<m:a!ez.  Ar,  spenk  of  him ;  for  in  that  nnn: 
U  power, 
Each  as  might  rescue  hi  ngdoms  I  Speak  nfhim! 
Weare  his  children!  They  that  can  look  back 
Plh' annals  oftheir  house  on  aoch  a  naiw, 
How  should  they  lake  dislionour  by  the  hnnil, 
And  e'er  the  ihresholil  of  Ih^r  fallu^r's  halls 
Fo*  lead  her  as  a  guestl 

Elmina.  Oh,  why  is  this  1 
How  my  heart  sinks! 

Gonatlex.  It  must  not  fail  thee  yet, 
Danghler  of  heroes!— Ibine  inlicritanco 
Is  (trcnnth  to  meet  alt  conflicts.   Thou  canst  num 

ber 
la  thy  long  line  of  glorious  ancestry 
Men,  the  litiglitoflering  of  whose  Wood  hatii  made 
The  ground  it  bathed  e'en  as  an  altar,  whence 
High  Ihonghls  shall  rise  for  eicr.     Bore  they  not, 
IlidM  flame  and  siTonl,  their  witness  of  the  Cross, 
With  its  irictorioUB  inspirnlion  girl 
As  wHh  a  conqueror'a  robe,  tilt  th'  infidel 
CeiawtdiSbrankbttekbeforetheml— Ajitheearth 


Doth  call  them  martyrs,  but  their  agonies 
Were  of  a  moment,  tortures  whose  brief  aim 
Was  to  destroy,  within  whose  powers  and  seope 
Lay  naught  but  dual.— And  earth  doth  call  them 

moriyrt  / 
Why,  Heaven  but  claimed  their  blood,  tlieir  lives, 

The  things  which  grow  as  tendrils  round  tlieir 

No,  not  their  childrenl 

Elmina.      Meanest    thou  T— knowert      thoa 
aaghtl— 
I  cannot  utter  it — My  sons!  my  sons! 
Is  it  of  them? — Oh!  wouldst  thou  speak  oftlieml 
Gomaicz.  A  mother's  heart  diviueth  but  too 

well! 
Elmina.  Speak,  I  adjure  thee!— I  can  bear  h 
all,— 
Where  are  my  children! 

Gomalez.  In  the  Moorish  camp 
Whose  lines  have  ^rt  the  dty. 

Ximena.  But  th?y  live  1 
— All  is  rwt  k>3t,'my  motberl 
Elmina.  Say,  they  live. 
Gonxalt-z,  Ebnina,  still  they  live. 
Elmina.  But  captives ! — They 
Whom  my  fund  heart  had  imagined  to  itself 
Roonding  from  cliff  to  clilf  amidst  the  wilds 
re  the  rock-eagle  seemed  not  more  secure 
rejoicing  froedoml — And  my  boys 
Are  captives  with  the  Moor!~.Ohl  howwaslhisi 
"  niote=.  Alaal  our  brave  Alphonso,  in  the 

Ofboyish  daring,  left  our  monnlain-halls. 
With  his  young  btolher,  eager  to  beheld 
The  face  of  noble  war.     Thence  on  tlieir  Way 
Were  tile  rash  wanderers  captured. 

Elmina.  'Tie  enongh, 
— And  when  shall  they  be  ransomed! 
maUz.  There  is  asked 


M  high. 


might  redeem  a  monarch,  and  our  sons 
Tho  while  wear  f.;tteni7— Take  thou  aU  for  then 
And  we  will  oast  our  worthleas  grandeur  liom  ci 
cumbrous  robe ! — Why,  ihoa  art  &ni 
To  whose  high  nature  pomp  hath  ever  been 

the  plumage  to  a  wairior'a  belm. 
Worn  or  thrown  off  aa  lightly.    And  for  me, 
Thou  knowest  not  how  serenely  I  could  taka 
The  peasant's  lot  upon  me,  so  my  bt«rt, 

deep  aBeclioas  ui^distoibed, 
May  dwell  in  silence. 
Xinuna.  Father!  doubt  thou  not 
jt  we  will  lund  ourselves  to  poveny, 
With  glad  devoted  ness,  if  this,  hut  tliis, 
May  win  thsm  back.— Distruitf  us  not,  my  fatnai 
"''e  can  bear  all  things. 

Gertzalez.  Can  je  bear  disgrace  1 
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GetuaUz.  No,  thoa  (*;*t  nelM 
Hold  to  thit  lofty  fuitti.— My  wife,  my  child  t 
Ha,th  eanh  no  Inuum  richer  tbau  Ihe  pm> 
Torn  rnun  her  secret  rarenuT— Ifby  them 
nhuni  nuy  beri«en,  then  let  the  ciptire  ipiiag 
RnjMciDg  lo  the  light !— But  he,  for  whom 
PreeJom  and  life  may  but  be  worn  with  ahajiia, 
Ralh  nought  to  ilo,  ture  fearlemly  to  fix 
Hia  alcsiirast  look  on  the  majeitic  heavana, 
And  proudly  die  1 

Elmina.  Gomalra.mfto  mnrt  dial 
Ovntaltx  {kmricdiii).  They  on  whose  Urea  a 
fouful  price  is  aet, 
Bat  lo  he  paid  bj  trcaaon! — la  'I  enoughl 
Or  mint  I  yet  aeek  vrorda) 
Elmina.  That  look  aaith  mora! 

TboD  canat  not  mean 

GanxaUx.  I  do  I  why  dwells  th«e  not 
Power  in  a  glance  to  apeak  iti — They  must  die  I 
They—nuet  their  mmca  be  (old— Our  tent  muat 

die 
Dniesal  yield  the  dty! 

Xinena,  Oh!  lopkupl 
My  mother,  ainktiDt  thaa! — Until  the  gnte 
Shut  from  our  eight  its  Tictims,  thera  is  hope. 
Elmina  (in  a  tmt  toux).  Whose  knell  wai  in 
the  breeze! — No,  no,  not  Ihtlnt 
Whose  was  the  bleaaad  mica  that  apoke  of  bopel 
—And  there  it  hope ! — 1  will  not  bo  aubduad— 
I  nill  not  hear  a  whisper  of  despair ! 
For  Nature  is  all  powerful,  and  her  breath 
Moves  like  a  quickening  spirit  o'er  the  depths 
Within  a  father's  heart.— Thou  too,  Ooniaki, 
Wilt  tett  me  there  is  hope! 

OonxaUs  (nJeinitiji).  Hope  but  in  Him 
Who  hade  the  patriarch  lay  his  fair  young  son 
Bound  on  the  shrine  of  Baerifice,  and  when 
The  bright  irtsel  quivered  in  tba  bthar'a  hand 
Jiiat  raiaed  to  strike,  sent  forth  his  awful  vaica 
Throrigh  the  etill  clouds,  and  on  At  breathless  air. 
Commanding  to  withhold  1 — EatOi  has  no  hope, 
It  nats  with  Him. 

£/Tn{tii>.  T'/iou  canat  not  teQ  me  this! 
Thou  blherofiny  aona,  within  whose  bands 
Doth  lie  thy  children's  fitla^ 
Giiaalex,  If  thera  hsTs  been  I 

,   Mcti  in  whose  beaoma.Nature'sToiee  hath  made 
Its  accents  as  the  solitary  sound 
or  an  o'erpowering  toirent,  silendng 
Th'  aiiaiere  and  yet  divios  remunstnnees 
Whispered  by  ftith  and  honoor,  lift  thy  hands, 
And,  lo  that  Heaven,  which  aims  the  brave  with 

strength,  ' 

rrey,  th^  the  bthar  of  thy  sons  may  ns'er 

Be  thus  found  wanting  I  ' 

Elmina.  Then  their  dooin  Is  staled  I  I 

Thou  wilt  not  save  thy  ehiUrenI  ' 

OmxiUa.  Hast  than  cauM,  i 


jWileor my  youth!  to  deem  it  Kea  within 
The  bounds  of  possible  tiling^  that  I  ihoald  Unk 
ilo  Ihatword—Jrottor?— They  that  liflBii 
On  their  proud  battle-fieldi^  th    sirca  aad  mine, 
Di«d  not  for  this  I 

a.  Oh,  cold  and  hard  of  heart! 
Thou  ahouldat  be  bom  for  empire,  since  thy  soul 
Thus  lightly  from  all  human  bonds  can  free 
Its  haughty  flight! — Men!  men!  toomuehisyonis 
Of  Tantage;  ye,  Ibat  with  a  sound,  a  breath, 
A  shadow,  thus  can  fill  ths  desolate  space 
Of  rooted  up  afledions,  o'er  whose  void 
Our  yearning  beuts  muat  wither!— So  it  is, 
Dominioa  must  be  won! — Nay,  leave  me  not  - 
My  heart  is  harming,  and  1  mittl  bt  hoard  I 
Heaven  hath  given  power  to  mortal  agony 
As  to  the  elements  in  their  liour  of  might 
And  mastery  o'er  eieatien  I — Who  shall  dare 
To  mock  that  fearful  strength  t—l  mutt  be  heard  I 
Give  me  my  sons  I 

ChmxaUx,  That  they  may  live  lo  hide 
With  covering  hands  th'  indignant  flush  of  shams 
On  their  young  Inowa,  when  men  shall  speak  id 

They  called  link  falhetl— Was  ths  oath,  whciv 

l>T. 
On  th'  altar  of  my  fnith,  I  hoand  myself. 
With  an  answerving  spirit  to  maintain. 
This  free  and  chriitian  city  for  my  God, 
And  for  my  lung,  a  writing  traced  on  SandT 
That  passionate  tears  should  wash  it  Jnim  th* 

earth, 
Or  e'en  the  life-drops  of  a  bleeding  heart 
EITace  it,  as  a  billow  sweeps  away 
The  last  light  vessel's  woke?— Then  never  mom 

I's  deep  vov™  he  trusted  I — though  enforced 
By  all  Ih'  appeals  of  high  remembrances. 
And  silent  claims  o'  th'  sepulchres,  wherein 
His  fkthen  with  their  atainless  glory  sleepy 
On  their  good  swords '.    Ttiink4  thoa  /  leel  do 

pangs 1 
He  thai  hath  given  mesons,  doth  know  the  heart 
Whcae  treaaurrs  he  recalls. — Of  (his  no  mora. 

I  (ell  thee  that  th'  invblale  cmsa 
Slill,  Amn  our  ancient  temples,  must  look  up 
Through  the  blue  heavsna  of  Spain,  though  at  lis 

foot 
I  perish, with  my  race.    Thou  dami  notaak 
That  I,  the  son  of  warrion— men  who  died 
To  fii  it  on  (hat  ptoud  supromacy — 
Should  tear  the  sign  of  our  victorious  faith 
From  its  high  place  of  sunbeams,  for  the  Mooi 
In  im[»ous  joy  (o  trample! 
I     Elmina.  Scorn  me  not 
In  mine  ertreme  of  misery  I — Tiiou  art  strong — 
Thy  heart  is  ntA  as  mine. — My  brain  grows  wild; 
I  know  not  what  I  ask! — And  yet  'twere  bat 
Antidpaling  fate — since  it  must  (all. 
That  cross  mutt  fall  at  hul!  Ttkeie  is  no  power, 


,9  lizedoy  Google 


THE  SIEGE  OP  VALENCIA. 


No  hi^  widun  thia  dij  of  (he  graie, 
Tak«p  iu  pUiC  on  high.    Her  rallrj  air 
Bmlba*  faeanly  of  Juith,  her  Wkrricn  link 
BtneMh  Uwir  ancieDt  buinen,  ere  the  Moor 
Hith  bent  his  bow  ■gainit  them ;  for  ttw  thaft 
OrpMaeoce  fliea  mcfs  swiftly  to  iti  muk, 
Than  ths  tmnr  of  tbe  defet    Etcq  the  ikiei 
O'obing  the  i]e»l>tii  ■pleulour  nf  ber  dooMa 
IVith  ma  ill  onwn'i  aipect,  dupng  brth, 
CniailbedulJclaaik.nkUiBcaKii^Birmfvidi^ni 
PoRbniing  luin.    Jfan  might  be  witlMlQod, 
But  vho  >a>U  cope  with  bmine  uu]  dkoK, 
Wlica  leagueil  with  anned  Jbe*1— Wbece  now 

Ihmid, 
When  the  king-pnimUnl  bneee  oTCutiieT 
~Wa  me  Ibruken,  in  oui  utmod  need, 
BjbtsTca  utd  eejth  foratkenl 

OaaiiUz.  irthia  be, 
[And  jct  I  will  not  deem  it)  we  rnuet  &dl 
Ai  nea  ll»t  ia  men  deTotedneee 
Hiie  choeea  their  put,  utd  bound  themedvee  to 

detth, 
TboDf  h  tugfa  coniktian  thet  Ibeii  sDfleriug  Und, 
B;  the  free  Hood  of  oiutjidotil  alone. 
Shall  call  delirerkiica  down. 

Bmiaa.  Ohl  I  hm  etood 
Bnidetbee  throoghllia  beating  itoniiB  ef  life, 
Wilh  tbe  tnie  heart  of  Dnrepinii^  lore, 
Ai  tbe  poor  peasant's  mate  doth  cheeritf, 
la  (he  paiebcd  tinejaid,  or  the  harreat-field. 
Baring  bei  part,  aoitaia  with  him  the  beat 
AndtaiTdmaf  tbeda;; — But  now  the  baju. 
The  htMj  hour  ii  eome,  when  huioaa  strength 
Satidown,  a  toil-worn  plgrim,  in  tbe  dutf, 
Owmn)!  tlut  w»  i*  mightier  1 — Span  me  jet 
Thia  hitter  cap,  my  hmband! — Let  not  her, 
Tbeinalher  of  the  loTely,  alt  and  maum 
In  bn  mipeopled  heme,  a  bnikaD  atem, 
CrrltafallenToae*  dying! 

OmaUi.  Urge  ma  not, 
Ttua  that  thmagh  all  abarp  cDti0ict«  bait  been 

twDd 
WntbyabraTe  maa'a  late,  oh  1  mge  me  not 
To  gdb,  which  thrangh  the  .midil  of  blinding 

tarn, 

In  ita  own  bun  thon  eeot  not  I— 'Death  may  aearce 
6riiij{  ai^ht  like  thia ! 

Klmina.  AH,  aU  tb;  gentle  ncs, 
The  bnntiful  beings  tlut  around  Ihee  grew, 
Cnauireaof  ninabine!  'WIH  thou  doom  then)  alii 
— Sb*  toe,  tbj  ilaD^]ler— doth  her  innle  m- 

Pm  ftoo  tbeti,  with  b  ra^arwe,  da./ by  da;  1 
SiaAnn  um  gatberiag  noti  bee — •ceal  then  >ot  t 
The  Bitfy  dimneM  <rf  the  apoikr^  bnalh 
Hup  ^er  hec  hcautv,  and  tliefaee  wMcb  aaarJe 
The  aKBoHT  of  ear  hnuti,  now  doth  bat  Mnd 
With  erny  gUnee,  deep  bodinga  Ihieogh  the  nal, 
Tdhf  a(aaaU<ite. 


OimzaUx,  I  see  a  change 
Far  nobler  on  lier  brow!— She  ia  aa  one. 
Who,  at  the  tnuapet'i  audJcn  call,  hath  rivn 
From  tbe  gay  banquet,  and  in  acorn  cast  down 
Tbe  wine^cup,  and  Itu  garland,  and  the  lule 
Of  fatal  hours,  for  the  good  apear  and  behn, 
Beseeming  atemar  taalii, — Her  eye  bath  lost 
The  beam  which  laughed  upon  th'  awakening; 
heart, 

.  OB  loom  bnaka  o'er  earth.     But  6a  within 
Its  fill]  dark  orb,  a  light  hath  sprang,  whoee  eonce 
Lies  deeper  in  tbe  soul. — And  let  the  torch 
Which  but  iUomed  the  glittering  pageant,  fade! 
The  altar-flams,  i'  th'  saoctuary'a  recess, 
Bums  quenchless,  Icing  of  lieavenl — She  hath 


Courage,  and  taith,  and  gem 
Eien  as  a  brosstpUle — Ay,  men  look  ol 
As  she  goes  forth  serenely  to  her  taaks, 
Binding  the  wariior'a  nounda,  and  bearing  freah 
Cool  draughts  to  fevered  lipi ;  Ibey  look  on  her, 
ThoB  moving  in  her  beautiful  array 
Of  gentle  fijrtitude,  and  bless  tlie  fair 
Mii>iastic  (i^on,  atuj  uomutmuriBg  tont 
Unto  their  heavy  tula. 

Elmina.  And  eseat  tbos  nst 
]n  tliat  high  faith  and  alrong  collectedneaa, 
A  fearful  inepiiatianl — 7^y  have  eauaa 
To  tremble,  who  behold  th'  luiearthly  bght 
Ofhigh,  and,  it  nay  be,  pmpbetic  thought, 
Inveating  youth  with  grandeur ! — Prom  the  grave 
It  riees,  on  whoee  ehadawy  brink  thy  child 
Waits  but  a  father'i  band  to  analefa  her  back 
Into  the  laaghing  aunriiinei — Kofel  with  nw, 
Ximena,  kneel  Ueaide  me,  and  implore 
That  nlii^  a  iltKper,  more  prevailing  voice 
Than  oun  doth  ask,  and  will  not  be  deni^; 
■  ebiMren'i  Uveal 
nuno.  Alas  I  this  may  not  be. 
Mother!—!  cui  not  [Exit  Xtmma. 

Gviaaltx.  My  Iteride  child ! 

A  torible  sseriGee  thou  dainect,  O  Oed  1 
FnKD  ereatoiea  ia  wbosB  agDiaaog  beaiti 
Nature  ia  strong  as  deathl 

Elmina.  Is't  thusinlhiBel 
Away! — what  time  ia  given  (bee  to  roolve 
On  1— what  I  cannot  utter  1— Speak  1  thou  knoweo 
Tm  well  what  I  would  say. 

Bamalez.  Until — ask  not! 
The  tiaw>  brief. 

Etmina.  Thou  saidst— 1  heard  not  right— 

Oonxaiex.  The  time  ia  baaC 

Blmbia.  What!  must  we  bursl  aU  tie* 
Wherewith  (he  IhriltiHg  chords  efltfkv*  twined, 
And,  lor  this  taak'a  fulSbneat,  can  it  be 
That  man,  in  his  cold  heartleauieM,  hath  daieJ 
To  nomber  and  (o  mete  us  fi»th  the  NMd* 
Of  hours,  n^,  MrwiMntsI — Wliy  the  MOUMsa 

WTSlDh, 
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He  on  nliose  soul  llicre  irsts  &  blather'*  blooJ 
Poured  forth  in  ■lumlier,  u  ■IIo'tbI  more  time 
To  weftn  hia  lurbutent  passions  from  the  world 
His  presence  doth  pollute!— It  is  not  tbuil 
We  mnM  have  Time  to  school  ua. 

GontaUx.  We  hnve  but 
To  bow  the  head  in  wicnc;,  when  Heaven's  vmce 
Calls  back  the  thing*  we  \oit. 
Ktmina.  Loie!  love! — Ihcro  an  toll  imiiei  and 
gentle  wonli, 
And  there  are  fiicpi,  skiirul  to  put  on 
The  look  WB  trust  in — and  'lis  mockery  all  I 
-A  fiuthleM  miit,  a  dcscrt-vnpour  wenring 
The  brighlnoM  of  clear  waters,  thua  to  cheat 
The  Ibirst  that  leniblance  hiodled !— There  is 

In  all  this  cold  and  hollow  world,  t»  fount 
Of  deep,  altong,  dealhlesa  love,  save  that  within 
A  mother'*  heart.— It  ie  but  pride,  wherewith 
To  hia  ftir  son  the  father'"  eye  doth  turn, 
Watching  hia  growth.    Aj,  on  the  boy  he  looks, 
Tha  bright  glad  crealure  springing  in  his  path 
But  ae  the  bcir  of  his  great  name,  the  young 
And  stately  tree,  whose  rising  itrength  ere  long 
Shall  bear  hia  trophies  well. — And  this  la  love  I 
This  is  maiCt  love! — What  marvel? — jou  ne'ei 

Your  breast  the  pillow  of  his  infancy, 
While  to  the  fulnesaof  your  heart's  glad  heavings 
His  fair  cheek  rose  and  fell;  and  his  bright  hair 
Waved  softly  to  your  brealli! — Ymi  ne'er  kept 

watch 
Bends  him,  till  the  last  pale  star  had  set, 
And  mam,  all  dasling,  as  In  triumph,  broke 
On  your  dim  weary  eye;  not  ymm  the  face 
Which,  early  faded  ihroagh  fond  care  for  him. 
Hung  o'er  Ida  sleep,  and  July  as  Heaven's  light, 
Was  there  to  grett  hia  walteningl     You  ne'ei 

smoothed 
Hi*  couch,  ne'er  sung  him  to  his  rosy  rest, 
Cought  his  least  whisper,  when  his  voice  from  yours  i 
Had  learned  soft  ulleranec ;  pressed  your  lip  to  his 
When  fever  parched  it;  hushed  his  nnyvrard  cries. 
With  patient,  vigilant,  never-wearied  iove! 
No!   theeo  are  iwmon't   taska!- In  ttiesa   her 

And  bloom  of  cheek,  and  buoyancy  of  heart. 
Steal  from  bcr  all  nnmariied  1 — My  boy*  I   my 

Hath  vain  aflection  borne  with  all  fer  Itus  1 
—Why  were  ye  given  me  1 

OonfoTci.  Is  there  strength  in  man 
Tbuttoendma? — That  thou  couldat  read  thro*  all 
Its  depth*  of  silent  sgony,  the  heart 
Thy  vmeeof  wodoth  rend  I 

Etiniaa.   Thy  beutl— Jhy  heaitl— Away!  it 
fMdsnotnncf 
Unt  ■nhoaTcomealo  tame  lbs  mighty  man 
llnio  lbs  infant's  weakiM*;  nor  tbalt  Heafcn 


Spare  you  that  bitter  chastening!    May  ytu  Uva 
To  be  alone,  when  loneliness  dolh  seem 
Most  heavy  to  auslain '. — For  me,  my  vol™ 
Of  prayer  ami  fruitless  weepingsball  be  soon 
With  all  forgotten  sounds;  my  quiet  place 
Low  with  my  lovely  one*,  and  we  shall  sleep, 
Though  kings  lead  armies  o'er  tia,  we  shall  sleep 
Wrapt  in  earth's  covering  mantle!  you  the  while 
Slial]  nt  within  your  vaal,  foraaken  halls, 
And  hear  the  wild  and  melancholy  winds 
Moan  through  their  droo[>ing  banners,  never  mors 
To  wave  aimvo  jour  race.     Ay,  then  call  up 
Shadows — dim  phantoma  from  ancestral  loinhs, 
it     all— all     glorioui — conquerora,    chieftains, 

To  people  that  eold  vend! — And  when  the  strength 
From  your  right  arm  hath  melted,  when  the  blast 
Of  Ihe  shrill  clarion  gives  your  heart  no  more 
A  fiery  wakening;  if  at  last  you  pine 
For  (he  glad  voices,  and  the  bounding  ateps 
Once  throogh  your  home  re-echcring,  and  Ihecbsp 
Of  twining  arms,  and  all  (be  joyous  light 
Of  eyes  that  laughed  with  youth,  and  made  jooi 

A  place  of  sunshine ;— When  thne  Jays  ar^  come, 

I,  in  your  utter  desolation,  turn 
To  the  cold  world,  the  smilins,  faithlesa  world, 
^Vhieh  hath  ane|it  past  you  long,  and  bU  ]j 

Your  soul'a  deep  thirst  wilhybTne.'  immnrlBl_/arat( 
Pome  to  theeick  of  heart! — a  gorgeous  robe, 
A  crown  of  victory,  unto  him  that  die* 
r  th'  burning  waale,  for  water ! 

Gonialei.  This  from  Iheel 
Now  the  last  drop  of  biitemest  is  poured. 
Eimina— 1  forgive  thee!  [Eiil  ElmiiM. 

Aid  me.  Heaven ! 

From  whom  alone  i«  power! — Obi  thou  haal  set 
Duties,  so  stem  of  nB|>ccl,  in  my  path, 
They  almost,  to  my  startled  gaie,  assuma 
The  hue  of  things  less  hallowed !  Men  have  sunir 
Unblamed  beneath  such  trials! — Dolh  not  he 
Who  mads  us  know  the  limit*  of  our  slrengthl 
My  wile  I  my  sims^ — Away  1  I  must  not  pauae 
To  give  my  heart  one  moment's  niaplery  thus ' 
[iff  if  GtmxaU* 


nBBNANDE^  OABCU^  and  oihen. 
Benutnda.  Tbe  tiles  are  dosed.  Now,  vaOonl 

Each  to  hia  place— 1  ma;  not  say,  of  rest ; 
Your  futhful  vigils  for  your  sons  may  win 
What  mustnot  be  your  own.    Ye  are  as  tbosu 
Who  sow,  in  peril  and  te  can,  the  seed 
Ofths  bir  tree,  beneath  whoM  stately  shads 
Tbsy  may  imI  liL    Bat  blessed  b<  Ibey  who  toO 
For  after-daTsI— All  high  and  boly  tboughta 
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6e  williyou.warrio™,  through  Ihe  lingering  bouni, 
Oribe  nigbt-wntcb !  ,  ,    I 

Ganiaa,  Ay,  Either !  ne  tuvc  necJ 
Of  tkigh  ami  holy  tLiouj^hta,  whi^rowitb  to  ftfncQ 
OurbtarU  agunal  despair.    Yet  liave  I  been        I 
From  youth  a  soii  nf  nar.     The  elan  have  looked 
A  IbouHanJ  timcfl  upon  my  couch  of  healli, 
Spread  'mitlst  lUe  wUJ  Bierras,  by  some  Mica 
IVboae  ilark-rcii  navcalookeUc'iHualhaugb  their 

La;  not  ia  rocky  envems,  but  the  veins 

Of  nuble  hearts;  while  many  a  kiiiglitty  crciit 

RoUcJ  nith  Ihem  to  the  Jeep.     And  la  the  yean 

Of  id;  long  exile  anJ  captivity, 

With  the  fierce  Arnli,  1  have  watched  beneath 

The  Mill,  pole  ahaJow  of  conie  lonely  palm. 

At  mulnigiit,  in  the  ilencrt-,  wliile  the  wioiJ 

SwelleJ  with  the  lioa'a  roir,  and  heavitj 

The  frarTnlnew  and  might  of  solitude 

PtoshIoii  my  weary  heart. 

&niaaiUz(llwiigh{fully.)  Thou  til  tie  knawe«t 
Of  niul  a  aoliludel— 1  tall  thee,  those 
For  whom — in  earth's  reiooteel  nook — hovre'er 
Divided  Trom  their  path  by  chain  on  chain 
Of  miohtj  mountains,  and  Ibe  amplitude 
Of  Tuthng  seoB — tliere  beats  one  liuman  heart, 
Tiicre  biealhca  one  being  unto  whom  their  name 
Cooiea  with  a  thrilling  and  a  gladdening  Bound 
Heaid  o'er  the  din  of  life  \  are  not  alone  I 
'Km  on  the  deep,  nor  in  the  wild,  alone ; 
Fat  (here  in  that  on  earth  with  which  they  hold 
A  blothelhood  of  soul ! — Cull  Aim  alone, 
Who  stand*  shutout  frosi  this! — And  let  not  those 
Wboae  bomea  are  bright  with  sunshine  and  with 

Put  on  the  insolence  of  hap^Hnen, 
Glosring  in  that  proud  lot! — A  lonely  boor 
Is  on  its  way  li  each,  to  all ;  for  Deatb 
KjMwa  no  comjumiansliip. 

GoTciat.  I  hnia  looked  on  Death 
In  Geld,  and  storm,  and  Rood.     But  never  yet 
Hith  aught  weighed  down  my  B[iiril  lo  a  mood 
Of  ndnrds,  dreaming  o'er  dark  auguries, 
Like  this,  our  walch  by  midnight.  Fearful  thing* 
Ar  fathering  round  us.    Death  upon  the  earth, 
Omuu  in  HeiTen  ' — The  sununer-skies  put  forth 
No  clear  bright  star*  above  us,  but  it  times,  I 

Cudung  some  comet's  fiery  hue  of  wrath, 
ktanhall  their  clouds  lo  armies,  traTening 
HckVen  with  the  rushofmeleor-Bteedsitlie  array 
Of  qiears  and  banners,  tossing  like  the  pines 
Of  PTmieiin  forests,  when  tlie  storm 
Detb  smep  the  mountains. 

HtTvtBoex.  Ay,  last  night  I  too 
ErfA  vigil,  fadng  on  tlie  angry  heavens; 
And  I  beheld  the  meeting  and  the  shock 
Ofthone  wild  hosts  i'  th'  nir,  wlien,  as  they  closed, 
A  red  anil  sultry  mist,  like  that  which  muitlas      i 
Tklbnndel'sFatb,  fell  o'er  them.  Thenwereflunj; 


Through  tlie  dull  glare,  broad  cloudy  banners  forth, 
And  chariots  seemed  to  whirl,  and  steeds  to  sink, 
Bearing  down  crested  worriurs.    But  all  this 
Wasdiniandshadowy;— thenswindarkoess  rushed 
Down  on  th'  unearthly  battle,  aa  the  deep 
Swept  o'er  llie  EB^-ptian's  arojanicnt.— 1  looked- 
And  all  that  fiery  field  of  plumes  and  spears 
Was  blotted  from  heaven's  face! — I  looked  again— 
Anil  from  the  brooding  mass  of  clouds  leaped  forth 
One  melcor-sword,  which  o'er  the  reddening  sea 
S  liook  w  ith  *l  range  niotion,such  as  earthquakes  give 
Unto  a  rocking  citadel ! — I  beheld. 
And  yet  my  spirit  sunk  not. 

Garciat.  Neither  deem 
That  mine  hath  biciiclied.— But  these  are  rights 

and  sounds 
To  awe  the  firmest.— Enowest  thou  what  ws  hear 
At  midnight  from  the  wal1s7 — Were 't  but  the  deep 
Barbaiic  horn,  or  Moorish  tambour's  peal, 
Thence  i^gbt  the  warrior's  heart  catch  impulses, 
Quickening  its  liery  currents.    But  our  ear* 
Are  pierced  by  other  tones.    We  heat  the  knell 
For  brave  men  in  thdr  noon  of  strength  cut  dona, 
And  the  shrill  wail  of  woman,  and  the  dirge  . 
Faint  swelling  through  the  streets.    Then  e'etk 

Hath  strange  and  fitful  murmurs  of  lament, 
Aa  if  the  viewless  watchers  of  the  land 
Sighed  on  its  hoBow  breeics !— To  my  soul, 
The  torrent  rush  of  battle,  with  it*  din 
Of  trampling  steeds  luid  ringing  panoply, 
Were,  after  these  faint  sounds  of  drooping  wo 
As  the  free  sky's  glad  muric  unto  him 
Who  leaves  a  couch  of  sickness. 

HtntaniUt  {ailh  tdemnily.)  If  to  plnngs 
In  the  miJ-waves  of  combat,  as  they  bear 
Chargers  and  spearmen  onwards;  and  lo  make 
A  reckless  bosom's  front  tlie  buoyant  mark 
On  that  wild  current,  for  ten  thousand  arrowsi 
If  (Aut  to  dare  were  valour's  tioblest  aim, 
Lightl;  might  fame  be  won  I — hut  there  are  thingi 
Which  ask  a  spirit  of  more  exalted  pi(ch, 
And  courage  tempered  with  a  holier  Grel 
Well  mayat  thou  say,  that  these  are  fearful  limes. 
Therefore  be  firm,  be  patient! — There  is  strength, 
And  a  Rerce  instinct,  e'en  in  common  souls. 
To  bear  up'  manhood  with  a  stormy  joy. 
When  red  swords  meet  in  lightning  1 — but  our  but 
Is  ntoro,  snd  nobler! — We  have  to  endure, 
And  to  keep  watch,  and  lo  arouse  a  land. 
And  lo  defend  an  alUr  1— If  we  fidi, 
So  that  our  blood  make  but  the  millionth  part 
Of  Spain's  great  ransom,  we  ma;  count  it  joy 
To  die  upon  her  bosom,  and  beneath 
The  banner  of  lier  faith!— Ttiink  but  on  thti. 
And  gird  jour  hearts  with  silcut  fortitude, 
Suflering,  yet  hoping  all  tilings— Fare  yo  wctL 

Gareiat.  Fsther,  farewell. 

[Eicunt  Garciai  and  hitjbllewcn 
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^ntandei.  Thna  men  have  earthly  tie* 
And  bmidage  on  thdr  nature*  1 — To  tlu  cania 
OfOod,  and  Spain'*  reren^  [hey  bring  bat  holf 
Their  energiei  and  bopei.  Bat  he  whom  Heaven 
Haib  called  tobe  th'awakenerofaUitd, 
Sfaould  have  bi>  eoul'i  aSeetkHW  all  ibaorbed 
In  that  maje«ic  purpose,  and  prca  on 
To  iM  falGlment,  ai  a  mountain-born 
And  a  ndgbt;  atream,  with  all  ita  TBHal-iilli 
SmeiN  prondlj  to  the  ocean,  pauaing  not 
To  dall;  frith  the  flowera. 
Harkl  What  quick  atop 
Comea  hurrying  throagh  the  gloom  at  this  dead 


KLHINAn 


Elmina.  Are  not  iH.  hour* 
Why 

Should  the  lake  note  of  lime,  for  whom  the  day 
And  night  have  loat  Ihtnr  Uesed  attribulei 
OfaonahiM  and  reposeT 

IkmantUz.  t  knovr  thy  griefs; 
But  there  are  triali  lir  the  noble  heart 
Wkerein  in  own  deep  fountain*  muit  anpply 
All  it  can  hope  of  comlbrt.    Fily'*  vince 
Come*  vrith  vain  sweetneaa  to  Ih'  unheeding  eat 
Of  aiigniah,  e'en  a*  ma*ic  heard  aht 
On  the  green  tbtrte,  by  turn  who  peiishe* 
>Midat  rock*  find  eddying  walec*. 

Etmina.  Think  thou  not 
I  eoogbt  tb»  but  for  jnty.    I  am  come 
For  that  which  grief  i*  pririleged  to  demand 
With  an  imperious  claim,  from  all  wlioae  form. 
Whose  human  form,  doth  eeal  them  unto  aufiering 
Fatlw!   I  aik  tbine  aid. 

Hernandez.  There  ia  no  md 
Par  thee  or  for  thy  children,  hut  with  Him 
Wfaoae  preMnca  u  around  u*  in  tbe  cloud, 
A*  in  the  shining  aqd  the  glotioua  light. 

Eltnina.   Then  i*  no  *idl — Art  thou  a  mar 
ofGoill 
Art  Ihou  a  man  of  sorrow — (for  the  world 
'  Doth  call  thee  such)— and  baat  thon  not  beei; 
taught 
By  God  and  aorrow — mighty  as  they  are, 
To  own  the  claims  of  misery  1 

Htmande*.  Is  there  power 
With  me  to  aave  thy  eons  1 — Implore  of  Heaven 

Elmina.  Doth  Dot  Heaven  work  ita  pnipoees 


That,  ftom  the  Ihonght  of  which,  but  yekterday, 
I  had  reetriled  in  scorn  t— But  ths  is  {aat 
Oh  I  wa  grow  humble  in  onr  agonies, 
And  to  the  duat — ibeJT  tuTth-place— bow  the  heodi 
That  wore  the  crown  of  glory  I-^  am  weat— 
My  chastening  is  &r  more  than  I  can  hear. 
Bernandez,  These  are  no  timea  for  weakncM. 

On  OUT  hitta 
The  ancient  cedan,  in  their  gathered  mijiht. 
Are  battlingwith  the  lempcst;  and  ilie  flower 
Which  can  not  meet  Its  driving  blaat  must  die. 
But  thou  hut  drawn  thy  nurture  from  a  stem 
TTnwont  to  bend  or  break.    Lift  thy  proud  biaJ, 
Daughter  of  Spain !— What  wouldal  t)iou  with  thy 

lordl 
Elmina.   Look  not  upon  me  thui! — I  have  do 

power 
To  tell  thee.     Take  thy  keen  diadainfiil  ays 
Off  liom  my  sonl!~Wh«ll  am  1  sunk  lothiil 
1,  whose  Mood  sprung  Irom  heroes! — How  my  sons 
Will  scorn  the  mother  that  would  bring  diagracs 
On  tbdr  majotic  line  1— My  sons  I  my  lonst 
—Now  is  all  else  Ibrgolten !— I  had  ones 
A  babe  that  in  the  earlj  apring-time  lay 
Sickeiung  upon  mj  bosom,  till  at  last. 
When  earth's  youug  flowers  were  opening  to  tUe 

Death  sunk  on  his  meek  eyelid,  and  I  deemed 
All  nnow  light  to  mine! — But  now  the  fate 
Of  all  my  children  aecmi  to  brood  above  me 
In  the  daik  thunder-doudsl — Oh!  1  have  power 
And  vdce  unfaltering  now  to  apeak  my  praj'er 
And  m;  laat  Uttering  hope,  that  thou  ihouldsl 

The  father  to  h'lcnt,  lo  save  his  sons  1 
Bemandei.  By  yielding  up  the  city  1 
Etmina.  Rather  say 
By  meeting  that  which  gethen  cloee  upon  u* 
Perchance  one  day  the  sooner ! — la'l  not  mil 
Mual  we  not  yield  at  lB«n— How  long  shall  man 
Array  bis  single  breast  against  disease, 
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I  tell  thee.  Hunt  canst  savs  Ihem  I — Art  Ihon  not 
Oonialet'  counsellorl — Unto  him  thy  words  - 
An  e'en  as  oracles 

£emandei.  And  Ihetefoml — Speak! 
The  noble  daughter  of  Felayo'i  line 
Hain  nooght  lo  aali,  unworthy  of  the  name 
Whicn.isanalion'a  heritage. — Doat  thouahrlnhl 

Elmina.   Have  pity  oa  me,  falherl — I   must 


HemoBiUz.  How  long?— While  he. 
Who  shadows  forth  his  power  more  glorioudj 
In  the  high  deeds  and  sufferings  of  the  soul, 
Than  In  the  drcling  hcavena,  with  all  their  atan, 
Or  tbe  far«iDnding  deep,  doth  send  abroad 
A  sfuit,  which  takes  affliction  for  ila  male. 
Id  the  good  cause,  with  solemn  Joy  I — How  long  I 
— And  who  an  ihoa,  that,  in  the  littleness 
Of  thine  own  selEsh  purpose,  noutdiU  act  bounds 
To  the  free  current  of  all  noble  Ihougbt 
And  ge&eraua  action,  bidding  ita  bright  waves 
Be  stayed,  and  flow  no  further) — But  IhePowel 
Whose  interdict  ia  laid  on  aeaa  and  oiia. 
To  chain  them  in  from  wandering,  both  asajgneil 
No  limits  unto  that  which  man's  high  strengtik 
Shall,  through  its  aid,  achieve  I 

Elmina.  Oh!  there  an  time* 
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Wbcn  oil  that  hopelcM  counge  can  achlera 
But  iheda  t  tDcmrnrul  beanl;  o'er  Ibe  taU 
Of  tboae  who  die  lo  Tiin. 

Bentandez.    Who  i'te*  in  run 
dpon  h»  coantiya  war-fieliji,  taS  nitbin 
Tht  (tudnw  of  ber  titan  '\—FteH\e  hcut  I 
I  tell  Uee  that  loe  tokc  oTnoble  lilood, 
Thtu  poored  for  ^ih  and  freeJora,  hath  a  tone 
Which,  frofn  the  night  of  agn,  fdjni  (he  gulf 
Of  death,  afaall  bunt,  and  make  iti  high  appeal 
Soonil  nato  earth  and  heairD  1  Ay,  lei  the  land, 
Wboee  aom,  tbniugh  centnrin  of  no,  have  itriTei), 
Ajid  periihed  b;  hnlsnplea,  sink  awhile, 
Bcnv  ('own  in  confiict! — But  iiniaortal  leed 
Deep,  b;  heroic  ntflering,  both  been  eonn 
On  ail  hrr  ancient  bills;  and  generous  bope 
Knows  that  theaoil,  in  its  gooJ  time,  sbBlI  jet 
Bring  forth  a  glorious  batiut !— Earth  receives 
Not  one  red  dnip,  from  fidthful  hearts,  in  vain. 

Elmina.  Then  It  must  bel— And  ^e  will  make 

Tboae  joung  bright  Uxm,  an  oflering — to  retard 
Oar  doom  one  iiy ! 

HcmaTViez.  The  mantle  of  that  daj 
May  wisp  the  fate  of  Spain! 

£/nu'n<t.  What  led  me  herel 
Whjr  did  1  turn  to  thte  in  rn;  despur  1 
Love  bath  no  tin  upon  thee ;  what  had  I 
To  hope  finni  Oiee,  Ibou  lone  and  childless  man) 
Gototiiy  silent  home  I — there  no  jroung  tolca 
Sball  lad  thee  welcome,  ito  lij;hl  footstep  spring 
Pottb  at  tbe  Mund  of  thine ! — What  knows  tbj 
beaitl 

fimaiuki.  Wooiaa  I  bow  damt  Ihoa  taunt 
me  with  mj  woes' 
Tliy  childieu  too  shall  perish,  and  I  aaj 
It  abail  be  wellt— Wb;  takei>tthou  tboughlfor 

Wearing  tfaf  heart,  and  wasting  down  Ih;  Ufe 
Dnto  iu  dregs,  and  making  night  thy  time 
Of  caic  ;et  nxire  intense,  and  casting  health, 
Unprized,  to  melt  away,  i'  tb'  litter  cup 
ThoomliigleatfbTlliyBeirt — Why,  what  bath  earth 
To  pay  thea  back  for  this  1— Shall  tbey  not  live, 
(If  the  sword  spare  tbem  now)  to  prove  how  aooa 
AO  love  ma;  be  fbrgotlen  1— Yean  of  thought, 
l^Kig  fiiithful  walcbings,  looks  of  tenderness. 
That  cbaDged  tut,  though  to  change  be  this  world's 

hwl 
Shall  they  Dot  flash  thy  cheeks  with  shama^  wboae 

bkwd 
■larks,  e'en  like  bimnding  iron!— to  thy  sick  baait 
MsJu  death  a  want,  as  sleep  to  weariness  1 
Dolh  not  all  bops  end  thus  1— or  e'en  at  best, 
Win  the;  not  leave  thee  1 — far  from  theo  seek  room 
Forth*  ovrrflawiogB  of  their  Aery  loals, 
On  life's  wide  ocean  1 — Give  the  bounding  steed, 
Or  tlM  winced  balk  to  youtb,  Ibal  bk  Hee  coune 


May  be  o'er  hills  and  seas;  and  weep  tboD  not 

In  thy  forsaken  home,  for  the  bright  world 
Lies  all  before  Mm,  and  be  sure  he  wastes 
No  thought  on  tbee  I 

Blmitia.  Not  so!  it  is  not  sol 
Tboa  dost  bat  torture  me  \—My  sons  ate  kbJ, 
And  brave,  and  gentle. 

ifeman<iai.  Others  too  have  worn 
The  semblance  of  all  good.    Nay,  May  thee  yet; 
I  wiD  be  calm,  and  thou  ihilt  learn  how  eaitb. 
The  fruitRiE  in  all  agonies,  hath  woes 
Which  fiir  outwrigb  thine  oivn. 

Btmina.  It  may  not  be  [ 
Whatt  grief  is  like  a  mother's  for  her  wnsi 

Bemaitdet.  My  ion  lay  stretched  upon  his  bat- 
tle-bier, 
And  there  were  bands  wrung  o'er  him,  which  had 

caught 
Their  hue  from  his  yoimg  blood ! 

Blmina.  Whattale Utbiil 

J/ernarufei.  Read  you  nit  reconls  in  this  miei^ 
of  thmgs 
Whose  traces  on  men's  aspect  are  not  sneh 
Aa  the  breeze  leaves  on  water  t — Lofty  birth, 
War,  peril,  power  1— Affliction's  hand  is  stnMlg, 
If  it  eraee  the  baaghly  characters 
Tbey  grave  so  deep  I — I  have  not  always  been 
That  which  I  am.    Tbe  name  1  bore  ie  not 
Of  those  whieb  perish  I— 1  was  once  a  chief— 
A  warrior  1 — nor  aa  now,  a  lonely  roan  I 
was  a  father ! 

Elmina.  Then  my  heart  can  fetll 
Thou  will  have  pity  I 

HerTUTulet.  BhouU  I  pity  thee? 
T%y  nns  will  perish  gloriousty — Oidi  blood 

Blmina.  Their  bloodi  my  children'*  bbodl— 
Thou  speak'st  as  'twere 

f  CBStin*  down  a  win^cup,  in  the  mirth 
And  wantanneis  of  feasting ! — My  fair  boyi  I 

Man  r  hast  thmi  been  a  father  1 

Heraandti.  Let  tliem  die  I 
Let  them  die  now,  thy  children  I  so  thy  heart 
Shall  wear  their  beautiful  image  all  undimmed, 
Within  it,  to  the  tut !    Nor  ibolt  thou  learn 
Tbe  Utter  lesson,  of  what  worthless  dust 

ramed  the  idoli,  whose  false  glory  tdnda 
Earth's  letteron  our  soulsl — Thou  think'sl  it  mncA 

oum  the  early  dead ;  but  there  ore  teara 
Heavy  with  deeper  anguish !    We  endow 
These  whom  we  love,  in  our  Ibnil  passioaatabliiid- 

With  power  upon  our  aoob;  too  absolute 
To  be  a  mortal's  tnut  I    Within  their  hands 
We  lay  the  flaming  award,  whose  sttidte  ahme 
Can  rwcb  our  hearts,  and  Ihey  are  merciful, 
'  A*  they  are  strong,  that  nield  it  not  to  jnerce  m  ■ 
—Ay,  fear  them,  fear  the  loved  t— Had  I  but  wept 
O'tt  my  son's  grmve,  as  o'er  s  babe's,  wherv  ieai* 
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Areuijvingilew-dnipa,  glittering  in  llie  rati. 
And  bri^tilcning  Ihe  young  venlun,  /nughl  still 
H  ive  lovei]  mill  Iruiteil  1 

F.!mi7ia  (disdainfully.)  But  ha  fell  in  wmI 
And  hath  not  glory  medicine  in  ber  cup 
For  Ihe  brief  pangi  of  nature  1 

Hernandez.  Glory  '. — Peace, 
And  l»lcn  ! — By  my  liile  the  «tri|iUng  gren, 
L«3t  of  my  lino.    1  mred  liioi  to  lake  joy 
I'tli'  blue  of  ariQB,  ■■  eagles  train  th<yr  young 
To  look  upon  thu  ilay-kinj; ! — HIi  quick  btuod 
Ev'n  to  his  boyisli  check  would  mantle  up, 
When  the  heavens  rang  wilh  tnimpcLi,  anil  his  vyc 
Flash  wilh  iho  spiril  of  a  race  whose  dceils— 
Bui  this  iTiilclh  nol  1— Yet  ho  mas  brave. 
J've  Eecn  him  clear  himself  a  path  in  flight 
As  lightning  through  a  forest,  onit  hii  jilunie 
Waved  like  a  torch,  ahoio  Ihe  batllc-Htomi, 
The  solJier's  guide,  when  princely  crcsls  had  sunk, 
And  banners  were^truckdawn. — ArounJinystejis 
Floated  bis  fame,  liko  mwie,  and  I  lived 
But  in  the  lofty  sound.    But  when  my  heart 
In  one  frail  ack  hod  ventured  all,  when  nimit 
lie  seemed  to  stand  between  my  »ul  and  heaven, 
—Then  came  Ihe  tJiundcr-siroke  I 

Etmlna.  'Tis  ever  Uiusl 
And  Ihe  unquiet  and  foreboding  iienss 
That  thus  twin  ever  be,  doth  link  it«!lf 
Darkly  nilh  alt  Jeep  love!— Us  iliedl 

Htmandez.  Not  so  I 
—Death;  Death!— Why, earth  ahoulj  be  a  pore- 
To  make  thai  name  so  fearful ! — TIoJ  ho  died, 
With  his  young  fame  about  him  for  a  shrouJ, 
I  hail  not  learned  Ihc  might  of  agony. 
To  bring  proud  natures  low  ! — No !  he  fell  ofP— 
— Wliy  do  I  lell  Iheo  this!— What  riyhl  haw  ihou 
To  leoni  bow  passed  tlie  glory  from  my  housel 
Vet  listen  t— He  forsook  me !— He,  that  wan 
As  my  oimsoul,  fureuok  me! — trampled  o'l^i 
Tbs  ashci  of  his  aires  1— Ay,  Uiajiied  himtclf 
E'en  with-the  inGdel,  llie  curse  of  Spain, 
And,  for  the  dark  eye  of  a  Moorish  maiil, 
Abjured  his  failh,  his  God  !— Now,  talk  uf  death  : 

lilmina.  Oh  !  I  can  pity  tliee-^— 

Hernandez.  There'*  more  to  hear. 
I  braeed  llie  corslet  o'et  my  hearl'sdoep  wound, 
And  cost  my  troubled  spirit  on  the  tide 
lif  war  anil  high  events,  whose  stormy  waves 
Mitihl  liearitup  from  sinking; • 

Elmina.  And  ye  met 


J/etnandei.  Be  still  I— We  di 


'  Combat  on  Ehro's  banks,  and  when  llw  I'ty 
Sank  in  red  clouds,  it  faded  from  a  Geld 
Still  held  by  Moorish  lances.  Night  closed  loand 
A  night  of  sultry  darkness,  in  Ihe  ■bodow 
Of  whose  bronl  ning.ev'n  unlodeath  1  Krovs 
Long  with  a  turbaned  champion ;  but  my  swonJ 
Was  heavy  with  God's  vengeance — and  prevailed 
Ho  fell-^ny  heart  eiulleii— and  I  Blood 
In  gloomy  (riumph  o'er  him — Nature  gavo 
No  sign  of  horror,  for  'iwas  Heaven's  decree ! 
He  strove  lo  speak — but  1  had  done  the  work 
Of  wrath  too  well — yet  in  his  last  deep  nwwi 
A  dreadful  something  of  familiar  sannd 
Came  o'er  my  shuddering  sense. — The  moon  lodk 

cd  fiirth. 
And  I  beheld — speak  not! — 'twas  he — my  sonl 
My  bny  lay  dying  there !  He  raised  one  glance 
And  knew  mo — br  he  sought  with  lecble  hajiJ 
To  cover  his  glazed  eyes.  A  darker  veil 
Sank  o'er  them  soon.- 1  will  not  have  thy  look 
Fixed  on  me  thus! — Away! 

Elmina.  Thou  host  ei-en  this, 
Thou  hast  done  Ihie — and  yet  thou  UvesI  T 

Urrnandcz.  Hive! 
And  knowcst  thou  wherefore!— On  mj  soul  there 

fell 
A  horror  of  great  darkness,  which  shut  out 

irlh,  and  lioavcn,  and  hope.     I  caetaway 
si<car  and  helm,  and  mndu  Ihe  clinsler's  shadr 
[mine  of  my  des[>air.     But  a  deep  voice 
Came  to  me  through  the  gloom,  and  sent  its  tones 

througli  my  bosom's  dcjilhs.    And  I  awoko. 
Ay,  as  Ihe  mountain  cedar  doth  shake  off 
eight  of  wintry  snow,  e'en  so  I  shook 
Dcsjiondenco  from  my  sou^  and  knew  myself 

ed  by  that  blood  wherewith  my  hands  ware 
dyed, 

I  set  ap.irl,  nnJ  fearfully  marked  out 
Unto  a  mighty  task  !— Tu  rouse  the  soul 
Uf  S{.aiii,  as  rram  the  dead ;  and  to  tin  up 
Tlie  cross,  her  sign  of  victory,  on  the  hills, 
Gathering  her  sons  to  battle!— Anil  my  voice 
Musi  be  as  frccilom's  lTum|iet  on  the  winds, 

m  Roncesvallcs  to  the  blue  sea-waves 
Whrro  Calpn  looks  on  Afric;  till  the  land 

filled  her  cup  of  vengeonre ! — Aslt  mo  nmo 
To  yield  the  Christian  eity,  thai  its  fanes 
Moy  rear  lbs  minaret  in  the  tiice  of  Heaven  t 
But  death  shall  haie  a  liloodier  vinloge-feairt 
re  that  doy  come! 
£Imina.  I  ask  thee  Ihia  do  more. 
For  [  am  hopeless  now. — But  yet  one  boon — 
Hear  me,  by  all  thy  woes!— Thy  voice  hath  p.iw 


Gml  had  his  own  high  purpose  to  fulfil.  Through  Ihe  wide  dty— here  I  can  not  re« 

Or  thinkevt  tliou  that  the  sun  in  hisbright  heaven  Aid  mc  to  pass  the  gates! 

nadlookcduponBuchlhingsl- Wemetancemore.       Hernandez.  And  whcrrlbrel 

— Tha'.  was  an  hour  to  leave  iis  lightning  mark    !      Elmina.  Thou, 

KhwbJ  upon  brain  and  bosom  1 — Itiere  had  been     That  Ktrl  a  lather,  and  ait  now — aliMMl 
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jiuC  (Aott  lit  'wberefbrer— A»lt  the  wretcbl 

whoae  rends 
dne  pol  ui  boat  to  iud,  vhouB  fiuUng  limb* 
Hive  but  one  earthly  jouTney  lo  perfotm, 
Wby,  Ml  his  pithna;  to  the  plaea  of  deitb, 
A?,  when  the  ™ry  axe  U  glialening  coU 
U|»D  hia  Jiuj  eight,  hi)  pale,  pucbeJ  Up 
linplpres  a  cup  of  watctl— Wliy,  the  stroke 
Whjdi  iRmble*  o'er  him  in  ileclf  ahdl  biing 
OMivioo  of  all  wants,  yet  who  deiiim 
iVilure's  la&t  prayer?— 1  tell  tbee  that  the  thlnt 
Which  buniB  my  »pirit  up  u  agony 
TobcenJureJ  no  more! — Ami  [  muMt  look 
Upon  my  cliUdno'i  faces,  I  miut  hear 
Their  wicct,  ere  they  perish !— Bui  hath  Heaven 
Decreed  that  they  must  periih  ?— Wlio  shall  aay 
If  in  yon  Moeleoi  camp  lliere  beats  no  heart 
Which  prayen  and  toan  may  meltl 

HcmaruUi.  Tberel— with  the  Moorl 
Lei  him  fill  up  the  nwiuure  of  his  guilt) 

-Tia  madnes  all! — Hon  manldst  thou  pan  th' 

Of  armed  foesl 

Etmina.  Oh!  free  iloth  aorrow  pan, 
Flee    and   unquestioned,  Itirough   a   •ufleiing 
iroiU!(3) 

Bentamla.  Thl»  must  not  be.    Enough  of  wo 


E'en  now,  upon  thy  lotd'a  heroic  soul, 
Par  man  to  bear,  uneinking.    Preea  ^u  not 
Teo  heavily  th'  o'erburtbened  heart. — Anayt 
Bow  down  the  knee,  and  send  thy  prayen  lor 

Up  to  Hearen'a  gale. — Farewell  1 

[Exil  ^rmmjez. 
Blnina.  Are  all  men  thml 
—Why,  wer't  not  better  they  abould  &U  e'en  now 
Than  liw  to  ihnt  thcdr  hearts,  in  haughty  ecom, 
Against  the  sufferer's  pleadings  1 — But  no,  no! 
Who  can  be  like  tkis  man,  that  elew  his  onn, 
Yet  wean  hi*  tile  slill  proudly,  and  a  k>u1 
Unlannl  uprai  hii  browl 
{AJler  a  patat.)  There's  one,  nhoao  anna 
ilsTe  borne  my  children  in  their  infancy, 
And  on  wboae  kneea  (hey  sported,  and  whose  band 
Hath  led  thein  o(i^a  vassal  of  Ihsir  aire's^ 
And  1  will  seek  him:  he  may  lend  me  ud, 
When  ail  betide  pan  on. 


Thon  lo  thy  rest  art  gone. 
High  heart!  and  what  are  we, 
WUIe  o'er  our  heaJa  the  Morm  sweep*  on, 
That  wp  shouU  mourn  tor  theal 

Free  grave  and  peaceful  bier 

To  the  buried  son  of  Spain! 

T«  thoee  that  live,  the  lance  and  spear, 

Anil  well  if  not  tlio  chain  1 


Be  Ihein  to  wrep  tlie  dead 
As  they  sit  beneath  their  vines, 
Whoae  llowery  land  hath  borne  no  tread 
Of  sptnlers  o'er  iU  sticincs! 

ThoQ  hast  thrown  olT  the  load 
■l,Vlii.:h  we  must  vet  suslnin. 
And  pour  our  blood  wliere  thine  hath  doncd, 
Too  West  if  not  in  vain! 

We  give  thee  holy  lite, 
Slow  knell,  ondchaunted  strainl 
— Forthoaelhal  fall  to-morrow  night, 
May  be  left  no  faneral'train, 

Ajiaiii,  when  trumpets  wake. 


Happier  in  Ihu  than  all. 

That,  now  thy  race  is  run, 

Up3n  thy  name  no  slnin  may  fall, 

Thy  work  hath  ivell  been  done. 
Elmina.  "  Thy  work  hath  well  been  done  T— 
so  thou  mayst  rest ! 
— There  is  a  solemn  lesson  in  those  words — 
But  now  I  may  not  pause. 

[Exit  Elmina, 


HEBNANDEi;  OONZALEi 
^mandtz.  Would  they  not  hear! 
Oaiaaitz.  They  heard,  as  one  that  stands 
f  the  cold  grave  which  hath  been  newly  closed 
'er  his  last  friend  doth  hear  some  passer-by. 
Bid  him  bo  comtbrted ! — Their  hearts  have  died 
Within  them  1 — We  roust  perish,  not  as  those 
That  fall  when  bailie's  voice  doth  shake  the  hills. 
And  peal  through  Heaven's  great  arch,  but  si- 
lently, 
And  with  a  wasting  of  the  spirit  down, 
A  quendiiDg,  day  by  day,  of  some  bright  spark 
Which  lit  us  on  our  toils !— Reproach  me  not{ 
My  soul  is  darkened  with  a  heavy  cloud — 
—Yet  fear  not  I  shall  yield! 

Hemawitx.  Breathe  not  the  word; 
Save  in  prouil  scorn ! — Each  Utter  day,  o'erpasMil 
By  slow  endurance,  is  a  triumph  won 
For  Spain's  red  cross.    And  be  of  trusting  bearti 
A  few  brief  hours,  and  Ifaoee  that  turned  away 
In  cold  deapondenoe,  shrinking  from  your  voice, 
May  crowd  around  thcdr  leader,  and  demand 
To  be  arrayed  lor  battle.    We  must  watch 
For  the  swift  impulse,  anil  await  its  tiai% 
As  the  bark  wails  the  ocean's.    You  have  choHV 
To  kindle  up  their  souls,  an  hour,  perchance, 
When  they  were  weary;  Tbey  bad  cast  aside 
Their  arms  to  slomberi  or  a  knelt,  just  then 
With  its  deep  boUow  tone,  had  made  the  Uiwd 
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Creep  ehuiUering  tluougli  theii  veioi ; « thej  hail 

...Shl 
A  glimpM  of  ■ante  neir  meteor,  aod  ihiped  foith 
Strange  omens  rrom  its  bliae. 
Gmnalcr.  Alnsl  the  cauH 
LJH  deeper  in  their  mieeiy  I—  I  have  Hen, 
In  wy  nigiit'i  courae  through  this  beleigueicd  dlj 
Things,  whoae  lenumbrance  doth  not  pmm  sway 
At  vipoura  from  the  nouataiDi.— There  were 

That  wtbeode  their  dead,  with  eyet,  wherein 
Grief  had  ta'en  place  ef  light,  and  ahut  out  all 
But  ill  own  gbaatly  object.    To  my  »Mce 
Some  aniwered  with  a  fierce  and  Intter  laugh, 
Ai  men  whoee  ngoniea  were  made  to  paaa 
The  bounda  of  suflerance,  by  aome  recklcaa  word, 
Dropt  ftom  Ihe  light  of  e|iiric. — Others  lay — 
— Why  ihould  1  tell  thee,  fatherl  how  despair 
Can  bring  the  lofty  brow  of  manliood  down 
Unio  the  very  Justi — And  yet  for  this. 
Fear  not  that  1  embrace  my  doom— Oh  GodI 
That  'twere  tny  doom  alone ! — with  less  of  tiled 
And  solemn  fortitude. — Lead  on,  prepare 
The  holieil  riles  of  faith,  that  I  by  them 
Once  more  may  conaccrate  my  aword,  my  life, 
—But  what  are  tixael — Who  hath  not  deoicT 

Twined  with  his  ownl — I  shall  be  lonely  aoon — 
Childless !— Heaven  wilta  it  ao.  Let  us  begone. 
Perchance  liefore  the  ahrine  my  heart  may  beat 
With  a  le*a  troubled  motion. 

[Eieunt  Gonzalet  and  Hemaitdi*. 


Of  tttoae,  wbera  twoid  from  a 
fire. 


ig  aword  atrikaa 


ABDDLL^  ALFBONSO,  C&RLOa. 
AbdvUak.  These  are  bold  wordi:  but  hast  tbon 
Uxikrii  on  death, 
Fairslriplingl— On  thy  cheek  and  sunny  brow 
Scarce  fiOeen  sumnien  of  their  laughing  coarse 
Have  left  light  traces.     If  thy  shaft  hath  jrierced 
The  ibex  of  the  mountains,  if  thy  step 
Hath  climbed  soma  eagle's  nest,  and  tlioa  hast 

Hia  nest  thy  spoil,  'lis  mueh  I — And  fear'it  tfaou 

The  leader  of  the  mlgh^  1 

Alfhtmto.  1  have  been 
Reared  amongst  fearleas  mea,  and  'midst  the  rodti 
And  the  wild  hilh,  whereon  my  fadien  fought 
And  won  their  battles.    There  are  gtorious  tales 
Told  of  their  deeds,  and  I  liave  learned  tinm  alL 
liow  ahouhl  1  tear  thee,  Maori 

AidvOth.  So,  thou  bast  aeeit 
tilelds,  where  the  emnbal's  roar  hath  died  away 
Julo  the  whiipefing  breoM,  and  where  wild  flow- 

Bbom  o'er  forgotten  grams!— But  knowest  thou 


And  leaders  are  borne  down,  and  rushing  steeds 
Trample  the  lite  from  out  Iha  mighty  hearts 
That  reled  the  stoim  so  late  T— Speak  Bot  of  death. 
Tin  thoD  hast  looked  an  Meh. 

Aiphonta.  I  was  not  bom 
A  shepherd's  son,  to  dwelt  trilh  pipe  and  creek. 
And  peasanl-DieD,  anudst  the  lowly  vales; 
Instead  of  ringing  darioni,  and  bright  speais, 
And  crested  knights  [ — I  am  of  princely  race. 
And,  if  my  Ktber  would  have  heard  my  suit, 
I  tell  thee,  infidel  t  that  long  ere  now, 
I  should  have  seen  how  lance*  meet;  and  swordt 
Do  the  field's  work. 

AldvlbA.  Boy  I  knaw'rt  thoo  then  an  sights 
A  thousand  times  more  fearrul  1 — Men  may  die 
Full  proudly,  when  the  diies  and  mountains  ring 
To  battle-horn  and  teclnr* — But  not  ail 
So  pas  away  in  glory.     There  are  than, 
'Midst  the  dead  silence  of  pale  mullitudea, 
Led  forth  in  fetters— dost  thoa  mark  me,  boy  1 
To  lake  their  last  look  of  tli'  all  gladdening  ami. 
And  ban,  perchance,  the  stalely  head  of  youth, 
Unto  the  death  of  shame! — Hsdst  thou  aeefl  this— 

A/j.Aoiuo(ioC[irIo»).  Sweet  brother,  God  is  with 
us— (ear  thou  not  I 
We  have  had  hemes  (or  our  Hies — this  man 
Should  not  behold  as  tremMe. 

Abdullah.  There  are  means 
To  tame  the  tofUesI  natures.     Yet  again, 
I  ask  thee,  wilt  thou,  from  beneath  the  walls, 
Sue  to  thy  sire  for  life;  or  wonldst  thou  die, 
With  this,  thy  biolhwl 

Alpliama.  Moslem!  on  the  hilts, 
Arouud  my  &ther's  castle,  I  have  heard 
The  mount aln-peaaanta,  ■■  they  dressed  the  viuK, 
Or  dro»e  the  goata,  by  rock  and  torrent,  home, 
Binpng  their  ancient  songs;  and  these  were  all 
Of  the  Cid  Oampeador;  and  hon  Ills  swonl 
Tizona(3)  cJeared  its  way  thioogh  turbaned  host^ 
And  captured  Afric's  kings,  and  how  he  won 
Valencia  ftom  the  Moor.(4>— 1  will  not  shame 
The  blood  we  draw  from  him  I 

A  KoxMi  Bcddlor  nilsis. 

Soldier.  Valenda's  lord 
Sends  messengers,  my  chicC 

AbduUah.  Conduit  them  hither. 
[Tkt  Soldier  goatmt,  and Tt-enieriaUh El- 
mina,  ditgvAtd,  and  on  Attendant. 

Carlot  (tpringing  /or-uard  to  the  Atltndanf). 
Oh  I  take  me  hence,  Diego !  take  nie  hene* 
With  thee,  that  I  may  see  my  mother'a  face 
Atmoming,  who)  Iwake,  HeredHk-browed  itwn 
Frown  strangely,  with  (heir  cruel  eyes,  upon  us^ 
Take  me  wilh  thee,  for  thou  alt  good  and  kind. 
And  well  1  know,  thou  lov'st  mi^  my  Diego  I 

'  nettr,  iba  muxj  irda  Mooci  and  Anba 
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Si 


jUduffaJk.  Pew,  h-;!— What  tiding*,  Chrii- 
lian,  ttom  thj  lonlt 
I*  he  grovrn  hninbleT,  doth  be  kI  the  Uvea 
Oflheae  ba  nonlinga  at  a  city's  worth  1 

Alpkonto  (ruihing /oraard  impa/itnlly).  Siy 
not,  he  Joth ! — Yet  wherelbre  att  than  hen? 
IT  it  be  BD — I  conld  weep  burning  lean 
Fcf  very  ^ame ! — If  thb  fan  be,  retam  T 
Tdl  him,  or  bU  hit  wealth,  hia  battle-Bpub, 
1  will  but  aak  a  wai-hone  and  a  award. 
And  that  hende  bin)  in  the  mountain-cfaiM, 
And  in  bii  halh  and  at  Mi  itatel;  feuta, 
Mj  place  shall  be  no  more! — bnt  no] — I  wranc, 
1  wrong  m;  &lhet<— Moot  I  beliera  it  not! 
He  ii  a  champon  of  the  ccoas  and  Spain, 
Sprung  liDni  the  Cid ; — and  I  (M,  1  can  die 
AJa  warrior'a  Mgti-born  child  I  , 

Ettina.  Aha  '.  alaa '. 
And  wouldM  thou  die,  thai  eeilj  die,  fair  boy'l 
Wbsl  bath  life  dene  to  thee,  (hat  thoa  ahonldat  eaat 
tti  Oower  away,  >n  leTf  acam  of  heart, 
En  yet  the  blight  be  come'i 

jUpAon*.  That  voice  dMh  aound — 

AbdtJlalt.   Stranger,   who  art  thoul— tfan  la 
mockery  I  apeak  t 

Elmina  {thnnting  off  a  manSe  and  helmef,  end 
emiitaa,vg  her  mdu).  My  boysl  wliom  1  have 
reared  thnafh  matty  houn 
Of  nknt  joys  and  aorrowa,  and  deep  thoi^hti 
Dnl<dd  and  uniDugined ;  )et  me  die 
Vllh  yoo,  DOW  I  have  held  ym  to  my  heart, 
Alkd  aeen  once  more  the  faces,  iU  itImmb  fight 
My  aonl  hath  tited  for  yeara ! 

Carlo*.  Sweet  mother  1  Dofr 
Tboa  ehah  not  teare  ua  mora 

MdaUak.  Enongfaoftfaial 
Vr«au!  what  Mck'it  than  here  i—How  luat  than 

(tend 
Te  ftoDt  the  ndghty  thoa  amidit  his  iMsti  1 

Blvtiaa.  Think'at  thou  there  dweOaiweMirmgi 
bat  in  breaats 
nat  aet  their  maU  againrt  &ie  rinpng  spean, 
When  belinets  are  atruck  down?— Thou  little 

know'rt 
Of  natnte'a  marretal — Chief!  my  heart  ia  nerred 
To  make  ila  way  thtoogb  thinga  whiuh  wan ' 

— Ay,  they  that  mailer  death  by  Seld  or  Sood, 
Woold   look  OD,  ere  they  braredl — 1  have  im> 

thought, 
Ne  aeiK  of  tear !— Thou  'rt  mighty  I  bat  a  aoul 
Woand  op  like  mine  ia  nughtier,  in  the  power 
Of  that  one  beting,  poured  Ihinugb  all  It*  depthn, 
Than  monanJia  with  thdr  tioeta !— Am  1 
To  die  with  theae,  my  children  1 
AbdtiOah.  Doth  thy  futh 

bnd  Chriatianl— H«at  thoa  not 


Tlnmea 
El»tiia.  I  haia  pr«yna,  and  U 


And  agoniee! — and  he— my  Giod — the  God 
Wboao  hand,  or  loon  or  hil«,  doth  find  ill  hour 
To  ban  the  created  head— hath  made  these  thinjr* 
Moat  powerfal  in  a  world  where  all  must  leant 
That  one  deep  language,  by  the  Morm  called  lonb 
Flnm  the  bmiaed  reeds  of  earth  ! — For  thee,  per- 

AflUdbn'a  chastening  leaaon  hath  not  yet 
Been  lud  upon  my  iieart,  and  thou  msyat  love 
To  see  the  ereitum,  by  it*  might  brought  \ow, 
Humbled  before  thee. 

[Su  throat  hertifat  Aii/eef. 
Conqaerorl  I  can  kneel  1 
I,  that  drew  binb  from  princes,  bow  mysdf 
E'en  to  thy  feel  I  CiU  in  thy  cbieft,  thy  alavs^ 
If  thiewiti  swell  thy  triumph,  to  bebdd 
The  blood  of  kings,  of  heroes,  thus  abased! 
Do  this,  but  spare  my  ions  I 

Alphanto  {attempting  te  nit  her.}     Thou 
■houldet  not  kneel 
Unto  this  inSdd ', — tUse,  rise,  my  motherl 
This  stghl  doth  shame  our  hoiMe  I 

Abdullah.  Thou  daring  boyi 
They  that  in  arms  have  langbt  thy  folher's  land 
'   '  ■  are  worn,  aball  school  that  haughty 

Unto  UKther  iangoige. 
Etmina.  Peace,  my  sod  I 
are  pity  on  my  heut! — Ob,  pardon,  Chief! 

He  is  of  noble  blood! — Hear,  hear  ma  yett 

Are  there  no  lives  through  which  tin  shafts  of 

May  reach  your  souU — He  that  lovea  Migbl  on 

eartli, 
Dares  far  too  much,  if  ha  be  merdlessl 

fiit  Ihoee,  whoae  frail  mortality 
Must  one  day  strive  alone  with  God  and  death 
To  shut  their  saola  against  th'  appealing  voice 
in  her  anguish T— Warrior!  Manl 
To  you  too,  ay,  end  hi^y  with  yonr  hoato, 
"  Is  and  ten  thooiandi  monhalted  ronnd. 

And  yonr  strong  annoDT  on,  shaUeome that  itroka 
Which  the  lance  wards  not  I — When  shall  yoor 

high  heart 
Find  refoge  Iben,  if  in  the  day  of  might 
Wo  hath  lain  proitrate,  bleeding  at  your  Aet, 
And  yon  have  |ntied  notl 

AbdtiUah.  These  an  vaio  vronta. 

Ehnina.   Have  yon  no  chiUren^Fear  yoa 
not  lo  bring 
The  lightiung  on  their  heodil— In  yoor  own  land 
Doth  DO  fond  mother,  from  the  tanta,  bSDeMh 
Your  native  polmi,  look  o'er  the  deserts  out, 
To  greet  yonr  homeward  Mepi — Yoa  have  not  jiit 
Forgot  BD  nitariy  her  petieot  love — 
— For  is  Dot  woman's,  in  all  olimes,  the  samel- 
TfastyoashooU  tcoranqr  prayer!- Ob  Hnvsn* 
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Abdullah.  Then  it  ruocki  joa  not 
[  hsve  eweyl  o'er  the  mounlain*  of  your  land. 
Leaving  my  tiowB,  u  tliB  viaiungs 
Oretanns,  upon  them!— Sliall  1  now  be  «lay«]  1 
Kuan,  unto  me  it  were  u  liglit  ■  thing, 
[n  this,  my  onine,  to  quench  your  dultlren's  lives, 
Ah,  journeying  tlirough  B  direst,  to  break  off 
T  lie  young  wilil  briuictiea  that  obtlruct  th«  w>; 
With  their  green  (prajB  and  leaves. 

Klmina.  Are  there  auch  heuta 
Amongst  (hy  works,  O  God] 

MduUah.  Kneel  not  to  me. 
Kneel  la  your  li>rd!  on  hi>  resolves  doth  bang 
Hia  ch ill] ren's  doom.     He  nuy  be  lightly  wan 
By  &  lew  bursts  of  puaionsle  tears  and  words. 

Elmiaa  {Tiling  indignanti}/.)    Speak  not  of 
noble  men ! — he  bean  a  soul 
SlningLT  than  love  or  death. 

Alphonta  {icUh,  exidlalioa.)  1  knevi  'Iwa*  thus! 


lie. 


>t  fill! 


Z.7mtnii.  There  ij  no  mercy,  none, 
On  this  cold  earth!— To  strive  with  luch  a  world, 
Hearts  ahauld  bo  voidoflovel- We  will  go  hence, 
My  children  I  we  are  lumnwned.  X^y  yaur  hetds, 
In  Ihcir  young  nuliant  beauty,  once  again 
To  rest  upon  this  bosom.    He  th&t  dwells 
Beyond  the  clouds  which  press  us  darkly  lound. 
Will  yet  have  pily,  and  before  his  face 
Wo  three  will  mind  togelhecl  Moslem!  now 
Let  the  stroke  fall  at  oneel 

AbdidMl.  'TU  thine  awn  will. 
These  might  e'en  yet  be  (pared. 

Ktmina.  TAou  wilt  not  spare  1 
And  he  bAieath  whose  eye  their  childhood  grew, 
And  in  whose  paths  they  sporud,  and  whose  ear 
From  th^r  first  lisping  accents  ought  the  sound 
Of  that  word — Falhtr — once  ■  name  of  love — 
Is Men  shall  call  him  ileaiffait. 

AbduUaK.  Hath  the  blast 
Of  sudden  trnrnpelaite'er  at  dead  of  night, 
When  the  land's  watchers  feared  no  hostile  step, 
Startled  the  slumberers  from  th^r  dreamy  world, 
In  (^ties,  whose  hpnMo  lords  have  been 
Sleadfaat  as  tliinel 

Elmina.  There's  meaning  in  thine  eye, 
More  than  thy  words, 

AbdaiU^  {pointing  la  Ote  nljr.)  Look  to  yon 
towers  and  walls  1 
Think  you  no  hearts  within  their  Ilmita  pine, 
Weaiy  of  hopeless  warfare,  and  prepared 
Tc  burst  the  feeble  links  which  bind  them  still 
Unto  endurance  1 

Klmina.  Thou  hast  said  too  weU. 
ButwhatofthUI 

Abdallah.  Then  there  are  those,  to  whom 
The  Prophet's  annies  not  as  foes  would  pass 
Von  gates,  but  as  deliverers.  Might  they  not 
■u  some  rtill  hour,  when  weariness  takes  rest, 
Be  noD  to  weleome  ns  1— Your  children's  steps 


May  yet  bound  li^litly  throuj<)i  tbdr  father's  ballsl 
Atpliento    (indignanili/,)     Thou    IreacbelaiU 

Moorl 
Elmina.  Let  me  not  thus  be  tried 
Beyond  alt  strength,  oh  Heaven  1 

Abdullah.  Now,  'lis  for  Ihte, 
Thou  Christian  molherl  on  thy  sons  to  pass 
The  si?nleiicc — lili?  or  dcuth! — the  price  ia  set 
On  their  young  blood,  and  rests  witbia  thy  bands. 
AlpKonso.  Motherl  thou  trembleitl 
Abduaah.  Hath  thy  heart  resolved  1 
£;/mino  (finering  her  /aa  villi  her  Kandt.) 
My  boy's  proud  eye  La  on  me,  and  the  things 
Which  rush  in  stormy  darltness,  through  my  soul. 
Shrink  freni  his  glance.    I  cannot  answer  Aera. 
Abdullah.  Come  forth.     We'll  o 


Carloa  ((o  hi»  molhtr,)  Wilt  thou  gol 
Oh  I  let  me  follow  thee! 
£[nitn<i.  Mine  own  fair  child  I 
'Now  that  thine  eyes  have  poured  once  man  en 

The  lightof  their  young  smile,  and  Ihy  sweet  KHca 
Hath  sent  its  gentle  music  through  my  soul 
And  1  have  felt  the  twining  of  thine  arms-~> 
— How  shaUlleate  thee  1 

AbdulUA.  Leave  him,  as  'twere  but 
For  a  brief  slumber,  to  behold  his  face 
At  morning,  with  the  sun's. 

Alpkomo.  Thou  hast  no  look 
For  mo,  niy  mother ! 

Elmina  Oh!  that  I  shoold  hvs 
To  say,  1  dare  not  look  on  thee  1— Farewell, 
My  first  bom,  fare  thee  welll 

Alphania.  Yet,  yet  beware! 
It  were  a  grief  more  heavy  on  thy  soul. 
That  I  should  lilush  for  thee,  than  o'er  mj  gnm 
That  thou  shouldat  proudly  weep ! 

Abdullah.   Awayl  we  trifia  here.    The  lugLl 


veil! 


e  embrace !   My  sons,  lai«* 


[Exeunl  Aidixllah  wilh  Elmina  and  titr 
AllendanL 
Alphanto.  Hear  me  yet  once,  my  motheil 
Art  thou  gone1 
But  one  word  more ! 

\Ha  ruthet  inU,/iMmBed  by  Carlot, 

>I  OF  <  F:lLlCE  IN  TALKKCI^ 
XtMENA,  THERE.<?A. 
"ThtTtta.   Stay  yet  awhile.    A  purer  air  doth 

Here  through  the  myrtles  whispering,  and  tha 

And  shaking  sweetneaa  (Vom  the  orange  boughs. 
Than  waits  you  in  the  city. 
Ximcna.  There  an  llwM 
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U.  Ihdr  Jut  neeJ,  and  on  llieir  beJ  Dfilenth, 
Ai  nhtch  no  band  doth  minktei  bul  mine. 
That  wait  me  in  thp  cilj.     Let  us  hcncF. 

Theresa.   Ynu  have  twen  wont  to  Iotb  tbe 

By  Jbunta,  and  msUing  Iblia^,  and  aoft  wind*, 

Crralliingofcilron-Rtovcs.     And  v?!!!  yaa  t'Jin 
Fram  thcae  ■?  M9ni«  of  ttiathi 

Xir-uina.  To  roe  the  voice 
or  lunuiwi,  whiipering  laraagh  yoong  Sonen 

anJ  IcaTM, 
Now  Bpealu  loo  detp  a  Inngaa)^!  and  of  all 
Ita  Jrramv  and  myKlerious  mcLodiea, 
TIic  brralbing  tool  a  sadnoal— I  hiva  lett 
That  (uniBKina  through  mjr  apLrit,  bUct  which 
Tiie  hoes  ofeaith  are  changed,  and  all  her  sounds 
Seem  fiMight  t*ith  Moret  nanunga, — Tlicre  is 

That  [  iihontd  hrnd  my  fintntfp*  to  the  acenaa 
Where  Death  ia  boay,  timing  wanior^heart^ 
And  poQiiog  r.intcr  thnugh  the  Gery  blood, 
AikI  rcllFriDglbG  atrong  arm! — For  now  no  aigh 
111  tbe  dull  air.  nor  floating  etnuJ  in  iienian, 
No,  not  the  lightest  murmur  of  a  leaf, 
But  of  hi*  angel's  lilent  coming  bean 
Some  token  to  my  aouL — Bul  nought  of  this 
Uoto  mj  mother  1 — Theae  are  awful  hounl 
And  OD  (heir  beary  stops,  afflic^na  crowd 
With  such  dark  presaore,  then  >■  left  no  room 

ThtTfta.  Sweet  lady,  talk  not  Ihns! 
Yoni  eye  this  morn  doth  near  a  calmer  light, 
Tbetc'*  iDore  of  Hfe  in  ita  clear  tremulous  ray 
Thwi  1  base  mariud  of  late.    Nay,  go  not  ;et ; 
Rest  by  this  fountain,  where  the  laurels  dip 
Their  gleny  leaves.    A  fresher  gale  doth  spring 
From  the  transparent  waters,  dashing  round 
Their  ailterr  apray,  with  a  sweet  voice  of  coolness. 
O'er  tlie  pale  glialening  maiblo.     'Twill  cult  up 
Paint  bloom,  if  but  a  inomeDt's,  to  your  cheek. 
Eeat  bete,  ere  you  go  Ibttb,  and  1  will  uiig 
The  iDelody  you  love. 

"Why  is  the  Spanish  maiden's  grave 

So  fir  from  her  own  bright  land  ] 
The  sunny  flowers  tlht  o'er  it  wave 

Were  sown  by  no  kindred  band. 
■Us  net  the  orai^e-bongb  that  seodi 

U>  breath  on  the  sultty  air, 
Tis  not  tbe  myrtlo-stem  that  bends 

To  the  breeze  of  aveiung  there ! 
Bat  the  Rose  of  Sharon's  eastern  Lloom 

Sy  tbe  lilent  dwelling  fades, 
And  pone  but  strangers  pass  the  lomb 

Which  the  PalmarJudahahades. 


But  who  halh  graved,  on  its  mossy  stone, 
A  sword,  a  helm,  a  cre^  "i 

These  are  the  tmphies  of  a  chjjf, 

A  lord  of  (he  aie  aiul  s[iear ' 
— Some  blosom  plucked,  some  faded  leaf, 

Should  grace  a  maiden's  bier! 

Scorn  not  her  tomb — deny  not  ber 

The  honours  of  die  brave  I 
O'er  that  forsaken  sepulohre, 

Banner  and  plume  might  nave. 

She  bound  the  Fleet,  in  battle  tried. 

Her  fearless  heart  above, 
And  stood  wilb  bravo  men,  aide  by  side, 

In  tbe  strenj,'lli  and  Ikith  of  love '. 

That  strength  prevailed— chat  faith  wasUettco' 

True  WHS  the  javelin  thrown, 
Yet  pierced  it  not  her  warrior's  breast, 

She  met  it  with  her  own! 

And  nobly  won,  where  heroes  fell 

In  arms  tir  the  holy  shrine, 
A  death  which  saved  what  she  kired  so  well. 

And  a  grave  in  PalcstiDe. 

Then  let  the  Rose  ofSharon  spread 

Ita  breast  to  the  glowing  air. 
And  thePalmofJudab  lift  its  bead. 

Green  and  immDrta]  there  '. 

And  let  yon  gray  stone,  nndefaced, 
With  its  trophy  mark  the  sccite, 

Telling  the  pilgrim  of  tbe  waste, 
WbCFO  Love  and  death  have  been. 

JCImena.  Thoae  notce  were  wont  to  make  my 

heart  beat  quick, 
Ls  bt  a  voice  of  victory ;  bul  lo.da; 
The  spirit  of  the  song  ie  changed,  and  seems 
'  1  mournfuL    Oh  1  (hat  ere  my  early  grave 

lUt*  ODt  the  sunbeam.  1  might  bear  one  peal 
Of  the  Castilian  trumpet,  ringing  Ibrth 
Beneath  my  father's  banner! — In  that  sound 
Were  lib  to  yon,  snreet  brothers  1 — But  tor  me— 
Come  on — our  tulu  awut  us.    They  who  know 
Their  hours  are  numbered  out,  have  littlo  time 
Togive  the  *«gue  and  slumberous  languor  way, 
Which  doth  steal  o'ei  them  in  the  breath  offlowerf. 
And  whisper  of  soft  winds. 

BtAUNA  enun  hiurledly. 
Blmhut.  This  air  will  calm  my  s|»iit,  ere  yet  I 

Hit  eye,  whidi  must  be  met—  Thoohere,  Ximeiia 
[She  tlarU  back  an  Kciitg  X{-wlu. 
jnmeiu.  Alasl  mv  mo'herl  In  that  bnrrTinii 

And  tm-iblett  glance  I  read — 
K/»u'>ui  {aildty.)  Thou  irttd'at  it  nut '. 
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Why,  who  woulJ  li.e,  if  unto  mort»l  eye  I     Blmina  (^Harting).  H»rk  I  ■  Mep ! 

The  Ihings  lay  glsring,  wKich  within  our  he&it<   ,  'Ti.— 'lia  tliy  falher'*— come  awaj— not 
We  [reuure  up  for  Qol'a  1— Thou  reaJ'st  it  no! !  He  must  not  tee  ui  now  1 
I  wy,  thou  caiut  not  ?— There'a  not  one  on  earth      Ximena.  Why  abould  thia  be  1 
Shall  know  u\e  thoughla,  nbich  lot  them   ' 


And  kept  dark  plac«i  in  the  very  breaat 
Whereon  he  hath  laid  his  slumber,  till  Uig  honr 
When  the  gr»wa  open  l 

Ximena.  Mother!  irhatisthist 
Ala* '.  yoor  eye  is  wftodering,  and  yoor  cheek 
Fliuhnl,  as  wkh  ferei  I    To  yanr  wom  the  night 
Halh  brought  no  ml. 

Eimina,  Rest! — who  ahoutd  rest T — not  he 
That  balds  one  earthly  blessing  lo  his  heart 
Nearer  than  life !— No  I  if  this  world  have  aught 
Of  bright  or  pruciou^  let  not  him  nrha  calls 
Euch  things  bis  own,  (aks  rest  !-~Dark  sptrila  keep 

And  they  to  whom  fair  honour,  chiialrous  fame 
Were  as  heaven's  air,  the  yilal  ehunent 
Wlicrein  Ihcy  breathed,  may  wake,  and  6nd  thel 

Made  marks  for  human  acom !— WiH  they  bear  on 
With  Kte  Kmck  down,  and  thus  diarobeil  of  all 
(la  glorious  drapery  1— Who  ehall  Irfl  us  Ihii  1 
-Will  Ae  so  bear  iti 

Ximena.  Mother  1  let  ua  kneel, 
And  blend  our  hearts  in  prayer! — What  else  I 

left 
To  mortals  When  the  dark  hour's  might  !i  oi 

themi 
— Lcsvfl  us,  Theresa.— Grief  like  this  doth  find 
lU  balm  in  solitude,  [ExU  Theraa. 

My  mother  I  peace 

la  beaten's  benignant  answer  to  the  C17 
Of  woaoded  spirits    Wilt  thou  kneel  with  ms  1 
Eimina.  Away  I  'tis  but  for  souls 


Hoaieo's  tranquil  image  on  thair  depthsL— The 

Ofmydarkthoughts,  all  broken  by  the  storm. 
Reflects  but  doads  and  lightnings  1— Didst  thou 

Of  peace  1 — 'ds  fled  Cram  earth '—btil  thara  k  jc^ ! 
Wild,  troubled  joy  I — And  who  shall  know  my 

child  I 
it  is  not  happioeas?— Why,  our  own  hAarts 

Will  keep  the  secret  ckael — Joy,  joy  I  if  but 
To  leave  this  desolate  dty,  with  its  dut'. 
Slow  knells  and  dbfes,  and  to  breathe  again 
Th'   uiilaioted   mountain-air  I— Bot  hwfal   the 

4'ho  Qowcrs,  the  waters,  must  hear  nought  of 

They  art  full  of  voksa,  and  will  wUhmt  thill«' 
Well  apeak  of  it  no  mon.       ^^ 
Xfmeno.  Ohl  pitying  Heavta  1 

Tnu  grief  doth  ihaka  bar  iBMOSi  I 


GONZALEZ  inun,  anddtulna  ELMIML. 
OtraaUx.  EUmina,  doatlhoa  shunma?— Ha«a 

en  from  the  hopeful  and  the  sunny  tiam 
When  youth  was  as  a  glory  loDikl  our  biowa. 
Held  on  through  life  togetharl— And  is  this, 
When  OVB  is  gatliering  round  m,  with  the  g1>x«i 
Ofstonny  clouds,  atime  to  part  dot  st^ 
Upon  (he  darkening  wikll 

ECmhut  (coWIy).  There  needs  not  Om. 
Why  ihouldat  thou  think  i  ihuniMd  tbeel 

OoniaUi.  Should  the  love 
That  shone  o'er  many  years,  th'  mUiiv  loi«, 
Who«  only  change  hath  been  from  gladdeninf 


To  mingle  ■omnri  ud  snataining  atimglh, 
Thus  lightly  be  fotgMlenl 

Eimina,  Speak'at  thou  thual 
— I  have  knelt  before  thee  with  that  -mj  plea, 
When  it  availed  ma  not  1— But  there  an  thing* 
Whoee  very  hrealhing*  on  the  soul  snaa 
All  record  of  past  love,  save  the  chiU  aenae, 
Th'  unquiet  memory  of  its  wasted  faith, 
And  vain  devotedncsat — Ayl  they  that  is 
Affection's  perfect  tmat  on  uight  «f  eaith, 
"ave  many  a  dream  to  start  liwn  I 

GoTizalei.  This  is  but 
The  wiklneas  and  the  bittamaM  of  grief) 
Ere  yet  th'  unsettled  heart  hath  dosed  iu  long 
Impatient  cooSicta  with  a  mightier  power, 
Which  makes  all  conflict  vain. 

Hart  1  waa  tbeia  ikk 

A  aound  of  distant  tnimpela,  br  beyond 
The  Mooriah  lenta,  and  of  anotbar  lose 
Than  th'  Aliio  bom,  Xinwoal 

Oh,  my  Gaherl 
I  know  that  bom  tee  welt. — 'Tis  but  the  wind. 
Which,  mih  a  sudden  rising,  bean  its  deep 
*  nd  aavage  war-note  from  us,  wafling  it 
'er  the  far  hills. 

Oomalej.  Ataal  this  wo  must  be ! 
I  de  but  ^lake  my  stnrit  fr^  its  hdght 
So  *artling  it  with  hope !— But  (he  dread  hoot 
Shall  be  met  bravely  attll.    I  can  keepdown 
Yet  for  a  Uule  while-uid  He«*aa  will  ask 
No  more— the  pBsa<Hiate  working*  of  my  bevt ; 
— And  thine — Eimina  1 

Eimina.  'Ti»— I  am  piapued. 
I  have  prepared  for  all. 

OmxaUx.  Oh,  well  I  knew 
Thou  wonldst  not  fail  me  I-~Not  in  vain  my  soul 
Upon  thy  faith  and  courage,  hath  built  up 


Elm£ita.  (wCM^)  Awayl— thoa  knew'st   tn* 
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Uan  ilucs  too  fkr,  bis  nahncM  noaU  inTwt 
Thi*  oor  m«rUlkl*  nitb  an  (Uribuu 
Ttn  high  >iu]  anrul,  boMting  that  he  knom 
Om  human  heart  1 

(fOTuaiez.  Th««e  an  wild  worda,  but  7«t 
I  will  not  doabt  Urn! — Hut  thou  not  beta  A 
NoUe  in  all  tbinga,  pooling  thy  aoul'i  light 
CudiinnFJ  o'er  every  trial  1 — And,  aa  imr  Tale 
So  must  OUT  nameabe,  nitdiiiJed! — Thioe, 
I'th'  record  of  a  warrior'a  life,  aball  End 
Ila  pbc«  of  ataioleaa  hooour.— By  hia  uJe 

JSinino.  May  tlui  bo  bome^Hon  much  of 
agOTj 
Haifa  tbe  beart  room  Tot  1— Speak  to  ma  in  wrub— 
lean  endure  it! — But  no  gentle  teocda! 
No  worda  of  Iotb  1  no  pniae ! — Thj  awofd  might 

•i-r, 

And  be  mom  mennfta]  1 

Gtmalei.  Wheretbre  art  thou  thua  1 
□auna,  my  beloved ' 

Elmina.  Ko  more  oT  love  1 
—Have  I  Dot  aaid  there'a  that  within  my  heai^ 
Whemn  it  (alia  aa  living  fire  would  Ul 
Upon  an  uDcloaed  nound7 

Gotualet.  Nay,  lift  thine  eyea 
That  I  may  reaJ  tAafr  aeanini  I 

Eimina.  Never  more 
With  a  free  aoul— What   have  I  aaMT— twaa 

nought! 
Take  thou  no  heed  1   The  words  of  wiet^hednen 
Admit  not  •cruliny.    Wouldat  Ihon  mark  the 

OrtnwbWdKaiHT 

eenxaUi.  I  have  aeen  thee  in  the  houT 
Of  thy  deep  apirit'a  joy,  and  when  the  Ueatb 
Of  grief  hung  chilling  round  thee;  in  all  change, 
Bright  beallb  and  drooping  Mckneaei  hope  and 

f«r. 
Youth  and  decline ;  but  never  yet,  Elmina, 
Ne'er  hath  ibine  eye  till  now  ahnink  back  per- 
turbed 
Willi  abune  or  dread,  from  mine  I 

BtmiJia.  Thy  glance  doUi  aearch 
A  wounded  heart  loo  deeply. 

Gonzaltx.  Heat  thou  there 
Aught  to  conceal  1 

£lmina.  Who  hath  «ot1  .* 

Ganxalei.  Till  thia  hour 
Ttum  Dever  hadit!— Yet  heaime!— bytbe  free- 
And  nnattainted  fame  which  ivrapa  the  dmt 
Of  thine  heroic  father*— 

Elmiaa.  Thia  to  me! 
— Bring  your  inapiring  war-nobs,  and  your  ioanda 
Of  fertal  mDoc  round  ■  djriug  man  I 
WiD  lu*  heart  echo  them  V-Bat  if  thy  worda 
Were  apeUa,  to  call  up,  with  each  lofty  tone. 
The  gnve'a  moat  awful  ipirifa,  they  would  atand 
Powtfk— ,  before  my  anguiab  I 

QmxaUi.  Then,  by  her, 


Who  there  looks  on  Ihee  in  the  purity 

Of  her  devoted  youth,  and  o'er  whoae  name 

No  blight  murt  fait,  and  wboaa  pale  cheek  mnil 

Bom  with  that  deeper  tinge,  caught  punAilly 
From  the  quick  feeling  ofdiihaDOUr. — Speak 
Undid  this  myalciy  1— By  Ihy  ion^— 

Blmijut.  My  aona! 
And  canU  thoa  name  IhemT 

Ooazaltz.  Proudlyl— Belter  far 
They  died  with  all  the  promiae  of  their  yxMlth, 
And  the  fdir  honour  of  lh«r  houae  upon  them, 
Than  that  with  manbood'a  high  and  paawMinte 

To  tearful  atrength  unfolded,  they  ihould  live, 

Barred  firom  the  liata  of  created  duvatry. 

And  [nning,  in  the  nlencaof  a  wo, 

Which  from  the  heart  abuta  daylight;— o'er  tha 

Of  tboaa  who  gave  them  birth!— But  f  Ant  eooldat 

Forget  their  lofty  claimi  t 

£/nifnii  (vildly.)  'Twaa  but  for  IhemI 
'Twaa  for  them  only  I — Who  ahall  dare  arraign 
Madneea  of  crime  1^- And  he  who  made  ua.kQowi 
There  are  dark  monienU  of  all  heaita  and  Uto, 
Which  bear  down  reason  I 

OoKsiJez.  Thau,  whom  I  have  loved 
With  aaoh  high  tmrt,  aa  o'er  onr  nature  threw 
A  glory,  scarce  aliawed ; — what  hail  thou  donel 
Ximena,  go  thou  hence  1 

Elmina.  No,  no!  my  child  I 
There'a  pty  iu  thy  look  t— AH  other  eye* 
Arefullof  wrath  and  acorn  I— Oh!  leave  menot! 

Oonxalet.  That  I  should  live  to  aee  thee  Ihu* 
abaaed! 
—Yet  ap«di1— What  heat  thou  donel 

Elmijia.  JjoA  tn  the  gate ! 
Thou'rt  worn  with  toil — but  take  no  real  to-oightl 
Theweitem  galei — Itawatcheia  have  been  won — 
The  Christian  city  hath  been  bought  and  sold! 
They  will  admil  the  Moorl 

Contatex.  They  have  been  wan  t 
Brave  men  and  tried  so  long! — Wheal  node  waa 

tbUT 
.    Slmino.  Think'at  thou  ftll  beacta  like  thlnet  - 

Can  mothera  aland 
To  aee  their  children  periahl 

OonialBz.  Then  the  guilt 
Waa  thinel 

Elmina.  —Shall  mortal  dare  to  call  il  guilt  1 
I  tell  thee.  Heaven,  which  made  all  holy  thinga, ' 
Made  nought  more  holy  than  the  boundloa  love 
Wbieli  Gill  a  mother's  heart! — I  aay,  'tia  wo 
Enough,  with  such  an  aching  lenderneia. 
To  love  aught  earthly!— and  in  vain!  in  vainl 

We  are  prcMed  down  too  solely  I 

Gonxalet  (in  a  low  detponding  tvict).  Miw 
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rr  Bfnsc,  to  which 


Is  struck  to  worthless  asliea!— In  my  eoul 

BusiHcion  hath  la'en  root.    The  nolifrncts 

HMiceforth  is  blotted  from  ell  human  brom, 

Ami  rearful  pjwpr,  a  dark  and  troublous  gift. 

Almost  like  prophecy,  i>  poured  upon  nie, 

To  ifid  the  guilty  secrets  in  eacli  eye, 

That  once  looked  bright  with  truth  1 

— Why  then  1  Imie  gained 

What  men  call  wisdom '. — i 

All  tales  that  speak  of  high  fidelity, 

And  holycouraEO,  and  proud  honour,  tried, 

Searched,  and  found  steadfast,  even  to  nmrtyrdi 

Are  food  for  Tnocfccry ! — Why  should  1  not  cm 

From  my  thinned  locks  the  weiring  helm  at  oi 

And  in  the  heavy  sickness  of  my  soul 

Throw  the  sword  down  for  c«crl — (s  there  aught 

In  all  this  worUl  of  gihled  bollownes.^ 

Now  Iho  bright  lines  dropotTlls  loveliest  things, 

Worth  stiiring  for  again  1 

Ximena,  E^nthcrl  Iciokupl 
Turn  unto  me,  thy  child  1 

Comaliz.  Thy  face  is  fair ; 
And  hath  been  unto  me,  in  other  days, 
As  rooming  tothe  joomoycr  ofthedeep; 
But  now— 'tis  too  like  hersl 

Elmina  (Jolting  at  hit  fid.)  Wo,  ihams  and 
wo, 
Are  on  me  in  their  might ! — forjive,  forgive ! 

GoTisalii  (starling  up.)   Doth  the  Moor  deem 
that  /  have  part  or  shnre, 
Or  counsel  in  this  vilcneaa  7— Stay  me  not! 
trfl  go  thy  hold — 'tis  powerless  on  me  now — 
i  linger  here,  while  treason  is  at  work ! 

[Eiit  Oon:a/ei 

Elmina.  Xitneni,  dn<t  thou  scorn  met 

Ximena.  I  have  found 
In  mine  own  heart  too  much  of  feebleness, 
Hid,  beneath  man^  Toldings,  from  alt  eyes 
But  Hit  whom  nought  can  blind;  -to  dare 

aught 
iiut  pity  thre.  dear  mother! 

Elmina.  Blesdngs  li^ht 
On  thy  fair  head,  my  gentle  chiM,  for  thtst 
Thou  kind  and  merciful! — My  soalis  faint — 
Worn  with  long  strife! — If  tlicte  aught  else  to 
Or  suffi-r,  ere  we  die  T— Oh  fio.!  I  my  sons ! 

-I  have  betrayed  them  1— All  their  innocent  Uk 
nmyst 


Gu  full  of  solemn  hope  I 
(  A  jTiKCisiun  <if  JVung  passa  : 
hearing  relio,  and  rlu 

A  iword  is  on  the  land '. 
•it  thai  brsra  down  young  t 


TOM  Ihe  Seine, 


Death  is  gone  fi>rth,  he  walks  the  wind  in  powei 

—Whore  is  the  warrior's  handl 
Our  step"  are  in  the  shadows  of  the  grave, 
Hear  us,  wc  perish '.  Father,  bear,  and  save  I 

If,  iii  the  days  of  song, 
The  days  of  glmlriess,  we  have  called  on  thee, 
When  mirthful  voices  rnng  from  sea  to  sea, 

Now,  Ihnt  alike  the  fetbU)  and  the  brave 

Must  cry,    "We   perish!" — Father!   hear,   aiid 

The  days  of  song  aio  fled! 
TIk  winds  came  loaded,  wailing  dirge-notes  by, 
Bui  they  that  linger  soon  unmourned  must  diej 

— The  dead  weep  not  the  dead  ! 
—Wilt  lliou  forsake  us  'midst  the  stormy  wave? 
We  sink,  we  periah !— Father,  hear,  and  aarol 

Helmet  and  lance  are  dust! 
Is  not  llie  strong  man  withered  from  our  eye! 
Tlic  arm  struckdownthttl  held  our  banners  high! 

-Thine  is  our  spirit's  trust! 
Look  through  the  gathering  shadows  of  the  gmvol 
Do  we  not  perish ! — Fatiier,  hear,  and  save ! 
HERNANDEZ  ealen 

Elmina.  Whycomest  thau.manot  vengeancel 
—What  have  1 
To  do  «itli  tliee? — Am  I  pot  bowed  enough! 
Thou  art  no  inuurner's  comforter ! 

NcDiandci.  Thy  lord 
Hath  sent  mo  unto  thee.     Till  this  day's  task 
Be  elosed,  thou  dauiihter  of  the  ieehte  heart  I 
He  bids  thee  seek  him  not,  but  lay  thy  woes 
Befwe  Heaven's  altar,  and  in  penitence 
Make  thy  soul's  peace  with  God. 

Elmina.  Till  thii  day's  task 
Be  closed! — there  is  strange  triumph  in  thine 

eyes- 
Is  it  Ihnt  I  have  fallen  from  that  high  place 
Whereon  I  stood  in  fume!— ButI  can  feel 
A  wild  and  biltir  pride  in  thus  lieing  past 
The  power  of  thy  dark  ehinco!— My  spirit  now 
Is  wound  aliout  by  one  sole  mighty  grief] 
Thy  scorn  lialli  lost  its  sting. — Thou  niaysl  re- 

Ifenowrfer.  I  comendl  to  reproach  theo.  Hea- 
ven doth  work 
By  many  ngencies;  and  in  ils  hour 
There  ia  no  insect  which  the  summer  breem 
From  the  green  leaf  stiakes  trembling,  but  may 

Its  deep  nnsearchatile  purposes,  Bs  well 
As  llie  great  ocean,  or  til'  eternal  fires. 
Pent  in  earth's  caves^Thou  bast  but  speeded 
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fZnino.  Mj  tenant  &il — 
TluniuHJit — SpBokyctB^a! — I  could  not  catch 
riw  tneaning  of  thy  nonJs. 

Knundft.  E'en  now  O.j  lord 
Haifa  ttal  om  tout  defiance.     On  the  nalta 
Bb  Kandi  in  confermcc  with  the  boutful  Moor, 
Lai  aoliil  nrenglh  b  with  him.    Tbrough  the 

Mood 
Wh[ch  thii  daj  miqf  be  poiircd  in  wtcrilifB . 
^hiU  Spain  be  Tree.    On  all  hi^r  olix^hilja 
Shall  men  lel  up  the  batlle-tii^'ii  of  fire, 
And  Tound  iU  Unze,  at  oridniglil,  keep  the  senaa 
OfTOngeance  nakcAil  in  each  otbet'a  bearti 
E'enwithth;  child rcn'atalel 

Ximena.  Peace,  Tatlicr!  peace! 
Behold  ■bevnkil— the  itarni  hath  done  lis  work 
Dpm  the  bndun  Tccd.    Oh '.  lend  thine  »ii1 
Tabear  her  bence.  [TTtei/ lead  her  aaai/. 

Snu — A  Shtet  in   Valencia.     Sereral   (Iroups 
d/'  Citixem  and  Soldieri,  many  qf  them  tying 
«a  Oe  Slept  of  a  CAureA.     Anm  * 
tit  Ground  around  them. 

i*  OU  Oatxm.   The  air  i*  auhi;,  ai  nith 
thoDdar-clouda, 
1  Idt  m;  deaolate  home,  that  I  might  breathe 
Hon  bndj  in  heanm'a  Aice,  but  my  heart  feela 
With  thia  hot  gloom  o'erburthened.     I  hnra  now 
No  ■»■(  to  tend  ms.  Which  of  yim,  kind  frlenda, 
Win  bnng  the  old  man  water  liom  the  fount, 
To  nuHtco  hi*  piidwd  Upl 

[A  eilixai  goe$  out. 

asBBod  aiiren.  Thii  wasting  iiege, 
Good  Fatber  IiOpei,  hath  gone  bard  with  70a  I 
11*  cv]  to  hear  do  Tiucea  through  the  boiaie, 
Onoe  peopled  with  fair  «ODa : 

Third  CUiten.  Why,  better  thui, 
Than  to  be  baaoled  with  their  famiaheil  crie^ 
E'en  in  yoor  very  dreams  1 

Old  Ctfizen.  HeaTcD'*  will  be  done  I 
Tlwae  an  iaA  times  I   I  have  not  been  alone 
Ib  niy  affictioD. 

Third  Cmxtn  (wfUV  bittemtM:)    Why,  wo 
bam  bnt  Ihii  thought 
Lift  fiw  oor  gtoomy  comfort! — And 'tis  well: 
Ay,  lit  the  balance  be  awhile  struck  even 
Batmen  Iba  nolde'i  palace  and  the  hut, 
Where  the  worn  peasant  aickena !— They  that  bear 
The  handde  dead  anboiioilred  to  their  bomei, 
Paa  QDir  i'  th'  itreets  no  lordly  bcida!  train. 
With  it*  nulliiig  mnac;  and  the  wicleh 
Who  cm  the  marble  ate|a  of  lome  proud  haQ 
FG^  bsnadf  down  to  dlc^  in  hii  last  need 
Aod  ^ooygf  fiumne,  dolfa  behold 
No  KomfUI  guests,  with  their  long  parjde  tobea. 
To  the  banquet  iwcapiDg  by.    Why,  Ihii  is  )n>t  t 
These  an  the  days  when  pomp  is  made  to  feel 
Ita  boman  mould  1 


f\iuTth  Ciiiien.  Heard  you  last  night  the  MMBd 
or  Saint  Jago'g  bell  7— How  sullenly 
Pnm  the  great  tower  it  pealed  I 

Fyih  CUiicn.  Ay,  and  'tia  aaid 
No  mortal  hand  nas  near  when  to  It  leonied 
To  shake  the  midnight  streets. 

ad  Caiitn.  Too  well  I  know 
The  eound  of  coming  fate!— 'Tia  etei  Hiui 
When  Death  i>  on  his  way  to  make  it  night 
IntheCid'eancienthouse.(5)— Oh!  there  are  thing! 
In  thisitrange  world  of  which  we  hate  all  loleun 
When  it!  dark  boiuidi  are  pasaed.— Yon  bell,  oiw 

touched, 
(Save  by  hands  ne  see  not)  still  doth  apeak — 
—When  of  that  line  some  stalely  bead  is  maifced— 
With  a  wild  hollow  peal,  at  dead  of  night, 
Rocking  Valcncin'a  lowers.     I  have  heard  it  ol^ 
Kor  known  its  warning  false. 

Fmxrth  CUiten.  And  will  out  chief 
Buy  the  price  of  hii  fair  chiUten's  blood 
A  few  more  days  of  pining  wrclchetlness 
For  this  forsaken  city  1 

OtdCilizen.  Doubt  it  not! 
— But  with  that  ransom  ha  may  purchase  aUU 
Deliverance  for  the  land !— And  yet  'tis  sad 
To  think  that  lUcb  a  race,  with  all  its  bnw. 
Should  pass  away! — For  she,  his  daughlot  loo, 
Movee  upon  earth  as  some  bright  thing  whose  tioia 
To  sojourn  lliere  is  short. 

Fifth  Ciiiien.  Thenwoforus 
When  she  is  gone  t — Her  voice— (he  very  lonnd 
Of  her  soft  step  was  comfort,  as  she  moved 
Through  tbe  sdll  house  of  oiouming ! — Who  lika 

Shall  give  ns  hope  sgoin  1 

Old  Ciliien.  Be  still !— she  comes. 
And  with  a  mien  how  changed ! — A  hurrying  step, 
And  a  flushed  cbeeV  l~Whal  may  this  bode  1- 
Be  still! 
liUKENA  eniui,  iriib  Auan&uiia  curTbif  i  Brawr. 
Xtnuna.  Men  of  Valencia  I  in  an  hour  like  thi^ 
What  do  ye  here  1 
A  CUiicn.  We  die! 
XSmena.  Brave  men  die  now 
I  Girl  for  tho  loil|  as  travellers  suddenly 
I  By  the  dark  night  o'enakcn  on  their  way  I 
I  These  days  require  such  death  1 — It  is  too  much 
Of  luxury  for  our  wild  and  angry  times, 
To  fold  the  mantle  round  na,  and  to  «nk 
F'nm  life,  as  Bowers  that  shut  up  silently, 
When  the  sun'a  heat  doth  scorch  them  t— Hear  y* 
nott 
A  Citiitn.  Lady!  wniu  wouldst  thou  with  usl 
'     Xtmma.  RiM  and  aim  I 
E'en  now  the  children  of  yoar  cUef  an  Ind 
Forth  by  the  Moor  to  perish  I — Shall  thM  be, 
Shall  the  high  sound  of  such  a  name  be  bDiiia<L 
rth'tiuidta  which  for  ages  it  hath  be«B 
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A  tMUle-word,  u  'iweie  •ome  puung  note 
or  •kepfaenl-mmic  1— Mud  Ihi*  work  be  dooe, 
And  7s  tia  piniog  hen,  u  men  in  whom 
The  pulse  which  Ood  tuth  nude  for  noble  thought 
Can  m  be  thrilled  no  longer  1 

CMuen.  'Tu  even  lo! 
^kiina,  uul  toil,  aiKl  gricr,  have  brrathed  upon  oa, 
Our  bearti  be&t  fainl  >nil  low. 

Ximena,  Are  ye  *o  poor 
Oreoul.mj  countrymen!  that  ye  can  draw 
Strength  Ttom  no  deeper  source  than  that  which 


And  Mnnlire  womanhood  ere  now  endured, 
Through  panga  of  •earching  Gre,  in  aonie  proud 

BIcaaing  that  agony  1 — Think  ye  the  Power 
.Which  bore  them  nobly  up,  ai  if  ta  leach 
The  tortarer  where  elomal  Heaven  had  «t 
Boonda  to  bia  anaj,  wai  earthy,  of  thii  earth, 
Thia  dull  nwitality  1— May,  then  look  on  me  1 
Death'*  touch  hath  marked  me,  and  I  >tand  amoagit 

jou, 
Aa  one  whose  place,  i'  th'  aunihlne  of  your  world, 
Shall  anon  be  left  to  fill !— I  aay,  tbo  breath 
or  th'  incense,  floating  through  yon  fane,  aball 

Pan  from  your  path  before  me  I    But  even  now, 
I  hare  that  wittdn  me,  kindling  through  (he  duet, 
Which  from  all  lime  hath  made  high  deeJi  ita  iince, 
And  token  to  the  nalioni  I — Look  on  me  1 
Why  hath  Heaven  poured  forth  cnaragc.aaaSanM 
Wailing  the  womaniah  heart,  which  muat  be  stilled 
Yet  aooner  ior  ili  swift  conauming  brightness. 
If  not  lo  shame  your  doubt,  and  your  despair, 
And  your  soul's  torpor  1 — Yet,  arise  and  arml 
It  may  not  be  loo  late. 

A  OiHxen.  Why,  what  are  we. 
To  cope  with  bosU  1 — Thus  taint,  and  worn,  anil 

lew, 
O'amnmbered  and  forsakeo,  isH  for  Ds 
To  stand  against  the  mightyl 

Aimfno.  And  for  whom 
Bath  He,  who  shakea  the  mighty  with  a  breath 
Ffom  their  high  places,  mads  tlte  learfulnesa. 
And  ever-wakeful  presence  of  his  power, 
'I'd  the  palo  stoitled  earth  nkost  manifest,  | 

But  lor  the  weak  1— Was 't  far  the  hebned  and 

That  suna  were  stayed  at  noondayl — Stormy  aeaa 
As  a  nil  parted  1— Muled  an^angela  sent  . 

To  witber  up  the  strength  ofkinp  with  death  1 
-1  lell  you,if  lluM  nurrels  bate  been  dora^         I 
"Twii  Au  the  wearied  and  th'  oppressed  of  men,  | 
Tlwy  needed  such  t— And  ganenma  Uth  hatit 

3*  her  pnrailing  *i4iit,  e'en  yet  lo  work  | 


DeCverancea,  whose  tale  shall  live  with  those 
or  the  great  elder  tlmel — Be  of  good  beaitl 
VFhe  ia  fortakeal—He  that  gives  the  thought 
A  place  within  his  breast! — 'Tis  not  for  you. 
— Know  ye  this  banner "! 

Citizens  (murmuring  to  each  other,')  Is  aha 
not  inspired  1 
Doth  not  heaven  call  usby  her  fervent  mcel 

Xlmtna.  Know  ye  Ihiib&inerl 

Cilixen:  'Tis  Ihe  Cid's. 

Ximmi.  The  Cid's  I 
Who  breathe*  that  name  but  in  th'  exulting  lone 
Which  the  heart  rings  lol— Why  the  very  wind 
Aa  it  swells  out  the  noble  idandanl's  fold 
Hadi   a   triumphant    sound  I — The    Cid'a  1 — it 

Even  aa  a  sign  of  victory  through  the  land 
From  the  free  skies  ne'er  stooping  to  a  Gie  1 
Old  CUixtn.  Can  ye  itiU  pause,  my  brethrenl 
~Oh  1  that  youth 
Through  this  worn  frame  were  kindling  o&ea 

Xtmtna.  Ye  linger  still  t — Upon  this  very  air, 
He  that  was  bom  in  happy  hour  for  Spain(6) 
"■'■■"  ■  11— 'Twas  (lie 


Froea  your  own 


which  came  down  to 


Thia  banner  of  his  baHUa,  as  it  dnoped 
Above  the  champbn's  death-bed.    I^or  even  then 
Its  tale  ofghnj  cloeed, — They  made  iu>  moan 
O'or  the  dead  hero,  and  no  dirge  was  song,i,~J 
But  the  deep  tambour  and  the  shrill  horn  of  war 
Told  whea  the  mighty,  passed  I — They  wnpt  biza 

not 
With  the  pale  sbnmd,  but  braced  the  wariiar'e 

war-array,  and  on  his  barbed  steed, 
Aa  for  a  triumph,  reared  him )  marching  finth 
In  the  hushed  midnight  from  Valencia's  walla, 
Beleaguered  then,  aa  now.     All  silently 
The  stately  funeral  moved; — but  who  waa  be 
That  followed,  charging  on  the  tall  while  horae. 
And  with  Ihe  solemn  standard,  l»tiad  and  pale. 
Waving  in  sheets  of  anaw-light7— And  the  croa^ 
Tba  bloody  ciosa,  far-blazing  fVom  his  shield. 
And  ^e  fierce  metaor-sword  1— They  bd,  tbey 

fled! 
The  kings  of  AlHc,  with  thdr  conntleas  boata, 
Were  dust  in  his  red  path  1— The  scimatar 
Was  aluvered  aa  a  reed  1 — Iot  in  that  hour 
Tbe  wanior^aint  that  keeps  the  watch  for  Spam, 
Was  armed  betimes  !~-And  o'er  that  Ikry  JieLl 
Tbe  Cid's  high  banner  streamed  all  joyoHil/, 
For  still  ita  lord  waa  there! 

CiNzens  (ristef  hanalUmutf).    Enn  caht 
death 
Again  it  shall  be  Ibttowed  I 
JTinnu.  Will  be  sea 
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Dk  mMc  Mem  bom  down,  the  be>coii'li[tit 

Which  hU  boon  tbi  *ga  o'er  tbe  kod 

Utth  (hoge  through  cloud  and  Morm,  Ihui  qaeiich< 

olBlaacet 
Will  be  not  aid  hi)  chitdren  in  tb«  boat 
OTlhu  thar  ultennoal  peril  1 — Awful  powel 
k  whh  the  bol  J  dead,  and  Ihere  an  time* 
When  the  tomb  balh  no  chain  the?  nan  oot  banl  I 
— 1i  it  a  thing  farjpiUtn,  bow  ha  woke 
Fnm  it!  deep  rcat  of  old,  nmembering  Spain 
In  her  gn»t  danger? — Al  the  night'i  mid-watch 
How  Leon  alarteJ,  when  the  soond  waa  beard 
That  ihook  bei  daik  and  hollow-echoing  ftraeti, 
As  with  the  IwaT;  tnmp  of  atcet-dad  men, 
Bj  thouBnda  maichinf  Ihnnlgbt — For  he  had 

The  CampeadoT  was  on  lu>  march  again. 
And  in  liia  anna,  and  followed  b;  hia  bosla 
Oi  aoaduttj  ipeaniKn ! — Be  bad  left  the  woiU 
Fnm  which  we  are  dimly  parted,  and  gone  forth, 
And  called  hi*  buried  warrion  from  th^  aleeg^ 
Gilhecing  them  round  him  to  deliver  Spain ; 
For  Afric  wu  apon  her '. — Morning  broke — 
Daj  nuhed  through  cloude  of  battle ; — but  at  ma 
Out  Qod  had  Itiunipbed,  and  the  reacned  land 
Sent  Dp  a  ahMit  of  liclor;  from  the  Bald, 
That  rocked  ber  ancient  nwuntoina. 

The  CiUxen*.  Arm!  to  anna t 
On  to  oar  chief  I — We  baie  Hrenglh  within  na  jet 
Todiewith  outblaodtDtttedl— Now.bethawoid, 
FortheCid'ibonnt 

[TSayUglntvamOitvutlti*. 

Xinuna.  Ye  know  hia  baltle^ong  T 
The  old  lude  atnin  wboewith  bia  bond*  went 

fbrth 
To  aliike  down  Faynim  iworda  I 
(She  Hag*) 

THK  Cin'a  BlTTLI  lOMO. 

Tbe  Moor  ia  on  hia  wajl 
With  the  tamboOT-peal  and  the  taebii^ehoat, 
And  tbe  ham  o'er  the  Uue  aeaa  ringing  oat, 

He  bath  maraballed  hia  dark  arraj  I 

Shout  through  the  Tin^^Jad  land  I 
That  her  aoo*  on  all  Ibor  hilla  maj  bcu, 
And  dkarpen  the  poiiil  of  the  red  wtdf-apear, 

And  the  award  Gir  (be  brave  man'i  hand! 
{TXt  CiTiiENB  Join  in  thi  toHg,vhiU  Ihey 
waMmia  arming  Acnudva). 

P*""""  are  in  the  fieldl 
The  cUef  mart  rice  from  hia  jojooa  board, 
Aai  Utra  from  tbe  kut  ere  the  wine  be  poured, 

And  talM  np lui b-tber'a  abiaLlI 

Tbe  Mom  i«  on  hia  wajl 
Lai  Iba  paaaant  leave  hia  tdin-giDOnd, 
And  tha  goata  roam  wild  Ihrongh  the  pine-wood* 

Then  i>  noUv  woik  tc^^i  1 


Send  Ibith  the  trumpet'a  eaDI 
Till  the  hrid^room  can  tbe  goblet  down, 
And  the  niafriage-robe  and  the  flower;  crawn, 

And  arm  in  the  ban^oet-baO  I 

And  (U;  tbe  Auieral-tninl 
Bid  the  chanted  maaa  be  hwhed  awhile, 
And  their  bier  laid  down  in  the  boljai^. 
And  ttw  moDmen  girt  Ch  Spain  1 
(7^  taix  vp  Ihe  banner,  andjallaa  Xirrciu 
mil.     Their  toicet  are  heard  gradiuttf 
dying  ovoy  of  a  (ttriome). 
El«  night,  mnat  iwocda  be  red  I 
It  ia  not  an  hour  br  knelU  and  teait, 
Bui  £jr  behneta  braced,  and  aarrisd  qMua  I 
To-morrow  br  the  deadl 

Tbe  Cid  i.  in  arrajt 
Bii  aleed  ie  barbed,  hia  plume  wa*ea  high, 
Hia  banner  i<  up  in  the  ennoj  akj. 

Now,  jo;  for  the  Croaa  to-day! 


OONZUE^  tUKOUB,  HEBNAimB. 
(AwiU  Snaidtf  Moarieh  JAtne  heant/rmn 

btbnt). 
Bcmandei.  What  nota  are  theee  in  their  deep 
moutnfiilneea 
Soittangel<r  wildl 

Oartia:  'Tia  the  ihrill  melody 
Of  the  Moot'b  ancient  deatb-aong.    WeU  1  know 
The  lude  barbaric  sound;  but,  till  Ihi*  honr, 

!med  nol  Isurfal.    Now,  a  diudderlng  chill 
Cornea  o'er  me  with  ita  tones. — Lo  1  fixMU  yon  teM 
They  lead  the  noUe  bqyat 

Uemandex.  Tbe  young,  and  ptire. 
And  beautiiul  Tidimi !— 'Tti  on  ttunga  Hka  thaa* 
We  eaat  our  hearts  in  wild  idolatry, 
Sowing  the  ninda  with  hope  1— Yet  tfals  is  weO. 
Thus  brightly  crowned  with  Ute'a  iboM  gorgecw 

And  all  unblemisbed,  earth  ahould  ofler  up 
Her  treasure*  unto  Hea<ren  1 

Qarriae  (to  OmuaUt).  Uj  Mtt,  the  Uoer 
Hath  led  your  children  fnth. 

OatLxaiex  (ttarting).  Are  my  aoia  theni 
I  knew  tbey  could  not  pe(i^;b]rjonHe««Mi 
Would  ne'er  heboid  it  !—Wb*te  I*  1m  that  sail 
1  wosnomoraalithMt— Tk^kxtkehanged 
Pallid  and  worn,  ai  from  a  prifon-hooMl 
Or  H  "t  nune  eye  see*  dindyT^Bul  their  atep* 
Seem  heaty,aa  with  pain. — I  hear  tb«  clanx- 
Oh  God!  their  limb*  are  fettered] 

AidullaK  {earning  fanevrd  tnttmlk  Oia  wlU. 
ChiUiant  look 
OiMinofenpaatlijcUldnn.    Tb«ai«r«i 
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One  moRiept  lor  tha  trembling  of  Ihe  iword  j 
Thai  doom  is  Hill  Wilb  thee. 

OoKzaUx.  Wh;  iboukl  thii  nun 
So  mock  ua  nith  the  Hmblanee  of  onrkimll 
•■  Mooil  Moot!  thou  doM  too  daiingl;  proToke, 
In  thy  bold  cruelt;,  th'  all-judging  One, 
Who  Tunta  for  lueh  Ihiag*  I — Hut  tboU  no  lente 
Of  (hf  frtll  utuTB  1— 'Twill  be  tuight  thee  ;e<, 
And  darklif  ahkll  the  uiguuh  of  my  Bout, 
tlarklj  and  hsinly,  pour  iltelf  OQ  thine, 
When  tboa  ahalt  cry  for  mere;  from  the  doat, 
And  be  denied ! 

AbdaUah.  N^f.ia  it  not  th;Kl< 
That  hut  DO  Bieicy  and  no  love  nithin  thee  1 
Tbeae  aie  (hy  aona,  the  nunlinga  of  thy  hooaai 
Spedc  I  miut  they  live  or  die  1 
Oontalex  (in  violait  emolum),  U  it  Hearen'a 
will 
To  try  the  duit  it  kindle*  for  s  day, 
With  infinite  a^ny!— How  have  1  drawn 
Thia  chaatening  on  my  head! — They  bloomed 

aionndme, 
And  my  beut  gien  too  feiileaa  in  lla  joy, 
QloryiDg  in  their  bright  promiie  ! — If  we  I 
la  there  do  pardon  for  our  feeblenen? 
(&rnajKla,  vUhoui  Mptaking,  holdi  up  a  Oraa 

te/«-*  him). 

AbdaUah.  Speak  t 

Oonzaiex  (matching  the  Croa,  and  lifting  H 

tip).    Let  the  euth  be  shaken  through  ill 

But  tkti  mott  nhunph  t 

AbduUiA  (coldly).  Be  it  M  thou  wUt. 
—Uiuhaath  theaciioetarl  [mtuGuardt. 

(7arcHu(fa  GmuoZu.)  Away,  mychiefl 
Thia  ia  your  place  no  longer.    There  ais  thii^ 
No  human  heart,  though  battle  proof  u  yonn, 
Unmaddened  may  nulain. 

aomaia.  Be  still  I  I  have  now 
No  place  on  earth  hut  this! 

Mpkotuo  (from  beneatk.)  Menl  gite  ma  way, 
That  1  may  apeak  forth  once  before  1  diet 

Qanlai.  The  princely  boy  1— How  gallantly  his 

WeuB  iu  high  nature  in  the  hee  of  deathl 
JJpAonao.  Father! 

Omiialet.  Idyaonlmyaon!— mineeldest-bomt 
r  but  upon  the  ramparts  1— Fear 


There  ia  good ooniage  in  ma;  oh  I  my  btheit 
(  «ill  net  abame  theet — only  let  me  bll 
Knowing  thine  eye  looka  proudly  on  thy  child, 
Ha  shaU  my  heart  haie  atrength. 

OooMilei.  Would,  would  to  God, 
7  hat  1  might  die  G»  thee,  my  nobU  boy! 
yilphooao.  my  fair  aoa  1 

jUphenm.  Coald  1  have  lived, 
I  might  haTF  been  a  warrior  I — Now,  Farawdl  1 
Bat  kick  apaa  aw  ftilll— I  will  not  blenoh 


When  Ihe  keen  aabre  flaahes— Maril  m  faai 
Mine  eyelida  ahall  nol  quiver  aa  it  falls. 
So  thou  wilt  look  upon  me ! 

Gareiat  (_!•>  Genztdei.)  Nay,  my  lord  I 
We  muat  begonel — Thou  camt  not  boar  al 

Oonxaltx,  Peace  I 
— Who  bath  uai  Ihee  bow  much  man'a  h-4i/t  Ml 

bear! 
— Lend  me  thine  arm — myhrainwhirlaloaifiiHy— 
How  thick  the  ahadea  ckife  round ! — my  lioyi  my 

boy! 
Where  art  thon  in  this  gloomi 

Oareiat.  Let  ua  go  hence  I  , 
This  i>  a  dreadful  moment  I 

Ganialex.  Huahl— what  aaidstthout 
Now  let  me  look  on  him ! — IKiat  lAou  see  augbt 
Through  the  dull  mist  which  wrapa  aal 

OaretU.  I  behold— 
OhI  for  a  thousand  Spaniards  to  ruah  dawn— 

aomaU*.   ThoD  seeat— My  heart  alanda  a*« 
to  hear  thee  speak  I 

There  seems  a  foarful  bush  upon  the  air, 
As't  were  the  dead  of  night  [ 

(rareiai.  The  bests  have  doaed 
Around  the  ipot  in  itillneaa.  Through  the  ipaan 
Ranged  thick  and  motionless,  I  see  him  not; 
-But  now— 

Gomalei.  He  bade  me  koep  mine  eye  Dpon  hint. 
And  all  is  darkness  round  me  1 — Now  1 

Gareiat,  A  awnd, 
A  Bvrord,  springs  upward,  like  a  Hghtuing  borat, 
Through  die  dark  aenied  manl — lis  cold  blue 

Elaro 
la  wavering  to  and  fro — 'tie  vaniahed— hark  I 

Gonzalex,   I  heard  it,  ye*! — I  beard  tha  dull 
dead  sound 
That   heavily  broke   the   nleneel— Didst  tlua 

— I  loat  thy  words — come  nearerl 

'Twas—'lis  paatr— 
The  awortl  fell  theni 
Umutndez  {leith  exuUatioa.)  Fbw  forth  thoQ 
noble  blood  I 
Fount  of  Spain'i  ranaom  and  deliverance,  flow 
Unchecked  and  brightly  fortii!— Thou   ku^y 

Blood  of  our  hero«a  I  blood  of  martyrdom  I 
Which   through  ao   many  warrior-hearts  [uut 

The  Ger;  currents,  and  haat  made  our  hiDa 
Free,  by  thine  own  free  ofiering '. — Bathe  the  laiu^ 
But  there  thou  shah  notainkl — Our  very  ait 
Shall  take  thy  colouring,  and  our  loaded  akiea 
O'er  th'  iiifidd  hang  dark  and  ominoua, 
With  battle-huea  of  thee  I— And  tbydeap  vc«o* 
Rising  abova  Ibem  to  the  judgment-seat 
Shall  call  a  buist  of  gathered  vengeance  down 
To  sweep  th'  oppreeaor  liom  ua  MFor  thy  wm 
Hath  made  his  guilt  mn  o'or  I 
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OttiualtxletuUaBoaTiKgliiroaitkimtelf.)  TU 
4II  a  dnaial 
rbere  is  not  one — no  hkn  J  on  eaith  could  bum 
rint  feir  boj'«  pacerul  tieul! — Whj  look  you 
thnil 
Abdullah  (_po!Titing  to  Carlai.)  Chrutiui! 

jM  thoa  hut  >  Kin ! 
GcmsaUz,  E'en  jet ! 
Christ.   Mf  father !  take  me  from  these  feufut 

Wai  thoa  not  uTe  me,  blheil 
Gnuo/ea  (oifonplinf  to  ttmhealli  hi*  taord.) 
Ulbe  itrengtb 
Fiom  mine  Kna  ahiveieJI — Qordai,  foUow  rael 
Gardat.  Whither,  mj  ehiefl 
Oenxalex,  Why,  ne  cut  die  u  well 
On  jonder  plain, — aj,  a  ipeii'i  thruil  will  do 
The  Hula  that  our  maerj  clath  nqaire, 
EoDDeT  than  e'er  tbi*  uiguieh  I   Lift  ii  beet 
ThriHn)  from  aa  in  imcb  momenta. 

[  Vaint  heard  ai  a  diiiarue. 
Bemimdei.  Hush !  what  ilnio 
Fbtfe  on  the  wind  1 

Oartiat.  'Tie  the  CWTe  battle  •onsl 
What  marrel  hath  been  wrooght  1 

[  Voket  approaching  heard  in  thena. 
Tbo  Moor  b  on  hii  way  I 
With  the  tamboOT-peal  and  the  tecbir-ehou^ 
And  the  bom  o'er  (he  blue  *eae  ilnging  oat. 
Ha  halh-marahalled  hu  dark  amy  I 
XIUEMA  mtea,  tBamti  by  ailtam,  wlA  Um  Baour. 
Ximena.   U  it  too  late  V-My  falher,  Iheae  an 

Thnogh  life  and  death  prepared  to  fcdiow  tbee 
Bconth  Ibii  bannerl — Is  (heir  zeal  too  lateT 
—(Mil  tbere'i  a  tearful  hiatoiy  on  Ihy  browl 
Vbat  baet  Iboa  aeen  t 

Gmtia*.  It  U  not  oU  too  late. 

XiDuno.  Mybrathen! 

Benutndei.  Ail  ia  well. 

(n  Oorcuu.)  Huab!  wouldrt  thoQ  chill 
I'hat  which  badi  iprang  within  them,  a>  a  flame 
Ftaa  th'  iltaT-^mben  mount*  in  sudden  biight- 

I>y,*lia  Dotloolate,  yemenof  Spain! 
On  to  the  TeK:ue  I 

Ximeaa.  Bteae  me,  oh  my  fitlher  I 
KvA  I  will  brace,  to  aid  thee  with  my  prayere, 
Scoduig  my  ■ptril  with  ihee  Ibrongb  the  itoTm 
Lit  up  t^  Saabing  aworda ! 

OmzaJei  {Jotting  m  her  neck.)  Hath  aught 
faeen^uedl 
Am  1  not  all  bereft  T— Thou'rt  left  me  aim ! 
Mine  own,  my  lorelieet  one,  thau'it  [eft  me  atill  t 
Finwell  I — thy  falher'a  bleHang,  aod  thy  Qod'i, 
Be  with  thee,  my  Xirnena! 

JBmtna.  Pare  thee  well  1 
U,  en  tl^  atopa  tnra  homeward  Gmn  the  field, 


The  Tuce  ia  huahcd  that  atiQ  bid)  welcMned  laea^ 
Think  of  me  in  thy  lictory  1 

Hernandex.  Peac<l  no  more  I 
Thii  ii  no  time  to  melt  oar  nature  <town 
Toa  aoftitream  of  tears!— Be  of  strong  faearti 
Gi>e  me  the  banner !  Swell  tbe  song  again  t 

Ere  night  must  swords  be  roll 
It  is  not  an  boor  lor  knelli  and  lean  I 
But  Ibr  helmet*  braced  and  serried  spean ! 

— To-morrow  for  the  dead!    [Exeunt  oniua. 


KLMINA  ^sn  tran  lbs  ■apt  <tf  ihe  Ahir. 
Elmina,  The  elands  are  fearful  that  o'criiailg 
thy  ways, 
Oh,  (hou  mysterious  BeaTon  !— It  can  not  be 
That  I  have  drawn  tbe  vials  of  thy  writb, 
To  buret  opon  me  through  the  lifting  up 
Of  a  proud  heart,  elate  in  hap[»ne*el 
No  I  in  my  day'e  full  noon,  for  ma  life's  Sowera 
But  wreathed  acup  oftrembling;  and  the  lora, 
Tbe  bonndkae  love  my  spirit  waa  formed  to  beat, 
Hath  ever,  in  its  place  of  silenee,  bean 
A  trouble  and  a  shadow,  tinging  thougbt 
With  hue*  too  deep  for  joy] — I  never  looked 
On  my  (air  children,  in  th«9r  buoyant  mirth, 
Or  ennny  sleep,  when  alt  tbe  geutle  air 
Seemed  glowing  with  tbeir  quiet  blessednes*,  r 
But  o'er  my  soul  there  came  aahuddeiing  sense 
Of  earth,  and  it*  pale  changes ;  even  like  that 
Which  vaguely  mingles  with  out  glorious  dreamy 
A  restless  and  disturbing  corwciousneaa 
That  the  bright  things  must  Ikdet— How  hav*  I 

From  the  dull  murmnr  of  th'  unquiet  Toioe, 

With  its  low  tokens  of  mortality, 

Till  my  heart  Cunted  'midst  their  smiles  I— thdl 

—Where  are  those  glad  looks  now  1— Could  thoj 

With  all  thdr  joyous  tight,  that  seemed  not  sartb*^ 
To  the  cold  gravel — Mv  etutdren! — Righteous 

Heaven  I 
There  floats  a  daA  reinembraiiee  o'er  my  bnJn 
Of  one  whototd  me,  with  telentlea*  aye, 
That  (Ais  sboold  be  the  hour  I 

XOnNAwwn.    • 
JCtmena.  They  are  gone  forth 
Unto  the  tesene ! — strong  in  heart  and  nope, 
Failhfiil,  thongh  few  t— My  mother,  lei  thy  prayen 
Call  on  the  Jand'*  good  saints  to  lift  once  mors 
The  aword  and  ernes  that  sweep  the  field  fin  Spate. 
As  in  old  battle ;  so  thine  arms  e'en  yet 

ly  clasp  thy  sons ! — For  me,  my  part  is  dowiT 
Tbe  flame  which  dimly  might  have  lingered  ye* 
A  little  while,  hath  gathered  alt  ita  rays 
^rightly  lo  sink  at  once;  and  it  is  wdll 
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The  ihaJowi  ire  uDund  ms ;  to  tb;  burt 
Fold  mc,  thkt  I  ma;  ilie. 

ElmiTitt.  M;  child  1— Wlut  dnun 
Ii  on  th<r  loull — Gien  now  thine  upect  weui 
Life'*  blightcft  impirUlont 

Xinuna.  Deith'it 

Simino.  Awijl 
Thine  rje  batb  starry  cleamna,  uid  thjchaok 
Doth  gloiT  beneath  it  with  &  richer  boo 
Thui  tinged  ila  eacUeat  Boner  I 

JGmeTta.  It  well  may  be  1 
There  are  lu  deeper  and  ta  wanner  hiMe 
Than  tiuwe  which  draw  their  colouring  fiom  tbe 

Of  youth,  or  health,  or  hope. 

Blmina,  Nay,  epeak  90!  thui  I 
ThsR'e  that  about  thee  (bining  which  would 
E'en  through  my  lieart  a  lunny  glow  of  joy, 
Wer  t  not  (or  these  ud  word*.    Tbe  dim  cold  air 
And  adomn  light,  which  wrap  theee  tomba  and 

Ai  a  pale  Reaming  ahnmd,  seem  kindled  np 

With  a  young  Bpirit  of  ethereal  hope 

Caught  ftom  thy  mien!— Oh  nol  thii  ii  not  death ! 

XimauL  Whyihould  notEe,  whoaetonclidi*- 
•olvea  our  chain. 
Put  on  hia  robe*  of  beauty  when  he  come* 
Ai  a  dehvererl — He  bath  many  forma, 
Th^  ibould  not  all  be  feirful  1— If  his  call 
Be  but  onr  gathering  to  that  diitant  land 
For  whoM  eweet  waten  we  have  pined  with  thirM, 
Why  ihould  not  ila  ptupfaetic  lenae  be  borne 
Into  the  beait'a  deep  itiUnea,  with  a  breath 
Of  nunmer-wiudt,  a  loice  of  melody, 
fidemn,  yet  bvely  ?— Mother )  I  depart  I 
—Be  it  thy  oomfint,  in  the  aAer-daye, 
-  That  thou  hut  aeen  ne  thai  t 

Elmlna.  DiNract  me  not 
With  inch  wild  fean  I  Can  I  bear  on  with  life 
When  thoa  ut  gone  1— Thy  voice,  thy  map,  thy 

Paved  ftem  my  palhl— AUi'  even  now  thme 

eye 
]■  changed-'4hy  cheek  ii  lading  [ 

Ximena.  Ay,  the  doodi 
or  the  dim  hour  are  gathering  o'er  my  ligbt, 
And  yet  I  fear  not,  for  the  Qod  of  Help 
Cornea  in  that  quiet  darkneiH  I — It  may  eooth 
Thy  woe*,  my  mother!  if  I  tell  thee  now, 
With  what  glad  calmneee  1  behtdd  the  veil 
Falling  between  me  and  Ihe  world,  wherein 
My  heut  eo  ill  hath  lealed. 

EtmiMo.  Thine  I 

Xtmeno.  Rcjuae 
F  or  her,  that,  when  the  gaitaod  of  hw  liA 
Wm  blighted,  and  the  ajvingi  of  hope  were  dried, 
Reeehed  her  anmmoni  hence;  and  had  nolimc^ 
Bearing  the  canker  at  ih'  impaliaiit  heart, 
T«  wi^er,  wriuwi^  hi  that  gift  of  Heaven, 


Which  jent  one  moment  of  eiitfencs  light, 
That  dimmed  the  rest  for  ever  ! 

Etmina.  Huw  ia  thii7 
My  child,  what  mean'st  (hoo  1 

Ximaia.  Mother !  1  have  loved. 
And  been  beloved ! — tbe  sunbeani  of  an  hour. 
Which  gave  lile'e  hidden  Ireuurei  to  mine  eye. 
As  tbey  lay  ■birring  in  their  tecrrt  fDonls, 
Went  out,  and  left  ifaem  colourleia. — 'Tie  pail~> 
And  what  remaini  on  earth  T— the  rainbow  mist, 
Thnnigb  which  I  gaied,  hath  melted,  and  my  eigbt 
I*  cleared  to  look  on  all  Ihlngi  as  ihcy  are  1 
— But  thiiii  far  too  moumful ! — Lire'sdarkgift 
Rath  bllen  too  early  and  too  cold  upon  me  I 
— Therefore  I  would  go  hence ! 

Slmina.  And  thou  hast  loved 
Unknown 

XtTnena.  Oh  I  pankm,  pardon  that  I  veiled 
My  thongbta  linm  thee! — But  than  hadd  wom 

enough. 
And  mine  came  o'er  me  when  thy  eonl  had  need 
Of  more  than  mortal  strength ! — For  1  had  scarce 
Given  the  Jeep  consciooaneae  thai  I  was  loved 
A  Ireaiure's  place  wiltun  my  eecrol  heart. 
When  earth's  brief  joy  went  from  me ! 

'Twas  at  mom 
I  saw  the  warriors  to  tb«r  field  go  forth. 
And  he— my  chosen — was  there  amongst  the  rot. 
With  hii  young,  glorioas  brow !— I  looked  agun — 
Tbe  strife  grew  dark  beneath  me— but  i>  j  plume 
Waved  free  above  the  laners. — Yd  again — 
—It  had  gone  down!  and  steeds  were  trampling 

The  spot  to  which  mine  ey«  were  riveted, 
TillbUnded  by  tir  inlensenoss  of  Iheirgaiel 
— And  then — at  last — I  hurried  to  the  gate, 
And  met  him  there! — I  met  him  I — on  his  shield, 
And  with  his  cloven  helm,  and  ihivered  sword. 
And  dark  hair  steeped  in  blood  I — They  bore  him 

Mother!- Isawhisfitce!— Oh!  suchadrath 
WoAs  fearful  changes  on  the  fiiir  of  earth. 
The  pride  of  woman's  eye ! 

Elmina.  Sweet  daughter,  peace! 
Wake  notthe  dark  remembrance;  for  Ihy  frame— 

A'l'menn.  — Thoio  itiZl  be  peace  ere  long.  I  shut 
my  heart, 
Even  SI  a  tomb,  o'er  that  lone  silent  grief. 
That  I  nught  spare  it  tbee !— But  now  the  hour 
Is  come  when  that  which  weald  have  jrierced  (h; 

Shall  be  it*  heaHng  balm.    Oh  1  weep  than  not, 
Save  viith  a  gentle  sonuw  1 

£inuu£.  Must  it  bet 
Art  thou  indeed  to  leave  me  t 

Ximan(KtiiUingly).  Be  thou  glad  t 
I  say,  rejoice  above  thy  favoured  child  I 
Joy,  for  tbe  soldier  when  his  Geld  is  fno^^ 
Joy,  lor  the  peasant  when  his  vintage  Ivi 
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Ta  ckiMd  St  eve  I— But  mfiHt  or  all  liir  her, 
Wtu^  wb«i  hcT  lile  chuigcd  iu  gSMejiag  rabet 
For  tbe  dall  pA  of  tormw,  which  dotb  ding 
8c  bovily  woiiad  the  journejen  on, 
Cut  down  its  wnghl— uid  ikptl 

£{nuia.  Alu  1  tliine  eye 
!■  Wkndering — jet  bow  hrighUj  1 — la  thia  death, 
Qrmnebigh  woiKhoniTiaDn? — Spaak,  mj  child  I 
Bow  ig  it  with  thee  nowl 

JCtMOld  (inUJy>  iMSitatiUI 
*11)  BotliBg,  like  a  gloriooi  cloud  on  lugh, 
Bdj  &ther'*  baoim  I — Haai'K  thoa  not  a  Kmndl 
ThettnmpetofCaililel — Pniie,pruaa(o  Heaven 
—Now  maj  the  weaiy  lertl— Ba  atUt !— Who  oaUi 
Then^t  aoiearlul^^  [She  ilia. 

Elmi»a~  Not  alw  w  iM daai] ! 
— Xmena  I — apeak  to  me ! — Oh '.  yet  a  lone 
Ftom  that  sweet  Tides,  that  I  msj  galhei  in 
One  atoie  ramenibranM  of  its  loveljr  aoond, 
EietlM  deep  aikDcafalll— What!  iaall  huahedl 
—No,  no! — it  can  not  be! — How  should  we  bear 
The  dsik  miagiiinga  of  oor  aoDla,  if  Heaven 
Left  not  sDch  beingi  with  nil — But  ia  this 
Her  wimted  look  I—too  aad  a  quiet  lie* 
On  it*  £niieaiful  beauty! — Speak,  Ximenal 
Speak! — mj  heart  die*  wjibin  nwt— Sbei*  gone, 
With  aU  bei  Uened  Huiles  1— My  child  I  my  cMId  > 
Where  ut  thoa  1 — Where  ia  that  wluoh  answered 


Fnm   Iby 


ret 


—Hush!  doth  she 


—One  Bght  lock  aeeuieil  to  tremble  on  hn  bn 
As  a  pulse  throbbed  beneath  ; — 'twsa  but  the 
Of  my  deqiair  (bat  stirred  il  I — She  is  gone  t 
[SU  Ihrotat  heney  on  Iht  Awly.     QanxdU* 
etUert,  elDne,  and  vmrtded. 
Blutlna  ^Tiling  at  As  approaehet).  I 
WH  be  Bcomed ! — No,  not  a  look 
A  tiioMpet  of  leproach '. — Behold  my  wc 
—Thoa  canst  tut  acora  me  now  1 
Ganialrx.  Haaf  thou  heard  ail? 
BlMina.  Thy  daughter  on  my  bosom  laid  hei 
be«l. 
And  paaed  away  to  rest — Behold  her  theie, 
Enn  such  sa  death  hath  made  her  1(8) 

Gnualez  (tending  ater  Ainlcnn'*  body).  Thou 

A  Eola  while  before  me,  oh,  my  child  I 

Why  abooU  the  travetlCT  weep  to  put  mlh  those 

That  aouce  an  bonrnill  reac  h  their  proDuaed  land 

En  he  loo  caat  his  pilgrim  itaff  away. 

And  spread  his  coooh  beaida  Ihemi 

JElsiiraa.  Moat  it  be 
HenceCnth  enough  that  onee  a  thing  ao  fair 
Had  its  bright  plaee  amongrt  n*  1— I*  this  aOI 
L<Afar  tbeyearstocome'?— Wewillnot  atsyl 
Ealth'a  chain  each  hour  grows  weaker. ' 

OaiafaT  (jtfU  gaxing  upon  Xintota).  And 
Owii'rtlBid 


To  ahimber  in  the  shadow.  Uewed  cluUl 

Of  a  yet  itainleas  altai,  and  bende 

A  aainted  warrior'*  tombl — Oh,  filling  [Jaca 

For  thee  to  yield  thy  pure  henuc  lool 

Back  unto  him  that  gaxe  it  I— And  thy  cheek 

Yet  amilea  In  its  bright  paleoeaa  I 

Bhaina.  Haibt  tbon  aeen 
The  look  with  which  she  passed 

OmzalcM  {till  bending  oser  htr).  Why,  'df 
almost 
Like  joy  to  tisw  thy  beautifnl  repose  I 
The  laded  image  of  that  perfect  calm 
Fknta,  e'en  as  long-forgollen  music,  back 
Intomj  wenry  bnuti— Nodark  wild  apot 
On  Ifty  deal  blow  doth  lell  of  bloody  handa 
That  qnenched  young  life  by  violence  1 — We  hava 

Too  much  of  horror  in  one  crowded  hour. 
To  weep  for  aught,  ao  genllj  gathered  hencel 
— OhI  man  leave*  other  traces! 

£Jmiiui  {tuddenly  ttajtatg).    It  ntum* 
On  my  bewildered  *oul! — Weul  ye  not  forth 
Unio  the  rescue  1 — And  thou'rt  Iters  alonel 

Where  are  my  sona  1 

CbnmJei  (mCeinniy),  We  were  loo  lalel 

Blmina.  Too  Ulel 
Hast  thou  noughtebetolellmel 

Oonxalex.  I  brought  back 
Prom  that  last  Geld  the  banner  of  my  aiesj 
And  my  own  death-wouad. 

£/minii.  Thine! 

Goiuo'h.  Another  hour 
Shall  hush  ils  throbs  fur  ever.    1  go  henoa, 
And  with  me 

Elmiaa.  No! — Man  could  not  lift  his  hand^- 
—Where  haat  thou  left  thy  aoDi  1 

Oi/niaiti.  I  Asm  no  sona. 

Elmina.  What  haat  thou  said  1 

Omaalex.  That  now  their  lives  not  one 
0  wear  the  glory  of  mine  aodeot  houae. 
When  I  am  gooa  to  resL 

Eimina  {thromng  herseff  on  the  ground,  and 
tpeaking  fn  a  loa  hutried  voiit).  In  tm* 
bcief  hour,  all  gone  I — and  aucA  a  death  I 
■I  spe  their  blood  gush  forth  l—thEir  graceful 

■Take  ttw  dark  vidon  &om  me,  oh,  my  Qod '. 
And  Bocb  a  death  for  thernt—l  wa*  not  there  I 
Thej  were  but  mine  in  beauty  and  in  joy, 
Not  in  that  mortal  anguidi !— AU,  all  gone  I 
—Why  should  I  atruggle  moreT—What  it  Quf 

Againat  whose  might,  on  all  aides  preaaiog  ua, 
Ws  itcive  with  fierce  impatlenee,  which  but  iaye 
&u]  asiiita  pnMrnle  1 

ijler  a  Umgpaata). 
Now  I  know 
Thy  hand,  my  Qod  1    and  they  an  aoonest  eruia 
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A  light,  k  Gght  ipringa  up  from  grier  uiil  Jeath, 
Wbich  wilb  iti  ■alemn  Tuliincedath.ieTe»l 
Why  we  hii»e  thm  been  iriedl 

OoKiaUz.  Then  I  ma;  (till 
Fix  my  bit  look  on  Ihee,  in  holy  loTe, 
PnTting,  but  yel  with  hope  I 

amino,  {falling  at  kit  fid).  Caiat  thon  ibr- 

— Oh,  I  h»T8  driicn  the  arroi*  to  thy  bent, 
That  ahoulJ  hi>e  buried  it  within  mine  own, 
And  borne  the  p»ng  in  lilence  1—1  have  cut 
Thy  life'i  fair  honour,  in  my  wild  despur, 
Ab  an  oavBlued  gem  upon  the  warn. 
Whence  thou  hart  matched  it  back,  In  bear  fhim 

eutii. 
All  Kainieea,  od  thy  bnaM. — Well  hast   thoa 

Bo}  I — canat  thnu  forgive? 

Oonxalez.  Within  this  hour 
I  have  Btooi]  upon  that  verge  whence  moitati  GUI, 
Anil  learned  how  'tia  with  one  whose  Mgbl  growi 

And  whose  foot  trembles  on  the  gulf '■  dark  nde, 
— Death  purifies  all  feeing — We  will  part 
In  [rity  and  in  love. 

Etmina.  Death! — And  thou  too 
Art  on  Ihy  way! — Oh,  joy  for  thee, high  heart! 
Glory  and  joy  for  thee ! — The  day  is  closed, 
And  well  and  nobly  host  thou  borne  thyself 
Through  its  long  battle-loils,  though  many  twordi 
Have  entered  thine  own  aoul  !-~Bul  on  my  head 
Becoi!  (he  fierce  invokings  of  despair. 
And  I  am  left  far  distanced  in  the  race, 
The  lonely  one  ofcartht—Ay,  this  is  jurt.  . 
I  am  not  worthy  thai  upon  my  breast 
In  this,  thine  hour  of  victory,  ihou  shouldst  yield 
Thy  spirit  unto  God  1 

Gomatts,  Thou  art!  thoa  artl 
Oh  !  a  life's  love,  a  hearl's  long  failhfulneH, 
E<ren  In  the  preience  of  eternal  things. 
Wealing  their  chastened  beauty  all  undlmmnd, 
Assert  their  loRy  claims ;  and  these  are  not 
For  one  dark  hour  to  cancel ! — We  are  hem, 
Befbre  that  alur  which  received  the  vows 
Of  our  unbroken  yaulh,  and  meet  it  is 
Pot  such  a  witnms,  in  (he  oght  of  Heaven, 
And  in  the  face  of  death,  whose  shailawy  arm 
CoDiea  dim  between  ui,  (o  record  Ih'  exchange 
Of  our  tried  hearta'  forgiveness. — Wlio  are  they, 
'f  bat  in  one  path  have  journeyed,  needing  not 
Forgiveness  at  ils  doeel 

(A  CtKien  eniers  hwfily). 

dilUert.  The  Moon!  the  Moors! 

tlonmUz.  Howl  ii  thscityslormsdl 
Oil  t  righteous  Heaven !— ibr  this  I  looked  not  yet ! 
Ilatu  all  been  done  In  vain  ^— Why  then, 'tis  time 
Fta  prayer,  and  then  to  la.l 


CUUen.  The  ran  shall  set, 
And  not  a  Christtan  vcdce  be  left  for  praysr 
To-night  within  Valencia  l—Ronnd  our  walls 
The  paynim  host  is  gathering  fm  th'  lurs^iht 
And  we  have  none  (o  guard  them. 

OoiLtalea.  Then  my  place 
la  here  no  longer,— I  had  hoped  to  die 
Even  by  the  altar  artd  the  ■epnklure 
Of  my  brave  sires — bnt  this  was  not  to  be ! 
Qiva  me  my  sword  agtun,  and  lead  ms^enoa 
Back  to  the  ramparts.    1  have  yet  an  bflur, 
And  it  hath  still  high  dotiea. — Now,  my  wiia  t 
Thou  mother  of  my  cbildrec— of  the  derl— 
Whom  I  name  unto  thes  in  ^"-ti^-*  hop*-^ 
Farewell! 

Elmina.     No,  not  Kuiwell!— M/  auil    ha^a 


Wasted  not  utlerly. 

Ooniaiet.  I  thank  thf«,  Heavent 
That  I  have  (asted  of  the  awful  joy 
Which  thoD  hast  given  (o  temper  hoonlike  thv^ 
With  a  deep  sense  of  thee,  and  of  thine  end* 
In  these  dr^  viiitlnga  I 
(  To  Etmina).  We  will  not  part, 
But  with  the  spirit's  parting! 

Elmiaa.  One  farewell 
To  her,  that,  mantled  with  sad  loveliness, 
Dulhalamlierat  our  feet!— My  blessed  child  I 
Oh  !  in  thj  heart's  affliction  tbon  wert  strong, 
And  holy  courage  did  pervade  thy  wo. 
As  light  the  troubled  waters!— Be  at  peace! 
Thou  whose  briglit  spirit  made  itself  like  soul 
Of  all  tliat  were  around  thee! — And  thy  life 
E'en  then  was  struck,  and  withering  at  ths  eom 
-Farewell !— thy  parting  look  halh  on  me  Eallen, 
E  en  ar  a  gleam  of  heaven,  and  I  am  now 
More   like  what   tbou  hast   been  I— My  nul  is 

hushed, 
For  a  stilt  sense  of  purer  worlds  hath  sunk 
And  settled  on  its  depths  with  that  last  smile 
Which  livm  thine  shone  forth. — Thou  faast  not 
lived 
I  vain — my  child,  farewelll 
Osn:aJe:.  Surely  for  thee 
Death  liad  no  sting,  Ximena!— We  are  Meat, 
To  learn  one  secret  of  the  shadowy  paa. 
From  such  an  aspect's  calmneao.     Yet  ooce  mora 
I  kiss  thy  pale  young  cheek,  my  broken  dowert 
In  token  of  th'  undying  hire  and  hope, 
Whose  land  is  far  away.  [EieviU. 
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Bid  been  worn  down  in  ^tbeiing.  on  tbs  pjt«. 
Ay,  It  their  booieboM  burths  hm  Ht  the  brand, 
E»cn  from  that  ihriiM  oTquiet  Iotb  to  bear 
Tha  duns  which  gave  their  temples  and  tbnr 

In  iAt»,  to  tba  wind*! — Thej  have  ilons  thif , 
Miking  ■  blaeted  mid  where  once  the  ma 
Looked  upon  lovelfdvellingg;  and  from  euth 
Ruing  all  ncord  thai  on  nich  a  (pot 
Childhaod  halh  (pmns,  a^  faded,  miaerj  wqil, 
And  frail  HamaniCj  knelt  before  her  Ood ; 
— Tbej  have  done  Ika,  in  (heir  free  noblenew, 
Rather  than  Me  the  Bpoiler'a  tread  pollute 
Their  bol?  place* ! — Prain,  high  praise  be  tbdre, 
Wbo  ban  left  man  nich  teaaonal— And  Iheea 

Made  jonr  own  hOIi  their  witneacs  l-^The  iky, 
WbiBe  arch  bendi  o'er  yon,  and  the  aeai,  whemn 
Toot  riTcn  poar  (heir  gold,  rejoidng  aan 
The  tStxr,  and  the  birth-place,  and  the  tomb^ 
And  all  meoKiTiab  of  man's  heart  and  Ailh, 
Thni  ptnodtj  hononred !—  Be  je  not  oatdone 
By  the  departed  1 — Thoi^h  the  godleaa  Iba 
Be  ekae  upon  vt,  we  have  power  to  match 
The  apMla  of  Tictory  fram  him.    Be  but  itrong  t 
A  few  bright  torehea  and  brief  moment*  yet 
Shall  baffle  hia  Hiuhed  hope,  and  we  may  die, 
Langtiing  him  onto  acom. — RJK,  (bUow  me, 
And  tboo,  Valencia  I  Iriimiph  in  thy  fate, 
The  rain,  not  the  yc^e,  and  make  thy  loiveti 
A  baacoD  onto  Spain  I 

ante*.  Well  Ulow  thcel 
^Ala*  I  Ibr  oar  lair  citj,  and  the  honiM 
Wherein  we  reared  oor  children! — But  awayt 
The  Moot  ahaD  plant  no  CTCaeent  o'er  our  fanei ! 

Vela  ifivm^a   TWrr  m  tht  WalU.)   Boc- 
ODun !— Cialile!  CaMilel 

OSiaiu  (raihing  to  the  tpal.)  It  ia  #<en  lo!' 
Now  Ueaaing  be  ta  Heaian,  fi>rwe  are  eavedl 
CaMife,  Caidlel 

rsiee  (/ram  the  TWer.)  Lino  alter  Bne  of 

I^Dce  ^ler  lance,  upon  the  hanzon'a  'rerge, 
Like  fesul  Cghte  from  cilice  banting  np, 
Doth  ekiit  the  plain!— In  futh,  a  noUe  hoMI 

Aniilker  Vatce.   The  Moor  hath  tamed  Wm 
frgm  oar  walla,  lo  front 
Th'  adnuidng  might  of  Spain! 

CiHiem  {thiruiiitg.)  Caitilel  Culilel 
taOKT.KtJ7.  tum,  inppmuJ  h;  ILUINjtanda  ddno.) 

Oansalei.  What  ehooti  of  joy  an  tbtae  1 

UcnunuUi.  Bail,  chieftain  t  haS! 
Thna  er'n  in  death  "lii  giren  (bee  lo  reeein 
The  conqneror'i  crown !— Behfdd  oitr  God  hath 

beud, 
Aid  armed  himarirwith  Trngeanee! — Lol  they 


QonxaUi.  I  knew,  I  knew 
Thou  wontdit  not  utlerljr,  my  God,  fonake 
Thy  aerranl  in  hia  need  l~My  blood  and  tern 
Hare  not  lank  ranly  lo  Ih'  atleating  earth  I 
PraiB  to  thee,  Ihanki  and  praiae,  that  I  have  U*aJ 
To  ate  this  hour  i 

Elmbttt.  And  I  too  bleea  thy  name. 
Though  thouhait  prored  me  unto  agonyT 
Ob  God!— Thou  God  of  chaetoningi 

Vmet  (frim  the  Tbioer.)  They  move  onl 
I  Ke  the  royal  battner  in  (he  air, 
With  it*  emblmmed  tower* ! 

GBttiaitx.  Go,  bring  ye  forth 
The  banner  of  the  Cid,  and  plant  it  here. 
To  Mreim  aboTe  me,  (or  an  an*wering  ogn 
That  the  good  croa*  Joth  holdita  lofty  place 
Within  Valendtt  etilll— Whu  eet  ye  nowl 

Btmandex.   1  lee  a  kingdom'*  might  upon  bi 
pat^ 
Moving  in  terrible  niai[nificence. 
Unto  revenge  and  victory!— With  the  fli*h 
Of  knightly  *worda,  up-apringing  frran  (he  lank*, 
A*  meteora  from  a  atill  and  gloomy  deep, 
And  with  the  waving  often  tltouaand  fjume*, 
Like  a  land'*  harveit  In  the  autaron-wlnd. 
And  with  fierce  light,  which  ia  notof  the*nI^ 
But  flung  friHn  aheeta  of  ateel — it  come*,  it  comiL 
The  vengeance  of  our  Godl 

Qonrale*.  I  heu  it  now. 
The  heavy  tread  of  mail-clad  maimude*, 
Like  thnnder-abowera  apon  the  fbreri-path*. 

Htmandts,  Ay,  earth  knows  well  the  omen  of 
that  aoand, 
And  ahe  bath  echoea,  Tike  i  aepnlchre'a, 
FenI  in  her  aecret  hollow*,  to  teapond 
Vntothattepofdealht 

OonxaUz.  BarkI  bow  the  wind 
Swell*  proudly  lo  the  baltle-march  of  Spain  1 
Now  the  heart  feel*  its  power  1 — A  tillle  wlule 
Grant  me  lo  live,  myOodI — What  pauaei*  thi*I 

BenuauUx.   A  deep  and  dreadful  one! — uw 
serried  filei 
Level  Ihejr  speala  lor  combat ;  now  the  boat* 
Look  on  each  other  in  their  brooding  wrath, 
Silent,  and  bee  to  lace. 


TWh 
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Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 

Fur  apiiit  t  rest  thee  now  1 
E'en  while  with  aura  thy  footatepa  trod, 

Hia  aeal  waa  on  thy  brow. 

Duat,  to  its  narrow  houn  beneath  I 

Soul,  lo  its  place  on  high  I 
Ttiey  that  have  aeen  thy  look  in  deata 

No  more  may  &ar  lo  die. 
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— Bui  I  un  calm,  uid  e'«n  like  gentle  winds, 
That  munc,  Ibrough  Uie  uiUaeai  of  m;  baut, 
Sendj -mournful  pckca. 

GomaUz.  Oh  I  well  IboK  lolemii  lone* 
Acconl  with  aucli  ta  boat,  for  all  her  lile 
Breathed  ofk  hero'aaaull 
{A  tennd  ^  trumpelt  and  ihouUngJroni  Oie  plabi. 
Bcntajidei,   Now,   now  thej  dose  I— Hark! 
what  a  dull  dead  nuiul 
ta  ill  t\i6  MooTuh  wai-ahout !— I  hire  known 
Such  tonca  prophetie  oft. — The  ihock  it  plea — 
.  Lo  1  the;  baie  placttl  timr  ahieldi  before  their 

Arid  lowered  that  lancea  witii  the  atreamen 
And  on  their  eleada  bent  Torwanl  I — Ood  for  Spain  t 
The  firat  bright  aparka  of  battle  have  been  atruck 
From  apeai  to  apear,  acroea  the  gleaming  Geld  1 
— There  ia  no  wght  on  which  the  blue  ak;  looka 
To  match  with  tliial— 'Tia  not  the  gallant creiti^ 
Nor  bannera  with  their  glorioua  blazonry; 
The  very  nature  and  high  aoul  of  man 
Dolh  now  reveal  itseiri 

OoniaUz.  Oh,  raiae  me  up. 
That  1  may  look  upon  the  noble  scene  I 
—It  will  not  bel— That  thiadull  nuat  would  paei 
A  rnoment  from  my  aighl !— Whence  loae  that 


Tlie  banner  Hnka — 'tis  taken! 

Ganxaiei.  Whoael 

Ucmandtx.  CaEtile'al 

Omiotez.  Ob.OodofBatUeal 

El-miaa.  Calm  thy  noble  heart! 
Thou  will  not  paa*  away  wilb 
Nay,  reat  thee  on  my  boaum. 

Uetnatidti.  Cheer  thee  yf*! 
Our  knighta  have  qwrred  lo  reaeue, — There  ii 

A  whirl,  a  mingling  of  all  lerrible  thinga, 

Yet  more  appalling  than  the  fierce  dialinctneaa 
WhMBwith  they  moved  before  I — I  aeo  tall  plomea 
All  wildt;  lowing  o'er  tlie  baltle'a  IJde, 
fiwayed  by  the  wtatliful  moUon,  and  the  prew 
Of  dcaperate  men,  aa  cedar-bougha  by  atorma. 
Many  a  white  lUeamer  there  ia  dyed  with  blood. 
Many  a  lalaa  conlet  broken,  many  a  ahield 
Fierced    through  I — Now,    about    for   Santiago, 

Lo  I  JBvefina  with  a  moment'a  brigLlneaa  cleave 
The  Uiickening  duiit,  and  barbed  ateeda  go  down 
With  thidr  helmed  riden  !— Who,  but  one,  can  tell 
How  epirila  part  unidit  that  fearful  ruah  I 

And  trampling  onof  fiirioua  multitudeat  | 

OiraxaUi.  Thoa'rtailentl—See'ettlloa  morel, 

-My  eool  grovrs  dark, 
tltmanifez.  And.dark  and  ttouhled  i 
£ij»a, 


Daahing  k 

Againat  ila  tocka,  ia  all  on  which  I  gi 

— I  can  but  tell  thee  how  tall  qwaii  ale  cmaaed, 

And  laneea  aeem  to  ahiver,  and  proud  helroi 

To  lighten  with  the  atrokel— But  round  the  apot. 

Where,  like  a  atonn-Med  meat,  our  standard  aan^ 

The  heart  of  battle  bums.  . 

Oomatex.  Where  is  that  apott 

Hemadei.  Il  is  beneath  the  lonely  tuft  of  palml, 
That  lift  their  green  heada  o'er  Uie  tumult  still, 
In  calm  asd  italely  grace. 

Qamaiex,   TTiere,  didst  thou  sayl 
Then  Ood  ia  vrith  us,  and  w«  mv*l  prevail! 
For  en  that  apot  they  died  I— My  children's  blood 
Calls  on  Ih'  avenger  thence  I 

Blmina,  They  perished  there  I 
— And  the  bright  locks  that  waved  so  joyoady 
To  the  free  winda,  lay  trampled  and  deGlcd 
Ev'n  on  that  place  of  death!— Oh,  Morcifull 
Huah  the  dark  thought  within  me  1 

Bemandtt  {TtUhraddmesiillaliou).  Whoiabe^ 
On  the  wbitf  steed,  and  with  the  castled  helm, 
And  the  gold-bnudered  mantle,  which  doth  float 
E'en  like  a  sunny  cloud  above  the  fighl ; 
And  the  pale  crosa,  which  IrtnD  bis  breasl-plaU 

With  star-like  radiance  1 

Gonxalri  (eagtrly).  Didst  tbou  say  the  cross  1 

Scmandtz.  Onhiamuledboeomsbineiabrcad 
white  cross. 
And  his  long  plumage  through  the  ilarkeoin]*  air 
Streams  like  a  snow-wreath. 

OmtaUx.  That  should  be— 

Hemandtx.  The  king! 
—Was  it  not  told  us  how  be  sent,  of  late. 
To  the  Cid's  tomb,  e'en  tor  the  mifa  cnns, 
Wlueh  he  who  slumbers  there  was  wont  lo  bind 
O'er  hi*  brave  heart  in  flgbt7(9) 

Ot/maUz  (tpriaging  up  joij/iiify).  My  kiiigl 
my  kint! ! 
Kow  all  good  saints  for  Spain!— My  noble  king! 
A  n  J  tbou  art  there  1 — That  I  might  look  once  man 
Upon  thy  face! — But  yet  I  thank  thee.  Heaven  1 
That  thou  hut  sent  him  from  my  dying  hands 
Thus  to  receive  his  city! 

[Hi  tiaJa  back  inio  Btmina't  armi. 

Bstnandtx,  He  hath  cleared 
A  pathway  'midst  the  combat,  and  the  light 
FoUowa  hie  charge  through  yon  dose  living  maa, 
E'en  as  the  gleam  on  some  proud  vessel's  wake 
Along  the  stormy  walen  I — 'Tis  redeemed — 
The  castled  banner ! — It  is  flung  once  more 
In  Joy  and  gtory,  lo  lbs  sweegung  winda  I 
— There  (eem*  a  wavering  Ihrough  the  payun 
!        hosts— 
Castile  doth  press  them  eore — Now,  now  ngoket 

Otmiatti.  What  bast  thou  seen  1  - 
I     Hernaiuiex.  Abdullah  fallal   He  &<lsl 
iThemanof  bloodi— theapoileil  bebalhsnu 
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In  our  kiog'a  pxh ! — WrU  bath  that  lojal  iwonl 
Aienged  Ihj  c&im,  Gonltki '. 

Tbej  pv*  n;, 
Tha  CiNcsnt'i  na  k  broken  I— On  the  lull* 
And  the  dark  jMDB-wooda  mayUw  infiilal 
CtU  Tunly,  in  bii  agon;  of  (>(r, 
To  diver  bim  from  vengeuicel — Lot  Umj  Ojl 
Tbsjoftbe  fbnat  uidthe  wiltlenwM 
Am  •ealteied  e'en  u  leave*  apon  tbe  tnnA  1 
Wo  to  the  *ani(if  Afrk! — Lei  the  ptuni, 
And  the  Tine-mountun*,  uul  Heiperiui  •*■*, 
Ttlxtbeirdewlnntotbenil — that  blood  alMlt  vn*h 
Out  leil  from  ■Uin*  of  bondage. 

Gataalct(atlett^iilglOTaiKhimKif).  Sat  me 

rr«i 


With  an  anfklteiiDg  and  a  bllj  tfep, 

To  that  tut  home  of  gloiy.    She  that  man 

Id  her  deep  heart  the  memor;  of  thy  bra 

"  thence  draw  •ucnsth  (a  ell  Iblnn,  till  tlw 
3od, 

Wboaa  hand  annnd  het  hath  anpeopled  earth, 
Looking  npon  her  lUll  and  chaitened  loul, 
CaUUonaenwnlo  thine! 

I  To  tlu  QutUiaTu). 

Tamboor  and  trampel,  wake  I — And  let  the  land 
Through  all  her  mountain*  hem  your  funeral  peal  I 
— So  ifaould  a  hero  pu*  to  hit  repoee. 

[£xnitt(  annM; 


Cboaen  of  Heann,  fuewall  t — Look  on  the  Cim^ 
And  pnt  fVcMn  earth  in  peaoe  [ 

OomaU*.  Now  charge  once  mora  I 
Qod  i*  with  Spain,  and  Santiago'*  iironi 
Ii  raUening  all  the  air  I— Shout  forth  '  CaetCe  r 
Tb*d*;i*oan!— Igol  butfraijenoll 
For  Afiic'*  lance  ii  broken,  ani)  lD;ean* 
Hai«  won  thdr  Srat  good  field  1  [Hi  diet. 

Elmiua.  Lode  on  me  jet! 
Speak  one  brewell,  m;  hn*band ! — miut  th;  *^ce 
Enur  my  nal  no  more ! — Thine  e^a  if  filed — 
Now  ia  m;  life  uprooted, — end  Hi*  well. 

{A  Smitd  eftriutHjAant  Jlftwic  ■*  htard,  atid 
many    CaiiHian   Knighii   and    Satdieri 

A  Gtimt-  Hash  jiom  triumphal  eonnda,  a1- 
Aiongh  JO  crane  ■ 
EW  m  ddinrenl — But  the  iKible  dead, 
Aad  tboae  that  moam  them,  claim  from ,  human 

beait* 
Deep  dent  rercrence. 
Elmi>ia(Titing  pnmdly).  No^ewdl  lbfth,Ce*- 
■del 
TI7  tnunpet-DiQiic,  till  (he  *c«i  and  heanm*, 
A^  tlw  deep  hiUa,  gin  tmj  etoimj  ikole 
Eeboe*  to  ring  throogh  Spain  I— How,  know  ye 


Thai  all  arrayed  for  triumph,  crowned  and  robed 
With  the  itrong  apirit  which  had  uxd  the  land, 
E«V  now  a  eonqueror  lo  hia  re*t  i*  gonel 
— Feai  not  to  break  that  eleep,  but  let  Ibe  wind 
Sw«ll  on  with  Tidtny'i  •bout! — £(*  will  not  hear — 
Halh  ewth  a  lonnd  more  *adT 

BentantUi.  Lift  ye  the  dead. 
And  bear  him  with  the  banner  irfhi*  race 
Wanng  aboTO  him  proudly,  u  it  wared 
O'er  the  Cid'i  batllea,  to  tbe  hnub,  wheram 
Hi*  WMrior-we*  an  gathered. 

[TTuj/TaiteOieiedy. 

Btmiiu.  Aj,  Ik  thu* 
TW«  riwokbt  be  hononted  t— And  I  Utow  thee 


NOTES. 
Note  1,  page  41,  coL  I. 
MocNTAiM  Chriiliuw,  tho*e  natiTe*  of  Spain, 
ho,  under  ibeir  prince,  Pelayo,  took  ntagfi 
amongM  the  mountain*  of  the  northMn  proiinui, 
where  they  mninlaine^l  their  religion  and  Uhertj, 
whitat  the  reet  of  their  country  wa*  overrun  by  the 

Note  3,  page  49,  col.  I. 
<^  tnt  AOh  Ktaom  itm,^^ 
Frey  gebt  dai  Ungltlck  durch  die  gann  Erdft 
- " ■  ■  ,*cil».ie.ll. 


Note  3,  page  50,  eol.  3. 
Tizona,  the  fin-brand.     The  name  of  the  Cld'e 
fsiaurile  iword,  taken  b  battle  from  the  Mooriah 
king  Bucar. 

Note  4,  page  60,  eoL  2. 
tiM  bi  WM  VdsncU  rmm  iha  Mocr,  Ac 
Valencia,  which  has  been  repeatedly  beeteged, 
and  taken  by  Ibe  annia  of  diflerent  nation*,  n>- 
ihe  pa**e*aion  of  the  Moora  for  an  hun- 
dred and  aeventy  yean  alter  the  Oid'a  daalb.    It 
wa*  regained  from  them  by  King  Don  Jayme  of 
Amgon,  aurnamed  the  Conqueror;  after  who*e 
■uccea*  I  have  ventured  lo  tuppoae  it  governed  by 
descendant  of  the  Campeador. 

Note  5,  page  57,  coL  9. 
It  waa  a  Spaniah  tradition,  that  the  great  belt  ol 
Ihe  Cathedral  of  Saragoaaa  alwayk  tolled  qionla' 
neoualy  before  a  king  ^  &ftia  died. 

Note  6,  page  38,  coL  2. 
£1  qoa  an  bnen  bora  naico ;"  he  that  wa*  bom 
in  happy  hour.    An  appellatioD  pnn  to  the  Cid 
in  the  ancient  el 


Note7,p*«e58,  col.  3 

For  tU*,  and  the  lub^eqnent  alluaioni  lo  Spamsll 

legend*,  aee  7^  ifnnoieei  and  QirmicU  ^1^4 
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Nuta  e,  pago  63,  ceL  1. 

"  L>  volli,  telle  que  la  mart  noiu 
Bamiel,  Oraitoni  f\mcbrei. 


Note  g,  page  66^  col.  3. 

i>  iMonled  of  King  I>on  Al- 


fariKi,  (helutoflhitnuM.  Heienl  todnCU'i 
looib  for  the  eras  whkn  mat  warrior  yitt  ■enu- 
tooicd  to  wear  upon  his  breait  when  be  went  t« 
battle,  Mid  had  it  made  into  ens  for  blnaelf ;  "  be- 
came of  the  iiith,  which  be  had,  that  thnnlgh  it 
he  ahould  obUin  the  miorj." — Sntlha/'i  Oironi- 
dtqflluCid. 


Sfte  ffriEtprre  oc  ^Irttno. 


IN  FIVE  ACTS. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON^:. 

Count  d[  Psdcidi. 
Raihohd  di  Pbocidi,  \ii  Sort. 
Eriiert,  Vbcroy. 
Dg  Coooi. 
mohtalbi. 

Albbbti. 

Aj'rei.mo,  a  Mmk. 
ViTToac*. 

CoNaTjNCB,  SUter  lo  EtOktI. 
NoMct,  Soldier*,  Matengert,  Vattait,  Ptatanlt, 


ACT  THE  FIRST. 


dnnpi  cf  PDaianK— PROCIDA,  dlggnlitd  ii 
amoogii  them. 

Firtt  Ptatttta.  At,  Ihii  wu  wont  to  be  a  fee- 
In  dajt  gone  bjl  I  can  remember  nell 
The  old  tuniliar  melodiea  that  rose 
At  break  of  mom,  from  all  our  purple  billi, 
To  welcome  in  the  vintage.    Never  nnee 
Halh  mmio  •eemnl  aoiwect.   But  the  light  hearla 
Which  to  thoae  roennirea  beat  u  jojroual; 
Are  taoxd  lo  etillnoi  now.     There  ia  no  v 
Of  joy  through  ill  the  land. 

Setand  Peatant.  Yea  I  there  we  Mnndi 
Of  revelrr  within  the  pela^  I 

And  the  bir  cuttlei  of  our  ancient  birda,  | 

Wherenowtbeatrangerbanqneti.  Yemajbear,  ' 
From  thence  the  peata  of  eong  and  laughter  rin  I 
At  mUnlghfi  deepeft  boor. 

Third  Peatant.  Alul  we  nt 
III  lup[aer  iMf,  w>  iiCMefiillj  beneath  I 


The  olive*  and  the  vine*  our  &the»  reared, 
E^ndrded  bj  our  children,  whan  quick  itepe 
Flew  b;  ua  in  the  dance  I  The  time  hath  been 
When  peace  wai  in  lite  hamlet,  wbereaoe'er 
The gtorm might  gather.   But(hia;akecrf'Fnaice 
Falla  on  the  ptaaant'a  neck  aa  heavily 
Aa  on  the  created  chteftaia'a.    We  are  bowed 
E'en  lo  the  earth. 

Peiuiml't  Child.  My  father,  lei]  me  when 
Shall  the  gay  dance  and  eong  again  reaaunl 
Amidit  our  cheanut-wooda,  aa  in  tbon  daya 
Of  which  thou'it  wont  lo  tell  the  joyoua  tale  1 
Pint  Peatant.  When  than  are  light  and  reck- 
leaa  heart!  once  more 
In  Sicity'a  greeu  valea.    Alaal  my  boy, 
Men  meet  nol  new  to  quaff  the  flowing  bowl. 
To  hear  the  mirtbfal  aong,  and  cart  asde 
The  weigh!  of  work-day  cue: — they  meet,   to 

apeak 
Of  wronga  and  aonovra,  and  lo  whiiper  thooghta 
They  dare  not  breathe  ahjud. 

pTOnda^frmn  the  back  ground).  Ay,  it  ia  well 
1  lo  relieve  Ih'  o'erburdened  heart,  which  pant* 
Beneath  ilawdgbl  of  wronga;  but  batter  Ut 
In  ailence  to  avenge  IhemI 

An  M  Peatant.  What  deep  toim 
Came  with  that  atartUng  looe  1 

Pint  Peatant.  It  waa  our  gueat  a, 
The  alranger  pilgrim,  who  hath  KiioiUDed  hen 
Sioce  yeater-mom.    Good  neighbouia,  maik  him 

weU: 
He  hath  a  itatcly  bearing,  and  an  aya 
Whoae  glance  looki  through  the  heart.    Hla  m^n 

m  with  each  watmenta.    How  he  ftdda  roond  him 
Hia  palgrimcloak,  e'en  ai  h  were  a  robe 
Oflinighily  enninel  That  commanding  atqt 
Should  have  been  used  in  oouita  and  eampa  lo 

Mark  hint 

OU  Peatant.  Nay,  ratbai;  mark  him  net :  lbs 
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An  k»ita\  uid  Ibej  teach  the  bolJot  hsarU 

A  auKous  IcMdiL    What  thould  bring  hiia  heret 
A  Taulk.  Beapokeofnoguncel 
Old  Peatant.  Pn>c«l  we  are  bewt 

Bj  fliaies  on  eTciy  nJe,  and  wa  nuut  team 

InaleDce  and  Id  patience  to  endiin. 

Talk  noiof  Tengnaca,  Gir  Ibe  woni  U  death. 

Pndda  (arming /oraord  iitdlgTumily).    The 

wardkdeathl  And  what  hath  lire  for  <A«, 

That  Ihoa  ahoulilst  cling  to  it  tbiul  thoa  abject 

Whaac  Teiy  eoul  ii  moulded  to  the  jake, 
And  itamped  with  aerritade.    What  I  ia  it  lift, 
Thn  at  a  breeu  to  itaM,  to  ichao]  th;  voioa 
Into  Idw  ftarful  whispen,  and  to  cast 
Pifejealouiloi^  around  (bee,  Int,  e'en  then, 
Binngen  ihiMild  catch  ita  echo  7 — la  there  aught 
Id  Hit  ao  predooa,  that  th;  riurowed  cheek 
!•  blancbej  with  terror  at  the  paeong  thought 
Of  huanling  Kune  few  and  erilda<(a, 
Which  drag  thue  poorlj  on  1 

Sume  qf  the  PtatanU.  Away,  awajr  t 
Leaie  ds,  fa  thsni  ■■  danger  in  thj  preaence. 

Procida.   Wb;,  what  ia  danger  ^Are  there 
deeper  ilia 
TbanlhoK^ebeuthnicilinlfl  Ye  baie  drained 
The  citp  of  bittemega,  till  nought  remaina 
To  fear  or  ahiink  trom — therefore,  be  je  atrong  \ 
Power  dwelleth  with  decpur. — Whj  atart  ye  Ifaua 
At  wofda  which  are  but  echoes  oT  the  thoughla 
Locked  in  jour  aecret  aoula  7 — Full  well  1  know, 
Then  IB  not  one  arnna^  jaa,  but  hath  nursed 
SeiDB  prowl  indignant  leeiin^  which  doth  nake 
One  conflict  of  his  life,    I  koow  ihy  wrongs, 
And  thine — and  thine, — bat  if  within  jout  breast* 
There  ia  no  chord  that  vibratea  to  ny  loioe, 
Then  &ieT«  writ. 

A  VautK  (mming  foneaTd.')  No,  doI  aaj  on. 

There  are  atiO  free  and  6aj  hearts  e'en  bera. 
That  kindle  at  Iby  words. 

PtoMnt.  If  that  indeed 
Thoa  hast  a  hopt  to  gite  os. 

PtocUo.  There  W  hope 
Pet  all  who  anileTwith  indignant  Ibonghts 
Which  waA  in  olent  strength.    What  I  think  ;e 

O'eiiooki  th'  oppmsor,  if  he  bear  awhile 
Wm  aetfed  he^  on  liighl — I  tell  ;on,  not 
Th'  aTenger  will  not  aleep.    It  waa  an  hour 
Of  tiiamph  b)  the  conquemi,  wheo  our  king, 
Our  yoong  brafe  Conndin,  in  lib'*  fair  mom, 
On  tb*  red  ■eaflbld  died.    Yet  not  the  lea 
Is  justice  throned  above;  and  her  good  lime 
Canea  msbing  on  in  ilanns:  that  royal  blood 
Bath  lifted  an  accuang  vtnce  from  earth, 
And  hath  been  heard.    The  traces  of  the  past 
Fade  m  nun'i  hort,  bnlne'er  duth  Heavca  forget 


Peatant.  Had  we  but  ai 


Whomighl  earn  Tsngeanceyet;  but  wanting  thsM 
Wbat  woukbt  thou  have  oa  do  1 

Pncida.  Be  vigilant ; 
And  when  the  ognal  wakes  the  land,  arise  I 
The  peasant's  aim  ia  atrong,  and  there  shall  be 
A  rich  and  iwhla  faarreat.    Fare  ye  well. 

[BxU  Procida. 

FKril  Peaminl,  Thia  man  should  be  a  prophet: 
bow  he  seemed 
To  Tsad  oni  hearts  with  hi*  dark  eeuching  glance 
And  aspect  of  command  [    And  yet  his  garb 

Siamd  Peatant.  Speak  low ;  I  know  him  well 
At  fint  hii  voice  disturbed  me  like  a  dream 
Of  other  days ;  but  I  remember  now 
Hi*  Ibrm,  seen  oft  when  in  my  youth  I  serveA 
Beneath  the  bannefa  of  our  kings.    "Tia  he 
Who  hath  been  exiled  and  proscribed  ao  long, 
The  Count  di  Procida. 


I.  And  is 


Then  Heaven  protect  him  I  for  around  his  steps 
Will  loany  anan  be  set 

FintPauant.  He  come*  not  IhuB 
But  with  some  migh^  purpose ;  doubt  it  not ; 
Perchance  (o  bring  us  freedom.    He  ia  one, 
Whose  faith,  through  many  atrial,hith been  proved 
Traetoour  native  prince*.    But  awayl 
The  noon-tiila  heat  is  paat,  and  from  the  sea* 
Ijght  gales  are  wandering  through  the  vineyards; 

We  may  lesnine  ooi  tml. 


vrrroRU. 

VUloria.  Hsvelnottotdthee,  thatlbealabeart 
Blighted  and  cold  T — Th'  afleetions  of  my  youth 
Lie  slumbtring  in  the  grave ;  their  fount  ia  ckasd, 
And  all  iho  soft  and  playful  lendemeaa 
Which  hath  it*  home  in  woman's  breast,  an  yet 
Deep  wrongs  have  seared  it ;  all  i*  Bed  from  mine. 
Urge  me  no  more. 

Eiiberl.  O  Iwly  I  doth  the  flotrer 
That  aleep*  entombed  through  the  long  wintry 

nnfbid  it*  beauty  to  the  breath  of  spring; 

And  shall  not  wonuui's  heart,  fium  cbill  despur, 

Wake  at  love's  vixce  7 

Viilona.  Love  I — make  loos'*  nams  thy  q>al^ 
And  1  am  strong  I — the  very  won!  call*  up 
From  the  dark  past,  Ihou^ita,  foelingi^  powen, 

In  am*  against  thao  I— Knoweatthon  ahoia  I  loveii. 
While  my  soul's  dwelling-place  was  still  on  eartn'* 
One  who  was  bom  for  empire,  and  endowed 
With  such  high  gift*  of  piineely  m^es^. 
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A>  bowed  an  hart*  befon  Um  1—Wm  be  not 
Srava,  njil,  beautiful  1 — And  «ueh  be  died ; 
Ho  died  1 — bulthou  forgotten  7 — And  Ihou'R  here, 
Tbou  nM)etcrt  mj  gUnce  with  eyes  which  cddlj 

looked, 
— Coldl;  I — lu;,  rather  with  triumphuit  gue, 
ypon  hie  murder ! — Desolile  m  I  am. 
Vet  in  the  mien  of  Ihine  affianced  bride, 
Oh,  mjlortConraJinl  (beie  ihould  be  atill 
Somewhat  aflaftiaeei,  which  might  o'erane 
The  heuta  of  thine  aaaaaune. 

Briberl.  Haughty  darnel 
If  lb;  prond  heart  tt>  tendenMn  be  cloaed. 
Enow,  danger  i»  around  thee:  thou  haatfoei 
Thatarek  thy  ruin,  uid  my  power  alone 
Can  ihielJ  tbee  fnuu  their  ait*. 

TUlaria.  Proren^al,  tell 
rhy  tale  of  danger  to  eaiDe  happy  heart, 
Which  hath  iti  little  world  of  loved  one*  round. 
For  whom  to  tremble ;  and  il*  tranquil  joyi 
That  make  earth,  Faradiae.     I  atanJ  alone ; 
—They  that  are  bleat  may  feu. 

KriberL  Ii  there  not  one 
Wlu)  ne'er  command*  in  vain  1 — proud  lady,  bend 
rhy  apirittothy  fkie;  br  know  that  he, 
Whoae  car  of  triumph  in  it*  euthqaake  path 
O'er  the  boned  Deck  of  proMrete  Sicily, 
Hath  home  him  to  dominion ;  he,  my  king, 
Charte*  of  Anjou,  decree*  thy  hand  the  boon 
My  dceda  have  well  deaerved ;  and  who  bafh  powe 
Againat  hia  mandates? 

VUtoria,  Viceroy,  tell  thy  lord, 
That  e'en  where  chain*  lie  beaTiat  on  the  land, 
Soali  may  not  all  be  fettered.    UA,  en  now, 
Coitqtteton  ham  rocked  ttu  earth,  yet  Uied  t> 

TTnto  tbdr  purposea,  that  mtlee*  Gn, 
Inhabiting  man's  breast, — A  apaik  bnnt*  forth, 
And  BO  they  penab ! — 'tis  the  fate  of  those 
Who  sport  with  lightning — And  II  may  be  hi*. 
—Tell  him  I  fear  him  not,  and  thu*  am  free. 
Sraeri. 'TJaweU,    Then  nerw  thai  lofty  heart 

The  wrath  which  k  not  powerleo*.    Yet  again 
Bethink  thee,  lady  1— Love  may  change— WA 

changed 
To  vigrlant  hatred  oft,  wboM  aleeplew  eye 
Still  finds  what  most  it  seeka  for.    Fare  thee  welL 
—Look  to  it  yet ! — To^norrow  I  return. 

[EtitBri!^. 
ViUaHa,   To-morrow! — Some   ere  now  havo 
■lept,  and  dreamt 
r)f  morrows  which  ne'er  dawned — or  ne'er  Ibr  tben^ 
So  silently  th«r  deep  and  atill  repoae 
llatb  melted  into  death!— Are  there  not  balm 
In  noture'a  bcwndlew  realm,  to  pour  out  sleep 
Like  th's,  on  me  T— Yet  ihoutd  my  spirit  itiU 
EndniB  its  earthly  bonds,  till  it  eould  bear 
Tc  Ab  a  jttoriMn  tela  of  his  own  Ue, 


Free  and  iTenged. — l^mi  sbould'ri  be  now  at 

In  wrath,  my  natire  Etna!  who  do*t  lift 
Thy  spiry  pillar  of  dark  smoke  *o  high, 
Through  the  red  heaven  of  lunset ! — deep'it  thoo 

(till, 
With  all  thy  Gronti  of  fire,  while  (pollers  tread 
Tbe  glowing  *al(a  beneath  1 

{Pncida  enlert  diMguUed^ 

Ha  I  who  an  Ibon, 
Untndden  gneat,  that  with  •■>  mute  a  step 
Dost  (teal  upon  met 

Praeida,  One,  o'er  whom  hath  passed 
All  that  can  change  man's  aspect  1 — Yet  nolkmg 
Sbalt  then  find  salety  in  forgetful neai. 
— I  am  he,  to  breathe  whose  name  ii  perilMi*i 
Unless  thy  wealth  could  bribe  the  wind*  to  *itenca. 
— Know'st  thou  JAit,  tadyl —    [He  ttunttantig 

VUloria.  Righteous  Heaven  I  the  pledge 
Amidst  hi*  people  from  tbe  scafiUd  tniown 
By  him  who  perished,  and  whose  kingly  blood 
"'  '   Qnalaned. — My  heart  beat*  high — 

— Oh,  welcome,  welcome  I  thou  art  Prooda, 
Th'  Avenger,  Ihe  DeliTerer ! 

Pndda.  Call  me  so 
When  my  great  task  is  done.    Yet  who  can  tell 
If  the  returned  bt  welcome  1 — Many  a  heart 
I(  changed  ainee  last  we  met. 

TiUoria.  Why  do*t  thou  gaze, 
With  such  a  still  and  *olemn  eameatneia, 
Upon  my  altered  mlenl 

Prwiila.  That  I  may  read 
irtothe  widowed  love  ofCoaradia, 
Or  the  proud  Eiibert'i  triumphant  bride, 
I  now  entrust  my  fate. 

FiUoru.  Thou,Froeidat 
That  thoa  ihouldst  wrong  me  thus ! — Prolong  thy 

Till  it  bath  found  an  atuwer. 

Prodda.  'Ti*  enough. 
I  find  it  in  thy  cheek,  whose  rapid  change 
Is  Iram  death's  hue  to  fever'* ;  in  the  wild 
Unsettled  biightness  of  thy  proud  dark  eye, 
And  in  thy  wasted  fcnn.     Aj,  'tis  a  deep 
And  solemn  joy,  thus  in  thy  look*  to  trace. 
Instead  of  youth's  gay  bloom,  tbe  character* 
Of  noble  sufliMing ; — on  thy  brow  the  same 
Conunandiog  spirit  hold*  it*  native  (tale 
Which  ooukl  not  stoop  to  vileneas.    Yet  tbe  nnca 
Of  Fame  hath  told  abr  that  tbou  idlouldst  wed 
Thi*  tyrant,  Erihert. 

ViOiiria.  And  told  it  not 
A  lale  of  Insolent  k>ve  repelled  with  scorti, 

command*  and  fearful  menaces 
Mel  with  indignant  courage  1 — Proddal 
bat  now  that  haughtily  1  braved 
His  sovereign'*  mandate,  which  decnea  my  band. 
With  it*  fair  appanage  of  wide  domain* 
And  wealthy  vasaals,  a  moat  fitting  booa 
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To  Teeompeiue  hk  eriinei. — I  ■miled — ■j,itiuled- 
In  proud  aecurit; ',  G»  the  high  ot  heirt 
Bin  itill  a  pathwiy  Id  eacspe  di^irKOS, 
TboDgh  it  be  d>ik  and  lone. 

Pncida.  Tboa  ^alt  not  need 
To  tnsi]  it!  ihukiw;  muM.    Tnut  mj  word* : 
Itellthn.tbat  KapiriluKbmul,  ^ 

Which  will  not  ilumbra  til]  its  path  ba  Incnl 
B<r  deeds  or  feufiil  fuoe.    Tilloiii,  lira  1 
It  b  moat  meet  that  thou  ihatddtt  live,  lo  Me 
_The  tnighlj  ex[natk>n ;  for  thj  heart 
(Fw^Te  me  that  I  wronged  ita  faith)  hath  nuracd 
A  high,  majntie  grief,  nhose  leil  b  *M 
Peq>  on  thj  marble  brow. 

FtUBria.  Then  thou  cmui  leH, 
By  gaziDg  on  the  witheitd  ram,  that  thera 
Tlioe,  or  the  Wight,  hath  worked  1— Ay,  ihii  !■  i 
Thy  liaioii'a  ect^ :  butohl  the  thingi unseen, 
Dntok],  ondreaait  of,  which  tiiie  ahadoni  put 
Hourly  o'er  that  myaUtiDUB  world,  a  mind 
To  rmn  struck  by  griefi. — Vet  doth  my  aout, 
Far,  'midit  its  daikneas,  nnne  ona  eouing  hope, 
Wherein  ii  bright  Yitality, — 'Ti*  to  eee 
BiM  Uood  aTenged,  and  hia  bir  heritage, 
Hy  beautiful  natiTe  land,  in  ^ory  rtien, 
I^e  a  wanior  from  hia  >li]inben  I 

Pncida.  Hear'it  thou  not 
With  what  a  deep  and  onunoui  moan,  the  Toica 
Of  oorgreat  mountain  a  wells  1 — There  will  be  aoo 
A  fcarfiil  bnnl! — Vittoria!  brood  no  mora 
In  Blence  o^er  thy  ■orTlowl^  but  go  Ibrth 
Amdst  thy  t«ssb1s,  (yet  be  Kcret  still) 
And  let  thy  breath  give  nurture  to  the  spaA 
Tboo  It  find  already  kindled.     I  move  on 
In  ahadow,  yet  awakening  in  my  path 
Titat  which  ihall  atartle  nations.    Fare  tbee  wel 

FlUoria.  When  shall  we  meet  again  1— Are  w 


Whi«D  tr 


it  he  loved  on  earth,  and  think'at  thou 


nal  love  e'en  yet  shall  bring  his  s[Hiit  uiu 
Wliile  thus  we  boU  eommuniont 

Prccida.  Tea,  I  feel 
fla  breathing  infloenee  whilst  I  look  on  thee, 
Wlia  wot  its  light  in  life.     Vet  will  we  not 
Ualui  fromaniah  lean  out  offering  on  hb  tomb; 
Ha  diall  have  noUer  tribute  I — I  must  hence. 
Bat  Ibsa  atialt  toon  bear  more.    Await  the  time. 
[Bxatnl  leparalely. 


nPKotnnA. 
CsaitaKe.  Tbna  ia  a  ahadow  lar  within  your 
tje, 
tthich  halh  of  b(«  baeo  deepening.    Yon  weie 

UffoR  the  elBameas  of  your  open  brow 
Ta  wear  a  biigbtat  Sfinl,  abeddiog  raond 


Joy,  like  our  southem  aan.    It  ia  not  well, 
If  some  dark  thought  ba  gathering  o'er  yoai  soul, 
Tf.  hills  it  from  aflection.    Why  ia  thi^' 
My  Baimond,  why  is  this  1 

Seimimd.  OhI  from  the  dnams 
Of  youth,  sweet  Constance,  hath  not  iMnhMid  stiS 
A  wild  and  stormy  wakeningl — They  depart, 
Light  after  Ught,  our  glorious  vidona  Me, 
The  vaguely  beaulifal  I  till  earth,  unveiled, 
Lies  pale  aroand;  and  life's  realiliea 
Pres  on  the  soul,  from  ita  unfathomeit  depth 
Rousing  the  Eery  feelings,  inJ  prond  thoughts, 
In  all  their  fearful  strength!— 'Tis  ever  thus, 
And  douUy  so  with  me ;  foi  I  awoke 
With  high  aspirings,  making  it  a  curse 
To  breathe  where  noble  minda  are  bowed,  as  hera^ 

To  bicathel— II  b  not  breath  I 

Cinulatue.  I  know  thy  grief, 
—And  b  >t  not  mine  1— lor  those  devoted  luen 
Doomed  with  their  life  to  eijusle  some  wild  word. 
Bom  of  the  sodsl  hour.    OhI  I  have  knelt, 
E'en  at  my  brother's  feet,  with  fiuitleaa  teaia, 
Imploring  him  (o  spare.    Hb  heart  b  shut 
Against  my  voice ;  yel  will  I  not  forsake 
The  cause  of  mercy. 

Raimand.  Waste  not  thou  thy  prayers, 
Oh,  gentle  love,  lor  them.    There's  tittle  need 
For  Pily,  though  the  galling  chain  be  worn 
By  some  few  slaves  the  lesa     Let  them  depart! 
There  b  a  world  beyond  th'  oppreaaor'a  nacti, 
And  thilbei  lies  their  way. 

CoTutantt.  Aba  I  I  see 
That  some  Dew  wrong  halh  pierced  you  to  tiis 

Raimond.    Pardon,  beloved  Coostanee,  if  my 

Fiam  feelings  hourly  stung,  have  eaugbt,  pet- 

A  tone  of  billorneaa. — Oh  I  when  thine  eye^ 
h  their  sweet  eloquent  thoughtful  nea,  are 
fixed 
Thns  tenderly  aa  mine,  I  should  forget 
All  else  in  their  soft  beama;  and  yet  I  came 
To  leU  tbee— 
Csiufanee.  Wbati  Wbat  wouldst  than  sayt 
O  apeak! 
Thou  wouldst  not  leave  me  I 

i,  I  have  cast  a  cloud. 
The  ahadow  of  dark  thoughts  and  ruined  fortunea. 
O'er  thy  bright  sjnrit.    Happily,  were  I  gone. 
Thou  wouldst  resume  thysalf)  and  dwell  once  mora 
,  the  clear  sunny  light  of  youth  and  joy, 
en  as  beTore  we  mst — before  wa  loved  t 
Ctmttaitet.  Thb  b  but  mockery.— 'Weil  tiKM 
know'st  tbylove 
Hath  given  me  noUet  being ;  made  my  heart 
A  home  for  all  the  deep  sublimities 
Of  strong  aflection ;  and  I  would  not  changa 
Th'  exalted  lift  I  draw  fron  Ibat  pan  tmaem. 
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Wilh  all  (M  chequered  hue*  of  hope  an  J  Teu, 
Ev'n  G>r  Iho  bhghtcBtcalm.    Thou  muit  unkind  I 
(Ura  1  deaerved  tixkl 

Raimand,  Oh!  thou  hut  denrrod 
A  love  IcBB  fkul  to  thy  love  and  mine. 
Think  not  'ti«  mockery  !-~But  I  can  not  rest 
To  be  the  Bconied  and  traiii|)lcd  thing  I  am 
[n  Ihia  degraded  land.    It>  Tery  skiea, 
That  uniJe  ai  If  but  feativats  van  held 
Bnneath  their  cloudlcaa  aiure,  weigh  me  doim 
With  a  dull  aennor  bondage,  and  1  pine 
Por  fmdotn'a  chartered  air.    I  would  go  larth 
To  laek  mj  noble  father ;  he  bath  beeu 
Too  long  a  kmaly  exile,  and  hia  name 
Seenu  railing  in  tho  dim  obscuritj 
Which  gilben  round  my  Ibrtune*. 

Cimclance.  Must  we  poitl 
Andiaitcometotluil— OhI  IbamatUl 
Deemed  it  enough  orjoy  nith  thee  to  ahare 
E'en  grief  itself— and  now— but  Ihia  ta  vain; 
Alaa  I  too  deep,  too  fond,  in  woman'*  love, 
Too  full  of  hope,  >he  cast*  on  troubled  wave* 
The  treuutea  of  her  aoul  I 

Raimond.  Oh,  speak  not  thusi 
Thy  gentle  and  delponding  tonea  fall  cold 
Upon  my  intnost  heart. — I  leave  thee  but 
Te  be  more  worthy  of  a  lora  like  thine. 
For  I  ban  dreamt  of  fame ! — A  few  short  yeare, 
And  we  may  yet  be  bloat. 

Cona^ance.  A  &»  abort  yean  1 
Lesatime  may  well  auffica  tor  death  and  &te 
To  work  all  change  on  earth  I— To  break  the  ties 
Which  early  love  had  fonoei] ;  and  to  bow  down 
Th'  elastic  spirit,  and  to  blight  each  flower 
Btrewn  In  life'*  crowded  path  I— But  ba  it  sol 
Be  it  enoogh  to  know  that  hap^onesa 
Meets  thee  on  other  shores. 

Haimond.  Where'er  I  roam 
Tiiou  shalt  be  with  my  «ul !— Thy  soft  low  Tr«c« 
Shall  rise  upon  remembrance,  like  a  Blrain 
or  muric  bean!  in  boyhood,  bringing  back 
Uf«'amoniinj;(Teshne«a,-Oh!  that  there  ahould  be 
Tlun^,  which  we  love  with  lochdeop  tendernesa, 
Bul ,  through  that  love,  to  learn  how  much  of  wo 
Dwells  in  one  hour  like  thia  I— Yet  weep  thou  not  I 
We  shall  meet  soon ;  and  many  days,  dear  love, 
Bte  I  depart. 

Ccnttance.  Then  there'*  a  respite  still. 
Days  I—not  a  day  bul  in  its  eonme  may  bring 
Some  strange  Tidaaitude  to  Ion)  aside 
Th'  impending  blow  we  shrink  from. — Fare  thee 
well  (Ttluming-) 

-Oh,  Raimond!  this  is  ml  our  Iaj<  farewell  1 
Tbou  woutdst  not  so  deceive  me  T 

Uaimmtd.  Doubt  ms  not, 
GtDtleat  and  best  bebved  I  we  meet  ajjaln. 

[Exit  Conitanct. 

JiMmat>d(afttr  avBvte).  When  shall  I  breathe 
ID  freedom,  ■'«  give  scops 


To  those  unlameablo  and  burning  thonglrts 

And  reatles*  asfHrationa,  which  coniume 

My  heart  i'  th'  land  of  bondage]— Oh  I  withyg^ 

Ye  everlasting  images  of  power. 

And  of  infinity  I  thou  blue-rolling  dee[^ 

And  you,  ye  atan  I  whose  beams  are  charactsn 

Wherewith  the  oraclce  of  faith  are  traced; 

With  you  my  soul  finda  raiHD,  and  cast*  aside 

The  weight  that  doth    oppress   her.— But  my 

tbooghts 
Are  wandi^ring  far;  there  ahould  beone  toshars 
Thia  awful  and  majeEtic  solitude 
Of  sea  and  heaven  with  me, 

{Procida  Bniert  unabterted). 
It  is  the  hour 
lie  named,  and  yet  he  comes  not. 

i>r««ia  (™niny/«rwarrf).   He  i.  here. 

RaiTooTuL     Now,    thou    mysterious    itraDger, 
thou,  whose  glance 
Doth  fii  iUi^lf  on  memory,  and  pursue 
Thought,  like  a  ffnrit,  haunting  il*  lone  hour*; 
Boveal  lli_v6olf;  what  art  thou  1 

Procida.  One,  whose  life 
Math  been  a  troubled  stream,  and  made  ita  way 
Through  nicka  and  daAnMS,andathauaand*HiniM^ 
With  still  a  mighty  aim.— But  now  the  •hades 
Of  eve  are  gathering  round  me,  and  I  come 
To  this,  my  native  land,  that  I  may  r«st 

Raimond.  Seek'st  thou  lor  peacel 
This  a  no  land  of  peace ;  unless  that  deep 

I  voiccksa  tenor,  which  doth  fn«u>  men's 
thoughts 
Back  to  their  source,  and  mantle  its  pals  noen 
With  a  dull  hollow  aemblance  of  reposs. 
May  so  be  called. 

Procida,  There  are  such  calm*  fill  oft 
Preceding  earthquaki^    But  I  have  not  been 
So  vainly  ■chooled  by  fbrtuns,  and  inured 
To  shape  my  course  on  peril's  diiiy  brink, 
That  it  should  irk  my  spirit  to  put  on 
Such  guise  of  buahed  submisaveneas  as  beat 
May  suit  the  troubled  aspect  of  the  times. 

RaiTiuind.  Why,  then,  thou  ait  wekome,  strain 
ger  i  to  the  land 
Where  moat  djsgnise  is  needful. — He  were  bold 
Who  now  should  wear  bia  thoughts  upontuabim* 
Beneath  Sicilian  skies.    The  brother'a  eye 
Doth  search  distrustfully  the  brother's  bee ; 
And  friends,  whose  undivided  lives  have  dimwn 
From  the  aame  past,  their  long  remembrances. 
Now  meet  in  tenor,  or  no  oxHe;  lest  hearts 

0  o'erBowing,  in  tbdr  social  hour. 
Should  pnur  out  some  nA  word,  whioh  toving 

Might  whisper  to  our  eonquerora. — This  it  is, 
~o  we«r  a  fbnagn  yoks, 

Proeida.  It  malteis  not 
To  him  who  balds  the  maslei7o'eT  hi*  sfim 
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And  \'BD  luppren  iu  narkingm,  tJU  endurance 
ItecohKi  D  nature.     We  can  Uow  guraelvea 
To  all  eitreum,  and  there  ia  that  in  life 
To  whicA  we  ding  ivith  moat  imacioua  sraap, 
Even  when  ita  loft;  ctaimi  ais  alt  reduced 
To  the  poor  comnon  privili^e  o!  hreathing. — 
Why  d«t  thou  turn  awayl 

Ratittond.  What  woulileat  thou  with  ue  1 
I  deemed  thee,  by  th'  iiMeiuiant  loul  which  liicd, 
And  Duule  ila  thnuM  on  Ihy  comnuDdlng  brow, 
One  of  a  aoveieign  nature,  which  would  icorn 
80  to  abase  it*  liigh  eapacilica 
For  aught  on  earth.    But  Ihoa  ut  like  the  reat. 
WIttt  woaldeat  thou  with  me  1 

Prodda.  I  would  counaeL  thee, 
Thou  mu«(  do  that  which  men — aj,  raliant  men, — 
Houriy  aubnut  to  do ;  in  the  proud  court, 
And  in  the  atalaly  camp,  and  al  the  board 
Of  miilnight  rtrellaia,  whoae  fliuhod  mirth  ia  all 
A  ilriie,  won  hardly. — Where  ii  he,  wbow  heart 
Liea  bun,  through  all  ita  foldings,  to  the  gaie 
Of  monal  eye  1 — If  nngeaoee  wait  the  foe. 
Or  &le  th'  oppieaaor,  "til  in  depths  conoealed 
Beneaxhauniliagnur&oe. — Youth!  1  sa; 
Keap  thy  soul  down  I — Patoaamaakl — 'tis  won 
Alike  by  power  and  weakness,  ood  llie  smooth 
And  specious  inteicoarse  of  life  requires 


Raimond.  Away,  dissembler  t 
lile  hath  its  high  and  its  ignoUe  toiki, 
Eltted  to  every  natare.    Will  the  free 
And  royal  eagle  tUiof  to  learn  the  arts 
By  whkh  the  ierpeot  wins  bis  spell-biiand  pray  1 
II  is  because  1  wiU  not  clothe  myself 
Id  a  Tiie  garb  of  coward  semblances, 
That  now,  e'en  now,  I  alruggle  with  my  heart, 
To  lad  whit  itost  I  love  a  long  &rewDll, 
And  seek  my  country  on  some  distant  shore, 
Where  such  things  are  unknown  t 

Procida  (citUllaglg).  Why,  this  is  joy  I 
After  a  long  conSict  with  the  doubts  and  fears, 
And  the  poor  suUletiea  of  moaner  miadni 
To  meet  a  spirit,  whose  boh]  elastic  wing 
Oppnsoon  balh  notenuhrd.—High-heatled  yonttl 
T1)y  lather,  sbonld  bis  footsteps  e'er  again 
Tnit  thiM  •hores— 

Haimimd.  My  &ther]  what  of  himi 
Speakl  was  he  knawn  to  tbml 

Pncida.  In  distant  lands 
With  him  I'tb  traiened  many  a  wild,  and  looked 
On  many  a  danger )  and  the  thought  that  thou 
Wert  smiling  thsn  in  peace,  a  hippy  boy. 
Oft  through  the  itiina  hath  dwered  lum. 

RainunuL  Dost  thon  deem 
That  1111!  he  lima  I— Oh!  if  it  he  in  chains, 
In  wo,  in  poverty's  obscunst  cell, 
Say  t«t  be  liTes— and  I  will  track  his  steps 
Cen  to  earth's  vwge ! 

PrBcida.  It  may  be  that  be  bves : 
O  9 


Though  long  his  name  bath  ceased  to  bo  a  woiq 
Familiar  in  man's  dwdlingt.     Bui  its  sound 
May  yet  be  heard !— Haimond  di  Procida, 
— Remembcren  thou  thy  fathorl 

Raimond.  From  my  mind 
His  form  hath  faded  long,  for  years  have  ;  nsinit 
Sini»  he  went  forth  to  exile :  but  a  vague, 
Yei  powerful,  image  of  deep  miJHty, 
Still  dimly  gathering  round  each  thought  of  him, 
Doth  claim  ihstinctive  reverence;  and  my  lovt 
For  his  inspiring  name  bath  long  become 
Part  of  my  being. 

Pracida.  Raimond  1  doth  no  voice 
Speak  to  thy  soul,  and  (ell  Ibee  whou  Ibe  irms 
That  would  enlbid  tbce  now  1 — My  son !  my  sim  i 

Raimond.  Father! — Oh  Oodl— my  Gober!— 
Now  I  know 
Why  my  heart  woke  before  Iboe  I 

Procida.  Oh  I  this  boor 
Makes  hope,  reality;  (or  thou  art  tdl 
My  dreams  had  pictured  thee  I 

Raimond.  Yet  why  sn  long, 

'en  as  a  Btranifer,  host  thou  crossed  my  paths, 
One  namelrss  and  unknown  1 — and  yet  1  felt 
Each  pulse  within  me  thrilling  to  thy  voice. 

Procida.  Because  I  would  not  link  thy  bts  wita 

Tin  I  could  hail  the  day-spring  of  that  hope 
Which  now  >■  gathering  mundua. — Listen,  youth! 
TTwu  hiwt  tcid  ms  of  a  subdued,  and  icomied. 
And  trampled  land,  whose  very  soul  ii  bowed 
And  ftshioned  to  her  chains: — but  /tell  Oua 
Of  a  most  generous  and  devoted  land, 
A  land  of  kindling  er>ergies ;  a  land 
Of  gloriouB  recollections  I — proudly  traa- 
To  the  high  memory  of  bet  ancient  kinp, 
And  riung,  in  majeilic  scorn,  to  CMt 
Her  alien  bondage  off  1 

Raimond.  And  where  is  this  1 

Prtxida.  Here,  in  our  isle,  our  own  hii  Skily  1 
Her  B|nril  is  awake,  and  coaving  on. 
In  its  deep  alienee  mightier,  to  regain 
Her  place  amongst  the  nations  j  and  the  hoar 
Of  that  tremendous  effiirt  b  at  hand. 

Raimond.  Can  it  be  thus  indeed  1 — Tboa  poot- 
eet  new  life 
Through  all  my  burning  veins! — I  am  as  one 
Awakening  from  a  chill  and  death-like  sleep 
To  the  full  glorious  day. 

Procida.  Thou  sholt  hear  morel 
Tbou  shalt  hear  thii^  which  would, — which  »tL    ' 


The  proud,  free  spirils  of  our  oncenoi* 
E'en  &am  their  marble  rest.    Yet  mark  n 
"    secret! — for  along  my  destined  path 
1  yet  must  darkly  move. — Now,  follow  me 
Andjoinnbandof  men,in  whose  high  bi 
There  liea  a  nauon's  strength. 
Baimond.  Mjr  DoUe  &1>MI ! 
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Tbj  WDiili  htTG  RiTCD  DK  all  foT  vrhidi  1  [nned- 
Ad  ajm,  ■  hope,  a  purpose  f — And  the  bboil 
Doth  raih  in  narmcr  correnti  through  1117  Teill 
Ai  a  bright  faunlaln  from  its  ie;  bmidB 
By  tbs  quick  «un-stroke  ft«d. 

Pncida.  At,  this  is  well  t 
Such  mtiins  burst  ineti'a  ebaiiM ! — Vow,  folloir  me. 
[Exeunt. 

ACT  THE  SECOND. 


EMBBrr.  OONSTANCm. 

Cbtutnlu*   Win  70U  not  bear  me  7— Oh  t  ibi 
tbe(  who  need 
Hoorlj  fargininGss,  they  who  Jo  hut  lira, 
While  Mercy's  voice,  bejond  th'  cternsl  start. 
Wins  the  great  Judge  to  listen,  should  be  tbu^ 
In  their  vain  eiercise  of  psg^Dt  power, 
Hard  and  telenllMS  1 — Gentle  brother,  jet, 
'Tis  ui  yoat  eboioe  to  Imitaie  Ibat  Heaveo 
Whose  noblest  ja;  Is  pardon. 

ErOtrt.  'Tia  loo  late. 
YoD  hsTO  a  soft  and  moring  vihcc,  nhich  plasijs 
WHh  daqnant  caeladj — but  thejr  must  die. 

Conttance.  What,  die !— for  words  1 — for  breath, 
tf  hkh  leaves  no  trace 
To  sally  the  pure  air,  wherewith  it  blends. 
And  Is,  bdng  ottered,  gone  7 — Why,  't  were  enough 
For  SDcb  a  venial  fault,  to  be  deprived 
One  little  day  of  man's  IVee  belitage, 
Heaven's  warm  and  BunnyKghc! — Oht  tfjou  deem 
That  evil  harbours  in  their  soul*,  at  least 
Delay  tlie  stroke,  till  guilt,  made  maniEiait, 
Shall  bid  stem  jnstice  woke. 

BTibtrl.  I  am  not  one 
Of  those  weak  spihts,  that  timoroualy  keep  watch 
For  Cur  occasians,  thence  to  borrow  hua 
Ofrirtue for tberr  deeds.    My  echool  halh  been 
Where  power  ola  crowned  and   anned. — And, 

To  a  distnutful  natuie  l(  migbl  seem 
Strange,  that  your  lips  thus  earnestly  should  plead 
For  these  SlciKiin  rebels.    O'er  my  being 
Sinpidon  holds  no  power. — And  jet  take  note. 
—I  have  said,  and  they  rauit  die, 

Cbiufance,  Have  you  no  Eearl 

EribeTt.  Of  what  7— that  heaven  should  fall  1 

Comlana.  No  t— but  that  eulh 
fibuoM  arm  in  madness. — Brother!  I  have  seen 
Dark  eyes  bent  on  you,  e'en  midst  festal  throng*, 
With  such  deep  hatred  settled  in  their  g^nce, 
Aly  heart  hath  died  wlthb  me. 

Eribert.  Ami  then  , 

To  panse.  and  doubt,  and  shrink,  beanse  *  ^t, 
A  dleamilii  giil,  hath  trembled  at  a  look  1 

Cnulancc  Ohl  1ookaanTM3h>riDDs,wbei^K 


Which  may  not  speak  in  words,  can  And  no  vraj 
But  theirs,  to  liberty !— Have  not  these  men 
Brave  sons,  or  noble  brotheni 

Eribtrt.  Yesl  whoMDBDM 
It  rests  vrtth  me  to  make  a  won!  of  fear, 
Aeoand  forbidden  'miJtt  the  haunts  of  men. 

Constamx.  But  luit  fbrgotten !— Ah  1    beware, 

— Nay,  look  not  sternly  on  me. — There  is  one 
or  that  devoted  band,  who  yet  will  need 
Years  to  be  ripe  for  death. — He  is  a  youth, 
A  very  boj,  on  whose  unshaded  check 
The  spring-time  glow  is  lingering.    'Tvras  bM 

His  mother  left  me,  with  a  timid  hope 
Just  dawning  in  her  breast ; — nnd  I— I  dared 
To  foster  its  faint  spark. — You  emils  I — Ob !  then 
He  will  be  saved  ! 

Eribert.  Hay,  I  but  smiled  to  tUnk 
What  a  fond  feol  is  hope! — She  may  be  tai^l 
To  deem  that  the  great  simwilldiange  htscouMS 
To  vroA  her  pleasure ;  or  the  tomb  ^ve  back 
Ite  inmates  to  her  atma. — In  BO(»b,  'lis  itrangel 
Yet,  vrilh  your  pitying  Iieart,  you  Aould  not  thas 
Have  mockeii  the  boy's  sad  mother — I  have  said, 
Yon  should  not  thus  have  moclud  herl— N(*r, 
farelreH.  [Exit  Brtbrrt. 

Constance.   Oh,  brother!  hard  of  heart  1 — (at 
deeds  like  these 
Thera  must  be  Riarfid  chastening,  IT  on  high 
Joslice  dolh  hold  her  state.— Ami  I  mirst  lell 
Yon  desolate  mother  that  lisr  fat  young  Mil 
Is  thus  Id  perish  I — Haply  the  dread  tale 
May  slay  her  ten ; — for  heaven  is  mercifU. 

'Twill  be  a  Utter  laA  t  {ErU  ColUtsmct. 


rBocnjA.  vnTORi*, 

ProeMa.  Thy  vassals  are  pr^tared  then  t 

Villaria.  Yes,  they  vtak 
Thy  summons  to  their  task. 

Proeida.  Keep  the  flame  bright. 
But  ludJen,  till  iU  hour. — Wonldst  &oa  dam, 

lady, 
To  join  our  councils  at  the  niglft'*  tnld-wateh, 
In  the  lone  cavern  by  the  rock-hewn  cruasl 

VatoTla.  What  should  I  shrink  ftomt 

Froeida.  Ohl  the  forest  paths 
Aie  dim  and  wild,  e'en  when  the  sumiiine'stnBtns 
Through  their  high  ateheer  b«t  vrhen  powerfiil 

Comes,  with  her  cloudy  phantoms,  and  hut  pak 
Uncertain  moonbeims,  and  the  hollow  sounds 
Of  h«i  mysteriona  winds ;  fliefr  aspect  I*«i 
Is  of  another  and  more  fesrlhl  wmU  1 
A  realm  of  indbtiiiet  and  shadowy  Ibrmi, 
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Wakening  suuige  thoufhti^  UdmM  Mi>  muoti  br 

thia, 
Oar  fhut  tcrmtiul  nslan.  | 

VUloria.  Well  I  know 
All  tbic,  mil  mora.     Such  aceiwilutT*  hMH  lb' 

Where  tfanragh  the  lilenca  or  m;  Kial  hi«e  pund 
Voirra,  anJ  fiiiniM  from  the  aphen  of  tboaa 
That  bare  to  die  no  nnra  t — Nay,  iktuU  it  notl 
tfauch  unearthly  intCTcoorM  hath  e'er 
Been  Kraeted  I0  oar  nature,  'tis  to  bmrta 
WhcK  hne  ■  with  Ihe  dead.     Thaj,  thef  alolK, 
tJDraadcienR]  could  aoalajn  the  fcarTol  joy 
Ami  glory  of  ita  trancea  I — at  the  boar 
Wlaeh  makea  ^ilt  tTemakxi*,  and  -peopled  earth 
And  ab  with  infinite,  TiawJew  multitadca, 
I  will  be  iritti  thee,  Ptodda. 

Prarida.  Thy  preacnie 
Will  kindle  noUer  thoaghta,  and,  in  the  arali 
OfaulieTing  and  indignant  men,  anmae 
That  which  may  rtrengthen  oar  maJMtlc  esnae 
With  7(4  a  deeper  power. — Enoweat  (hon  the 
spati 

I'lUorio.  FuUwelL    TheralaDotMneaoirild 
and  lone 
Tn  lbe«  dim  woods,  bat  t  ha*e  rioted 
iia  tangled  ahader 

Prbcida.  At  midnight  then  we  meet. 

{BsitProcida. 

nttaria.  Why  ahould  I  frarl— Thoa  wilt  be 
with  me,  thou, 
Tb'  biunottal  dream  and  diaJow  ormj  aoinl, 
Sprit  o[  him  1  la<e'.  that  meetnt  me  atill 
In  lonelinm  and  mlcAce;  in  the  noon 
Of  the  nild  nigbt,  and  in  the  IbreA-depths, 
Known  but  to  me ;  for  whom  thou  pieat  the  yibiit 
And  aching  leaica  a  cadence  of  thy  voice, 
Tin  lay  heart  faints  wHIt  that  o'eithrilltng  J07! 
^Tbon  wilt  be  with  me  there,  and  lend  my  lipa 
Word*,  fiery  wonb,  to  flmh  dark  cheelu  with 

Thai  tboo  art  nnatenged!  [Eilt  VBIerla. 


Manlalba.  AnJ  know  yon  not  my  itoryl 

Pncida.  In  the  Umk 
Where  I  hate  been  KwaiKkrer,  yonr  deepwnnga 
Were  numbered  with  ouTcounlrr'a;  bat  their  tale 
Cane  ontji  in  laint  (chaa  lomitM  car. 
I  would  fain  bear  it  now. 

Mmtaiba.  Hark  I  while  you  (poke, 
There  waa  a  mico-like  murmur  in  the  breeze, 
Which  eoen  like  dealh  came  o'er  me : — twaa  a 


And  nrill  wiki  afaadijfra  floalin|[  o'er  the  aulh, 
I  Clothed  withaphantom-lilh;  when,  after  yaua 
'  Of  battle  and  captivity.  I  ipurred 

My  good  Head  bomewntds. — Oh  I   what  hnaly 

Roae  onmyapirlt! — There  were  tear*  tad  smile*, 
Bnt  all  of  joy '. — And  there  wen  bounding  atejia. 
And  clinging  anna,  whoa*  paaaisnate  dasptrf  lore 
Doth  twin*  ao  iondly  Found  Ihe  wanior'a  neck, 
When  hi*  plumed  helm  ia  A^id.— Hews,  iwbb 

thought*  I 
— I  am  MeniR  now,  jtt  once  eneh  dsaam*  w«m 

Raimend.  And  weie*tbey  rea&ad  I 

Monlalba.  Youth  I  A*k  m*  net, 
But  li*ten ! — I  drew  near  my  own  fair  Imnii. 
There  was  no  light  *l0Dg  it*  wall*,  n*  iMiad 
or  bogls  pealing  from  the  wal^-tower's  haichl 
At  n^  appnach,  ahhoogh  my  InnpliBg  stood 
Made  Ihe  earth  ring)  yet  the  wide  g^e*  w*m 

All  open. — Then  my  heart  ntagaw  me  Ant, 
And  on  the  tfareahcld  arniy  aUeat  ha 
I  panaed  a  motant,  snJ  tb*  wind  awsft  hf 
With  the  aame  deep  and  dirgo-like  lone  irtiioh 

jiereed 
My  son]  e'en  new,—]  tsUml — my  <W|{glii>g  vafee 
QaTo  utteraneetom^  wife's,  n^ children'*,  nam* ; 
They  anawered  not— I  rooaad  my  biliog  streigth, 
And  wildly  nubeil  within— And  Ihoy  ware  than. 
Kaimtmd.  And  waa  alt  well  1- 
MonlaUn.  Ay,  well  '.—tor  death  is  waB, 
And  they  were  all  at  nit! — I  •>*  lh*m  yM, 
Pal*  in  tbeir  Innocent  heMly,  which  bad  failed 

Jtatmond.  Oh,  r^bteon*  B*atsBl 
Who  had  done  thisi 

Mmiiaiba.  Who  I 

PToeida.  Can*  then  qnntion,  '^ritet 
Whom  hath  At  eaitfa  lo  psriMvale  MKb  dsedl, 
In  the  cold  btooded  revelry  of  ■rime, 
B«t  tboae  whoaa  yoke  ti  o«  u>  1 

Raimimd.  Manofwol 
Wkwt  winds  hath  fity  On  Unfair  lihetbiM  1 

JlfeKJoihi.  PHyl  Bu^yeoth!— MjBMiI4i*diiM 
tbagrier 
WUeb  doth  nobonn  it*  d*«p  ae««eiwt 
To  a^  a  vain  compai^eBrfaf  *f  taaia, 
Andaotobeieliatedt 

PracUx.  For  woe*  Hu  :l<h***. 
There  i*  no  eympatby  bat  saogBBM*. 

JftMteOa.  Nonet 
Therefore  1  brought  yoa  bither,  thai  ;otir  beuts 
Might  catch  (ttt  ajMrit  of  Ihe  awuiil — L«ok  round 
We  are  in  Ihe  awftal  presenc*  of  be  dsad ; 
Within  yon  tomb  they  alMp,  whoa*  glsMU  Hnm 
Weighs  down  Aw^muvdaiei's  stfOl^— 7%ejr  sleapl 

Am  wakeftd  o'er  tlwst  doatl-^  ItU  MV  aVOtd. 
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Witbodt  its  iheUh,  on  thri^Kpukhnl  i 

Aa  on  ui  dUu;  tDil  th' Vernal  Man, 

Anil  huveu,  and  night,  bora  witncH  to 

No  moni  lo  wield  it  ute  in  one  greU  cai 

The  Tcngeuics  of  tho  graie  I — Anii  now  tlie  haoi 

OrtiutaloniiniantiMMil 

[Be  taJxi  the  tvordfnm  Iht  lofob. 

Aoinunuf .  M  J  ■[uit  bom*  1 
And  mj  Jbll  heut  Klnwct  to  bunting  iwslk. 
—Oh!  (iff  IhedkjrofbMtlal 

Procida.  Runumdl  Ihey 
WhMB  KMili  ue  duk  with  gniltlMi  blood  tnoit 

'■  — Bni  not  in  bMtle. 

Kainunut.  How,  mj  &tber1 

Preeida.  Nol 
Loek  on  that  Kpalchra,  and  il  will  teach 
Anotber  bsKHi.— But  th'  Kppoinied  hour 
AdruKci. — Than  wilt  join  ont  cbtaea  buid, 
HMe  Montdbal 

Mantalba.  Leave  nw  for  >  time, 
That  I  miy  cilm  my  soul  by  inteieonTM 
With  the  ilill  dead,  before  1  mil  with  men. 
And  with  tbar  puuons.    1  lu're  nunad  for  yean. 
In  (ilence  and  in  aoUtuJe,  the  flame 
Which  doth  conrame  me;  and  it  ij  not  OKd 
Thna  to  be  locked  or  breathed  ^n.— Prodda  1 
1  wonld  be  tranqml — or  appear  eo — eie 
I  join  your  bnfe  confederala.   Throngh  my  heart 
There  (track  a  pang — but  it  will  Hon  have  paaaed. 

Proeida.   RemBmbar;— in  th«  caTorn  by  the 

Now,  follow  m«,  my  aon, 

\Exeiati  Proeida  and  Raittumd. 

Monlalba  {nfdr  a  paiut,  leaning  on  tAe  tomb). 

Said  he,  "my  »en7"— Now,  why  ihould  tliii  man'i 

lifo 
Ch>  down  in  hope,  thiu  mting  on  a  aon, 
And  I  be  desolate  1— How  atronge  a  (oUBd 
Wal  that — "my  aonT— I  had  a  boy,  who  might 
Have  worn  ai  tiee  a  aoul  apon  hia  bniw 
Ai  dotb  thii  youth.— Why  abould  the  tlianght  oT 

him 
Tian  hannt  me  1— when  I  tnad  the  pao{M  waya 
Oriife  agabi,  I  ahall  be  paaMd  each  hour 
By  fkthen  with  their  children,  and  1  muit 
]..eKra  calmly  to  look  on.— Metbinka  'twere  now 
A  gloomy  coOKdation  lo  behold 
All  men  bereft,  aa  I  ami— But  away, 
Vain  thooghu!— One  Caakii  left  forbttghtadhearta, 
And  it  ihall  be  lUfllled. 

[EM 


I  Of  midnight,  and  in  aoUtary  cam, 

'  Where  the  wild  forealrcrealuree  make  thdr  lail,— 
I>  t  thu*  the  chie&  of  Stdly  muat  hold 
The  councils  of  their  country  %  • 
Raimimd.  Why,  luch  aecne* 
In  thdr  primeval  majeaty,  beheld 
Thui  by  faint  atarlight,  and  the  partial  glan 
Of  Ihe  red-atreamiog  1«™,  wiU  inapire 
Far  deeper  tboughti  than  pillared  halU,  wheretn 
Stateamen  bold  weary  vigUa. — Are  we  not 
O'enbadoned  by  tiiat  Etna,  which  of  old 
With  ita  dread  prophedea,  hath  atruck  iliamay 
Tbrougb  tyranta'  tieaita,  and  bade  them  aeek  a 


EniBT  HONTAUU,  GOIDO,  and  olhsi  BldUina 
Proeida.  WelooDie,  my  brave  aauciatea  1 — Wa 

The  nolTa  wild  freedom  betel— Th'  oppieanr'a 

la  not  'midrt  rocka  and  cuTea.    Are  we  all  met  t 

Sidliant.  All,  all  I 

Proeida.  The  IWch-light,  awayed  byererygmt, 
But  dimly  ahowa  youi  foaturea.— When  ia  be 
Who  fioin  hia  battlea  bad  retomnl  to  breathe 
OrK«  more,  without  a  corak^  and  lo  meet 
The  vncea,  and  the  fbotitepa,  and  (he  inuln, 
Blent  with  hia  dreama  of  home  1— Of  that  d(A  tale 
The  reit  ia  known  to  vengeance  1 — Art  thou  bcie, 
With  thy  deep  wronga  and  reaolute  deepair, 
Childleaa  MontalhaT 

Mantalba  {advaTidng-),  He  ia  at  thy  ode. 
Call  on  that  deaolala  father,  in  the  hour 
When  hia  revenge  ia  nigh. 

Proeida.  Thou,  too,  com*  forth, 
Prom  thine  own  halla  an,eiile! — Doat  thou  make 
The  mountain-faatnceBe*  thy  dwelling  still. 
While  boetile  banners,  o'er  thy  rampart  walls, 
Wave  (heir  proud  blazonry  1 

J^tt  Sicilian.  Even  so.     I  atood 
Last  night  befoie  my  own  ancestral  towen 
An  onknown  outoast,  while  the  tempest  beat 
On  my  bare  head — what  r«cked  hi — Thet*  w«* 

joy 
Wilhin,  and  revelry ;  the  feabve  lamps 
Were  etreaming  from  each  turret,  and  gay  aongi, 
r  th'  Mranger's  (ongoe,  made  miith.    They  liule 

deemed 
Who  heard  th«r  melodies! — bat  there  are  thooghts 
Beat  nurtured  in  the  wild;  then  an  dread  vowi 
Kikown  to  the  mountain  .echoes. — Proddal 
Call  on  the  outcast  when  revenge  is  nigh. 

Pneida.  I  knew  a  young  Sicilian,  one  whoaa 
heart 
Should  be  all  Gie.    On  that  moat  guilty  day, 
When,  with  oar  martyr'd  ConradiD,  the  Bowel 
or  the  land'a  knighihood  perished ;  be,  of  whom 
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I  wxak,  a  veepiag  bo;,  wImm  ionaoent  lean 
MelltHl  a.  thousMul  iMorU  thit  darnl  not  liJ, 
BteoJ  b;  the  BaBbkl  with  extendsJ  mw. 
Calling  upon  hu  father,  whone  lut  look 
Tonml  fnQ  on  him  ila  parting  agon;. 
TLM  ruber's  btooil  gnheil  0*1  him  I— uiil  the  boy 
Thiui  dried  Ilia  lean,  and,  with  a  kindling  e;e, 
'Abil  a  proud  flush  on  hia  foung  ebeek,  looked  up 
To  Uw  bright  lieaTcn. — Doth  be  mnember  riili 
That  hitter  boor  1 

Setand  Skiliah.  He  bean  a  ihoathten  nrord  I 
—Call  on  the  orphan  when  nienge  ii  nigh. 

Precida.  Oar  bond  abowa  gallantlj — but  there 

Who  AiMiId  be  with  na  now,  had  they  not  daicd 
In  MOie  wild  moDMDl  offealiiiiy 
To  girg  Ibeii  Rdl  heaita  way,  and  liTFath*  a  wiah 
FW  Pieedom! — and  aDine  traitor — it  might  be 
A  brnoB  pcrchaitce— bore  the  forbidden  lound 
To  Erihert : — » they  OHtet  die— mnlna 
Fata  (who  at  time*  is  waywanl)  should  select 
Soon  otbcT  lictiin  Gntl— But  ban  they  not 
BroUms  or  son*  amongM  us. 

Ovida.  Look  on  me! 
I  baoe  a  brotiier,  a  young  high-oonled  boy, 
Am]  heaiitifiil  as  a  scntplor'a  dreaoi,  with  bn>w 
That  wean,  amidst  its  dark  rich  curia,  the  tamp 
Of  inborn  nobleneia.    In  truth,  ha  is 
A  gloiiou*  creUure; — Bal  hii  doom  is  Kaled 
With  theii's  of  whom  you  spoke;    and  I  ha*e 

kr»eH— 
—Ay,  Kom  DM  not  ■  Iwas  for  bis  Yih—l  knelt— 
E'en  at  the  ncemy's  bet,  and  he  pM  on 
Thai  beartlcM  laugh  of  cold  malignity 
We  kiiowo  well,  and  spurned  me. — But  the  stun 
Of  shame  Lke  thia,  takes  blood  to  wash  it  off, 
And  (Aw  H  shall  be  auKelled  I— Call  on  me. 
When  tb«  stem  moment  of  revenge  ia  nigh. 

Fracida.  I  call  upon  thee  nou  J  The  land's  high 
■ool 
'a  roused,  and  nuring  onward,  like  a  breeze 
Or  •  BWtft  sunbeam,  kindling  nature's  hues 
To  deeper  life  before  it.    In  bii  chains, 
The  peasant  dreams  of  fraedom  I — ay,  'lis  thos 
Oppreaaon  fsns  th'  impetiahBldfl  flame 
With  meat  onconscdous  hands. — No  pmiao  be  her's 
For  what  Ao  blindly  works  1— When  skTBty^  cnp 
O'erSowB  its  bounds,  the  creeping  poison,  meant 
To  duUonr  senses,  through  each  burning  Toin 
Pnara  fncr,  lending  a  ddiriou*  atrength  • 
To  bant  nun's  fetteis— and  they  >haU  be  bunt  t 
I  have  hoped,  when  bc^  seemed  fieii^;  but  a 

AUdea  in  human  wDl,  when  bent  with  stnng 

Uaswerring  energy  on  (me  great  aim. 

To  nuke  ami  rule  its  fortunes '. — I  have  been 

A  wanderer  in  tbe  (Unesa  of  my  yean, 

A  rsMles*  pilgrim  of  the  eanh  and  Bxai^ 

Oatteiii%tha  generoDs  thoughts  of  otber  lands. 


To  aid  our  holy  causa.    And  dd  is  i^ar: 
But  we  must  give  the  signal.    Now,  befbM 
The  majealy  of  yon  pure  Heann,  wboss  eyo 
la  on  our  hearts,  whoao  righteous  arm  befnends 
The  arm  that  strikes  for  fraedom;  speak!  ihoee 
The  (ate  of  our  oppressors. 
Montalba.  Let  ihem  fall 
When  dreaming  leasl  of  peril  1 — When  Aa  iMSrt, 
Baaking  iu  annny  pleasure,  doth  forget 
That  bale  may  smde,  but  alaep*  not — Hide  l&l 

With  a  thick  *eU  of  myrtle,  and  in  haUa 
Of  banqueting,  where  tiii  win»«np  shines 
Red  in  the  fostal  lorch-bgbt ;  meet  we  there,  , 

And  Ud  them  weldne  to  the  feast  of  death. 
Procida.  Thy  voice  is  Inr  and  brokoi,  and  thy 

Scarce  meet  our  ean, 

Mantalba.  Why,  then,  I  thus  repeat 
Their  import.    Let  th'  avenging  sword  burst  fcnh 
In  some  free  festal  hour,  and  wo  to  him 
Whofintaballsparst 

Raimand.  Muat  imMcence  and  guilt 


MoBlalba.  Wbab 
When  hath  tkeir  hand  been  stayed  for  inDocenceT 
Let  them  all  perish  I — Heaven  wiU  ebooas  Ita  own. 
WbyBhooU  Udr  children  lite  1— The  earthquake 

Its  undistinguiahed  thousands,  making  graves 
Of  peo|ded  diies  in  its  path — and  ihia 
Is  Haaien's  dread  jnitiee— ay,  and  it  is  wdll 
Why  then  should  tee  be  tender,  when  the  skies 
Deal  thus  with  man  1— What,  if  the  infant  bleed  1 
Is  there  not  power  to  hnih  the  mother's  pangsl 
What,  if  the  youthful  bride  perchance  should  fall  ' 
In  her  triumphant  beauty  1— Should  vni  pause  1 
As  if  death  wen  not  mercy  to  the  pangs 
Which  make  our  lives  the  records  of  our  fees  I 
Let  them  aU  perish  1 — And  if  one  be  found 
Amidst  our  band,  to  stay  th'  avenging  steel 
For  pity,  or  romorse,  or  boyish  lov^ 
Then  be  his  doom  as  thein  I  [Apimm. 

Why  gue  ye  thus 7 
Brethren,  wlimt  means  your  rilanca  % 

SeUlattt.  Be  U  sot 
If  ode  amongst  us  stay  th'  avenging  steel 
For  love  or  pity,  be  his  doom  as  theirs! 
Fledge  wa  our  faith  to  thlsl 

aaimond(ruthtngfirvardbidigKaj>Uy.)  Our 
bilh  to  Ihiil 
No!  IbutitreinUIhearditl— Canitbel 
My  eountiymen,  my  btberl— Isit  thus 
Tbatfteadomshoald  be  wonl — Awake!  Awak« 
To  loftier  thoughts  1 — Lift  up,  ezullingty, 
On  the  cnwned  bs^ls,  and  to  the  awetfsuK 

Your  glorious  banner  I— Let  your  trumpet^  blsH 
Makellw  tombs  tbiiU  Willi ecbosa!  Call  aloud. 
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ProduiB  Asm  •]!  jout  hilla,  the  Un J  itull  buT 
Tha  •tnager'a  jrelie  >o  loi^!~WbU  ■■  b* 
Who  euriea  on  hia  pndiuil  lip  a  unilv, 
Bcnatth  Ui  nrt  KtkjigCT,  which  but  walla 
TlUltta  boft  bounil*  wkh  joj,  to  itJU  iti  beatH^  1 
That  which  onr  nalura'a  inatiiMit  dMb  nooil  Uom, 
And  OUT  blood  cnnUe  at-~Aj,  jouxm  and  mine — 
A  MudeNil— Haaid  :r>1— St^  tl^  i»<»""^ 

Oo  dawn  ta  after  dijil — Oh,  rrienda!  aeauaa 
Like  that  for  which  we  riic,  hath  made  bright 

Of  the  elder  lima  la  raHying-wotda  to  raen, 
Souoda  fell  of  might  and  iiaiiu(ta]it]>  I 
AwlabaUnatourabeauchlf 


Famal   What  la  fkmal— WiU  a 

dnat 
Stut  into  thrilling  rapture  fWim  the  gma, 
At  the  Tain  breath  of  praieet— I  tell  thee,  joutbi 
Our  aoalf  are  parched  with  agmJaing  thirat, 
Which  must  be  quenched  though  death  ware  in 

the  drangtl ; 
We  muat  hixa  vengeance,  for  oui  foea  have  left 
No  other  joy  unblighlad. 

PracMo.  Oh  [  m;  aon, 
The  liBW  ia  paat  (at  aoeh  high  dreama  aa  ttune. 
Tboa  know'at  not  wbtHB  wa  deal  with.  Knighd; 

Ikilh, 
And  cUnlnwa  beunDr,  are  but  thinga 
They  caat  diadaiufwl  pity.    We  muat  i 
Falaehood  with  wUm,  and  inaoU  with  i 
Ani],lbToarnaiiMa — wbata'er  the  deedi,  by  wluch 
We  buret  our  bondage — ia  it  not  iiiMigfa 
That  in  the  chronicle  of  day)  to  oome, 
We,  thnM^b  a  bright '  For  Ever,'  whtS  be  called 
The  n>en  who  aaied  their  esoDli;  } 

Rainvnid.  Man  J  ■  land 
Bath  bowed  boxMh  the  yoke,  and  tken  aiiaen, 
Ai  a  alTong  lion  rending  ailiieD  bonda. 
And  on  iha  open  field  belbra  high  Hearer, 
Won  auch  majaalia  Tengeance,  aa  hath  made 
h*  >Bme  a  ponar  on  eaith. — Ay,  nationa  own 
It  b  enough  of  glory  !•>  be  called 
The  efuMren  of  the  ndghty,  who  redeemed 
Their  DatJTe  toil—lint  not  by  meana  like  tbeae. 

JtfmtaUa.  I  ban  M  cUUren.— Of  Monlalba'a 
blood 
hot  one  red  drop  doth  drde  through  the  vona 
0<  Aughl  that  brartbee  I^Why,  what  bne  /  to  do 
With  &r  AitDiityl— My  firit  Uiraa 
But  in  the  paaL — Awayl  when  thou  doat  ataod 
On  Ihia  &ir  earth,  aa  ilolh  a  Uaetad  tiea 
Which  the  warm  aun  taTirea  not,  (Aen  return 
Slrong  m  thy  drMlation:  but  till  than, 
Tlw«  art  not  fer  OUI  purpase;  we  hwe  need 
Of  mora  anahrinking  heerta. 

AriffionJ.  Uontdbe,  know, 

ahiiDk ftnoi  dinn  Bkue.    OfalifnjmiM 


Mi^  yet  ban  power  amongat  you,  I  would  Mf, 
Aaaocialea,  leaden,  it  oTengeill  but  yal 
Aa  knighta,  aa  wanioTa  I 

A/ontalba.  Peace!  have  we  not  boma 
Th'  ioilebblo  taint  ofcontuoiety  andchaintl 
We  ore  not  knighta  and  warriora, — Our  lifigh. 

Have  been  defiled  and  trampled  to  the  eatlh. 
Boy!  we  are  alavea — and  our  revenge  ahall  bo 
Deep  aa  a  alave'i  diggnce. 

Raimmd.  Why,  then  biewell: 
I  leave  you  In  your  counaeta.    He  that  alill 
Would  hoU  hi*  lufty  nature  undelaanl, 
And  hie  name  pun,  were  but  a.  luilrrer  here. 

PncitU.    And  la  it  thua  indeed  1— dual  Mm 

Our  cauae,  my  aon  I 

Raimond.  Oh,  fatherl  what  proud  hopn 
Thia  hour  bath  blighted  1-  -jet  whale'ei  islidc^ 
It  i»  a  noble  privilege  to  look  up 
Fearian  in  hearcn'a  bright  Euw — and  thia  ianuM^ 
And  ahall  be  alill.—  [ExU  RaiaunuL 

PTodda.  He'agonel—Why.Ietitbal 
I  truM  our  Siciljr  hath  many  ■  aon 
Valiant  aa  mine. — Aaaodataal — 'tiadocroed     . 
Our  Ibea  abaU  peciab.     We  have  but  to  (uuM 
The  hour,  the  acene,  the  ugnaL 

MontaUnx.  It  ahould  be 
In  the  full  dly,  when  aiiine  festival 
Hath  gathered  throng*,  and  lulled  intatnal*  boaiu 
To  brief  KCurily,     Harkl  ia  there  not 
A  aound  of  hurrying  fboUtepa  on  Iba  Ueeael 
We  are  beIiByed.~Wha  an  thou  1 
vrrroRiA  Hwn 

Procida,   Ona  alone 
Sbuukl  be  thua  daring.    Lady,  liA  the  vail 
That  abadea  thy  noUe  brow. 

{She  raiaa  her  reil,  llu  SicOUiu  dnw  ta(* 
wM  retped.) 

SicUiaiu.  Th'  affianced  bride 

OfourkatKingl 

ProeiiU.  And  more,  Montalha;  know 
Within  thitf  form  time  dwella  a  aoul  na  high, 
Aa  warrion  in  tiieir  batltee  e'er  have  proved, 
Or  patriate  □□  the  Bc«flbkl. 

Vittoria.  Valiant  men  I 
I  oome  to  aak  ynu'  aid.    Ye  aee  me,  one 
Wboae  widovred  youth  hath  all  liiiiiii  iiiieainn 
To  ■  pKHid  aomn,  and  wboae  Ufa  ii  bekl 
In  token  and  memorial  of  tlie  dead. 
9aT  i)  it  meet  that,  lingering  thiu  on  euth. 
But  Id  behold  one  great  aloDement  made. 
And  keep  one  name  from  (iuJing  in  men'a  baorla, 
A  tyrant'*  will  ahould  fbroe  me  to  prabne 
Heaven't  altar  with  unhallowed  vowe— and  liva 
Stung  by  the  keen  unutterable  ecom 
Of  my  own  boamn,  live — another'a  bride  1 

SMIianANevei^nhneTerl — Iea.rnat.iubleMy' 
WartbrefCMradinl 
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ViUoria.  YM  bMT  me  •tUL 
db  briile,  that  Eiibtrt'a,  who  BOtM  one  Iwn 
With  hu  iiwulting  eja  of  coU  deiinoo, 
AnJ ,  coold  he  piense  t^dgptlw  H  b«H  rmtmf  wotki, 
Would  Bombar  e'en  wt  ttoeiM  u  cdmo. 
— Sav,  u  thii  maetl 

aiiida.  We  decmad  lluw  nivitMK  Udj, 
Thy  ihUiag  cbuice ;  but  'li*  »  joj  to  find 
ThouutuMeitiU.    FauiMt)bf  •Umuwioiifi 
Thii  ilitli  iwt  be. 

Predda.  Tittorik,  thoa  art  conw 
T«uk  wr  aid,  but  *re  tniB  Head  of  (Una, 
Know,  the  campUlioQ  or  cor  high  deagoa 
Bequim— ■  Kalinlj  and  itmmt  bf 
Tbj  bridal  t 

PiU*rJ<L  Pncida! 

Frfcida.  Naj,  Mart  not  Ihaa. 
Tie  DO  bard  uik  to  bind  your  raTcn  hair 
With  ftalal  gariaodi,  and  h>  bU  Um  ioiv 
Riae,  and  the  wine-cup  mantle.     No — nor  jet 
To  meet  your  miiior  at  the  gliUering  dudne. 
Where  death,  not  love,  awaili  him ! 

ViUoTia.  Can  oiy  loul 
DiMcmble  tboal 

Pivdda.  We  baTa  DO  other  mdju 
Ofwinnti^oui  great  Inrthrighl  back  fiam  those 
Who  bats  murped  it,  than  w  lulling  Ihem 
lolo  rain  confidence,  that  they  may  deem 
AJI  wrung*  Ibigat;  and  thiemay  beat  be  done 
Bf  what  lailK^lhee. 

Mmiaiba.  Then  will  we  mix 
With  the  floibBd  rvnkn,  makiiv  Iheic  gay  feut 
Tha  barmt  of  ihegraTc. 

VUuria.  A  bridal  day! 
— Uoat  it  be  n1— Then,  cluefi  of  Sicily, 
t  hill  yoa  to  my  nuptiali  I  but  be  there 
With  year  biigh  t  iwiicda  a  nehealbed,  lot  Ihvi  alone 
Jfjr  gucata  (honld  be  adorned. 

I'ndda.  And  let  tJiy  banquet 
Ba  iDon  annouDoed,  for  there  are  noble  men 
SaataDced  to  die,  fix  whom  we  fain  would  puichaae 
B^ricTa  with  other  blood. 

ViUoria.  Be  it  then  the  day 
Preceding  that  appointed  lor  Ibeir  doom. 

buido.  My  biMher,  Ihov  ahalt  livel — Oppree- 
aionboaata 
No  giA  of  prophecy  I — It  but  remaini 
Td  Dame  our  aigoal,  cbieb  I 

MontaOa.  Tbe  Vvaper^belL 

t^TOdda.  Eno  ao^  the  Vesper-bell,  whoae  deep- 
toned  peal 
la  tteald  o'er  land  and  <ra>a.    Part  of  ooi  Ixukl, 
Wearing  the  guise  of  antic  revelry. 
Shall  enter,  a*  in  aoine  bntastic  pageant, 
The  halla  of  Eribert ;  and  at  the  hour 
Derated  to  tbe  awoid's  tremandoie  task, 
I  bUow  wHh  tbe  rest.— The  Vsper-belll 
That  aound  shall  naka  th'  aTcnger ;  fbi  'tis  oome, 
The  time  when  power  Is  in  a  niM,  a  bnath, 


To  buret  the  spell  which  bound  na.    Bat  Uia  sight 
le  waning,  with  her  slui,  which,  one  by  one, 
j  Warn  ttalo  port    Friends,  IqyoaiboDesl — yooi 

TTiat  name  i»  yet  to  win.— Away,  prepara 
For  our  next  maetiag  in  Palarmo'a  waUa. 
TbeVesper-bdll    Bamambetl 

SieiUaoM,  Fear  as  not. 
Tba  VespBfbelll  [£nwXMuc* 


ACT  THE  THIRD. 


ehidert.  vrrromA. 
YMaria.  Speak  Dot  of  lora— it  i*  «  w«i4  wilb 

** 
Sttaogfl  magic  in  its  melaneboly  MMind, 
To  summon  up  the  deail ;  and  they  ibould  nil. 
At  such  an  hour,  forgotten.    Thenaia  things 
We  mnsl  throw  from  \a,  whan  tba  bsait  wdoU 

Strength  lo  fuUl  it«  settled  purposes: 
Therefore,  no  mnre  o(  h»e  1— But,  if  lo  roba 
This  brni  in  toidal  omamenta,  id  ■mile, 
(I  can  amile  yet,)  at  Ihy  gay  faait,  ami  stand 
At  th'  altar  by  thy  aide;  if  this  be  deemed 
Enough,  it  shall  be  done. 

BriUrt.  My  fortuae's  star 
Dolh  rule  th' ascendant  still!  ( Jpart.)— If  not  o( 

Then  pardon,  lady,  that  I  speak  of  joy. 

And  with  exulting  heart 

Valeria.  Tbera  u  no  joy  I 
—Who  shall  look  through  the  far  futurity. 
And,  aa  ihe  shadowy  tisioni  of  events 
Develope  on  hi*  gaze,  'midat  their  dim  throng. 
Dare,  with  oracular  mien,  to  point,  and  aay, 
"Thii  will  bring  happineeel"— Who  shall  do  thisi 
—Who,  thou,  and  I,  and  alt!— There'e  Que,  who 

In  bis  own  liright  IranqullUty  enthroned. 
High  o'er  *U  storms,  and  Looking  fat  beyond 
Th^r  thickest  cloud*  ^  but  we,  from  whoae  dull 

A  grain  of  duat  hUea  the  great  snn,  e'en  ns 
Usnrp  hi*  attlibalea,  and  talk,  a*  aoets, 
Of  fiitura  joy  and  grief  I 

EriitTt.  Tbj  words  an  strange. 
Yet  will  1  hope  that  peace  at  length  shall  settle 
Upon  thy  troubled  beart,  and  add  soft  grace 
To  Ihy  majestic  beauty.— Fail  Tittoiial 


Ev'n  from  my  darkened  spini 
Soon  shall  aach  tsattess  wish  ba  exordsed. 
Which  haunli  it  now,  and  1  shall  then  lie  iowL 
Serenely  to  fapoao.    Of  this  no  mota 
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Eriberi.  Commiuid  mj  poTrcr, 
And  deem  it  tliuB  moat  honouied, 

YiUaria.  H&ra  I  then 
Soured  Abch  an  eagle-pilcli, 
The  loightj  Etihert  1— And  yet  "d*  meet  j 
For  I  bethink  me  now,  I  should  hkve  worn 
A  cTDUn  uponlbia  (brehead. — Oenerooa  lord  I 
Since  thus  ;ou  give  me  Treedom,  know  tilete  b 
An  hour  I  have  loiod  from cbildhood,  uidaeoond, 
Whoee  tones,  o'er  eanh  and  ocean  aireetly  tieBring 
A  seme  of  <l«pre|ioee,  have  lulled  me  oft 
To  peioe— which  b  fi)rgctfulneM ;  I  mean 
The  Vesper-ljell.    I  pray  you,  let  it  l)o 
Tlie  lumtuonj  lo  our  bridal— Hear  yOQ  noti 
To  our  bir  bridal! 

Eriberi.  Lady,  let  your  will 
Appcdnt  earh  cinumBtance.    I  am  but  loo  blessed 
Proving  my  bonage  thus. 

VilloHa.  Why,  then,  "tb  mine 
To  hije  the  glorious  rortunes  of  the  day, 
And  I  muy  be  content.    Yet  much  remains 
For  thought  lo  brood  on,  and  I  would  be  left 
Alone  with  my  resolve*.    Kind  Eribtrl  I 
(Whom  1  eomnianduabsolntely,)  now 
Part  we  a  few  linef  hours ;  and  doubt  not,  whoa 
1  am  at  thy  aide  onee  more,  but  I  shall  stand 
There— to  the  last.' 

SrSxTl.  Your  smiles  are  troubled,  lady; 
May  they  ere  long  bo  brighlerl — Time  will  seem 
Slow  im  the  Vwper-bell. 

ViUoria.  'Tia  lovers'  phrase 
To  say — Tine  lags ;  and  therefore  meet  Ibr  you : 
But  with  an  equal  pace  the  honn  move  on, 
Whettter  (hey  hear,  on  their  awiA  a\eat  wing, 
Pleasure  ot—ftle. 

Eribert.  Be  not  bo  full  of  (bought 
On  such  a  day, — Behold,  the  skies  themielTea 
Look  on  my  joy  with  a  triumphant  smile, 
Unshadowed  by  a  doucl. 

ViUoria.  'Tb  very  meet 
That  Heaven  (wMch  loves  tho  juat)  should  wear 

In  honour  ofhb  fottunes. — Now,  my  lord, 
Forgive  m*  ifl  say,  farewell,  until 
TW  aj^nteit  hour. 
Eribert.  Lady,  a  brief  faNweli. 

[Extani  ttparatdy. 


The  glori 


rnoCID*.   RUMOND. 
{"rocida.  And  doai  thou  still  refuse  toahaia  the 
glory 
urthu,  OUT  daring  enterprise  1  , 

J^aimmd.  Oh,  ftlber! 
1  too  have  dreamt  of  glory,  and  the  word 
ilalh  (o  my  soul  been  as  a  trumpet's  vt^, 
Mnking  my  nature  BleepleBi. — But  the  deeds 
Whereby 'twaa  won,  the  high  eipl^ta,i*hoae  tale 


Bids  the  heart  btun,  were  of  another  eaat 
Than  such  as  thon  reqntnat. 

Pnxida.  ETBty  deed 
Hath  sanctity,  if  bearing  for  its  urn 
The  Freedom  of  our  country ;  and  the  swold 
Alike  b  honoured  in  the  patriot's  hand, 
Searching,  'nudst  waraot-hosts,  the  heart  whkdi 

Oppression  birth;  or  iashing  through  the  gloom 
Of  the  itill  chamber,  o'er  Ka  troubled  couch, 
At  dead  of  night 
Haimond  (^turning  awa}i).  Tbers  b  Do  path  M 

For  noble  natures 

PriKida.  Wouldst  thou  aak  the  man 
Who  (o  (he  earth  hB(h  dashed  a  nation's  chaim. 
Rent  as  with  Heaven's  own  lif^itning,  by  what 


s  end  was  woni — Go,  swell  th'  oi 


Bid  the  deliveret  hail !  and  if  hb  path 
To  that  most  bright  and  aoveieign  destiny 
Hn(h  led  o'er  train^Ied  (housamb,  be  il  called 
A  slern  necenity,  and  not  a  crime! 
Raimoid.  Father)  my  soul  yet  kindles  at  tlu 

Of  nobler  lessons,  in  my  boybeod  learned 
Even  from  thy  voice, — The  high  remembrances 
Of  other  days  are  stirring  in  the  heart 
Where  thou  didal  plant  them;  and  they  speak  d 


beni 


lel 


Oh,  father  \  u  il  yet  too  late  to  draw 

The  praise  and  hlensing  of  all  valbnt  hearts 

'  n  our  most  rijjhleous  causs  1 

Fracida,  What  woulJsl  (hou  dot 

Oaimond.  1  would  go  Gnth,  and  rouse  th'  in- 
dij^nant  land 
To  generous  coml«t.  Why  should  Freedom  strika 
Manllcd   with    darkness  1 — Is    there    not    mors 

strength 
E'en  in  the  waving  of  her  angle  arm 
Than  host*  can  Rield  a);ainsther1 — IwouldroiMa 
That  spirit,  whose  fire  doth  press  rfsbtleM  on 
To  its  proud  sphere  the  stormy  lield  of  fight ! 

Procida.  Ay !  and  give  time  and  warning  to  Iho 
fbe 
To  gather  all  hb  might !— It  u  too  late. 
There  b  a  work  to  be  thb  eve  b^un, 
When  rings  the  Veaper-brll ;  and.  long  before 
~  r'e  sun  hath  reached  1'  th'  noonday  he^ 

Hb  throne  of  hnming  glory,  every  sound 
Of  the  Prevencal  tongue  within  our  walls. 
As  by  one   thunderstroke— (you   are   pal«,  mj 

Shall  be  lor  evat  sileneed. 
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ItaimoTtit.  What!  such  lODDib 
Aa  bltM  <m  (ha  lip  of  inlWne; 
Id  iti  impei&ct  utteraocel  at  *re  brekthal 
Bj  tb«  r>ind  mcthei,  u  iba  lulli  her  babel 
Grin  sweet  fay am^  apon  the  tvili)[b(Bir 
Paored  b;  the  timU  nuidl — Muit  til  ■[ike 
Ba  itilletl  id  ile&th;  wmI  nouUst  thou  tell  mj 

bcart 
There  is  nociimc  in  ikit? 

Precida.  Since  tbon  doet  Teel 
Sacb  hDm»  of  OUT  pucpoee,  !n  th;  power 
Are  meani  that  might  avert  iL 

Raimimd.  Speak!  OhapeakI 

Pncida.  How  would  then  rescued  thouuuida 
bleaalhy  name, 
SlwnUet  tbaa  betn;  oil 

Raivumd.  Father  t — I  can  beav — 
Aj,  proodljp  woo — the  keeneat  queationing 
Orih;  ■ml  gifted  Gje;  which  alinoit  aeemi 
To  daoD  a  part  of  Heaien'i  dread  rojallj, 
— The  power  that  aearcbea  thoagbt ! 

Pro^da  (after  a  piuae),  Tbon  hut  a  brow 
Clear  a*  the  daj— and  jet  I  doubt  thee,  Raimood  I 
Whether  it  be  that  1  hare  learned  dirtniit 
From  along  look  through  man's  deep-folded  heart] 
Whether  nij  paths  have  bean  ao  leldotn  croaaed 
B;  bonoar  and  fair  roerey,  that  they  seem 
But  beautiful  deMptiona,  meeting  thai 
My  nnaccostoroed  gaie ;— towe'er  it  be — 
I  doobt  thee !— See  Ihou  wavet  not— tdie  baed  I 
Tinte  Ulta  the  Teil  from  all  things  I 

[Exit  Procida. 

Raimand.  And  'lis  (has 
Tooth  bdes  from  olTour  spirit;  and  the  robei 
Of  beauty  and  of  majesty,  wherewith 
We  clothed  our  idola,  drop  I—Oh  I  bitter  day, 
When,  at  the  crushing  of  our  glorious  world, 
Wo  start,  and  find  men  thus!— Yet  be  it  sol 
la  not  my  soul  stiD  powerAiI,  in  lUe\f 
To  real  iie  its  d  reams  1 — Ay,  ihiinkbig  not 
From  the  pure  eye  of  HeaTen,  my  brow  may  weD 
Uodannled  meet  my  fatber'a.— Bnt,  away  ■ 
Thmt  ihalt  be  nTed,  sweet  Constance  1— Lora  is 


Mightier  than  Tengeance. 


\EiU  Raimond. 


CONSTANCY  HdtK 
Oufaws.  Tbere  was  a  time  when  my  tlwngbta 
wandered  not 
Beyond  these  fairy  ■ceoes  1  when,  but  to  catch 
The  languiJ  fragrance  of  the  soathern  breeds 
Prom  the  rich-Bowedng  citrons,  or  to  mt, 
Dreaming  ofaome  wild  legend,  In  the  abiule 
Of  ibo  dark  laurel-foliage,  was  enough 
Of  hapinnese.— How  buTe  these  calm  deGghta 
Fled  from  before  one  passioo,  as  the  dena, 
The  dcbcate  gems  of  morning,  an  exbalad 
By  the  great  «n! 


{Raimond  enter*.) 
Raimon  J !  oh  I  now  thou  'rt  cotiu^ 
I  read  it  in  thy  look,  to  ray  farewell 
For  the  lait  lime— the  lantl 

Raimond.  No,  best  beloved  I 
I  come  to  tell  thee  there  is  now  no  power 
To  part  u«— but  in  death. 

Corutance.  I  have  dreamt  of  joy. 
But  never  aught  like  Ihis. — Speak  yet  ^ain  I 
Say,  we  shall  part  no  more ! 

Raimond.  No  more,  if  love 
Can  strive  with  darker  sjdrits,  and  he  is  strong 
In  bis  immortal  nature !  all  ia  changed 
Since  last  we  meL    M;  father — keep  the  tale 
Secret  from  all,  and  most  of  all,  my  Constance, 
From  Eribert— my  father  ia  returned: 
1  leave  tbee  not. 

Conttanee.  Tbyftther!  bleaaednniadt 
Good  angels  be  hla  guard  1 — Oh  I  If  ha  knew 
Row  my  soul  dings  to  ihine,  be  could  not  hala 
Even  a  Frovenfal  maid  I— Thy  father!— now 
Thy  aoul  will  be  at  peace,  and  I  shall  aee 
The  snony  happiness  of  earlier  days 
Look  from  thy  bniw  once  mare ! — But  how  ts  thilt 
Thine  eye  mOects  not  the  gkd  soul  of  mine; 
And  in  thy  look  is  that  whkh  ill  beSis 
A  tale  of  joy. 

Raimond.  A  dream  is  on  my  nuL 
I  aee  a  ilumberer,  crowned  with  flowoM,  and  anul> 

Aa  in  delighted  visions,  on  the  brink 
Of  a  dread  chaam ;  and  Ihia  strange  phantaiy 
Hath  cast  so  deep  a  shadow  o'er  my  thooghla, 
I  can  not  but  be  ead. 

OmiUata.  Why,  let  me  sing 
One  of  the  sweet  wild  strains  you  love  ao  well, 
And  this  will  banish  it. 

Raivuiad.  It  may  not  be. 
Oh  !  gentle  Constance,  go  not  fblth  to-day: 
Such  dreanu  are  ominous. 

Comlamt.  Have  you  then  fergot 
My  bnthei'a  nuptial  feast  1 — I  must  be  one 
Of  the  gay  train  attending  to  the  ahrine 
His  itately  bride.    In  sooth,  my  step  of  joy 
Will  print  earth  lightly  now.— What  feor'it  thoi^ 

lorel 
Look  all  around  1  thoe  blue  transparent  skiea, 

~  aui-beams  pouring  a  more  buoyant  Lib 
Through  each  glad  tbiiltiDg  vein,  will  brightlj 

AH  thou(^t  of  evil.— Why,  the  very  air 
Bieathea  of  delight  I — Throu^  all  ila  glowii^ 

Doth  muric  blend  with  ftagranee,  and  e'en  her* 
The  city's  vdce  of  juUlee  is  beanl, 
Till  each  light  leaf  seema  trombdng  nnio  aonnaa 
Of  human  joy  I 

Ralnond.  There  Ue  ftr  deeper  thliigi,  > 
Things,  that  may  darken  thought  for  lift,  beneath 
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Tl»t  city'ri  fotire  KmblBncc— I  bxTe 
ThrouCli  Ibe  glad  multitude!,  &nd  I  have  niuked 
A  itcrn  intelligence  in  meeting  eye*, 
Wfaicli  (kcitieJ  theii  flub  unnoticed,  and aquklc, 
Suipicioui  vigiluice,  too  intent  to  clothe 
111  mien  with  caieleonew ;  inJ,  now  and  then, 
A  hurrying  Mart,  a  whiiper,  or  a  hanit 
Punting  bj  dealtb  to  wme  one,  ■inglud  out 
Anudat  the  reckleN  Ihrong.    O'er  all  i«  spread 
A  maniJing  Biuh  of  lereir;,  which  mi<  hide 
Much  from  unpnwtiacd  ej'ia )  but  ligbler  algDl 
Have  been  prophetic  ofl. 

Contlance.  I  tremble ', — Raimond  t 
What  may  (he«e  things  portend  1 

ilaimond.  It  WM  ■,  da; 
Of  (eslivd,  like  tliia;  the  city  aenl 
Up  through  her  aunny  firmament  a  toIct 
Joyous  «e  noir ;  whan,  soaitsly  heralded 
By  one  ilccp  moan,  Ibrth  from  Ilia  cavernnus  depth* 
Tha  cartltquaka  burst;  and  the  nrido  aphiiMlid 

Became  one  chao*  of  all  fi^arfui  Ihingi, 

Till  the  brain  whirled,  partaking  the  aiek  motion 

Of  nicking  palaces. 

Omilanct.  And  then  didst  ihou, 
My  nobie  RaimonJ  I  through  the  dioadliil  path* 
Laid  open  by  destruction,  past  the  chaama, 
Whocfl  fathomleiH  cktls,  a  momeot's  work,  hod 

One  burial  unto  thousands,  rush  to  save 
Thy  treinhSng  Constance  <  she  who  lines 
Thy  generous  love,  that  still  the  breath  of  Heaven 
Wafli  glsdness  to  her  soul  1 

Raimond.  Heaven! — Heaven  is  justl 
And  being  so,  muat  guard  tliee,  sweet  one,  aliU. 
Trust  none  beside. — OhI  theomnipolarit  ski«a 
Make  their  wrath  msnifest,  but  innlious  nan 
Doth  compaai  those  he  hates  with  teeref  aoam, 
Wherun  lie*  Jate.    Know,  danger  walks  abroad, 
Masked  ss  s  reveller.    Constance  I  oh  1  by  all 
Ooi  tried  affection,  all  the  vows  which  Und 
Our  hesrta  lo^^ther,  meet  me  in  these  bowen. 
Here,  I  adjure  thee,  naet  me,  when  the  liell 
Doth  sound  £u  vnper-prayer! 

Cenilante.  AnJ  know'it  thou  not 
Twill  be  the  bridal  hourt 

BaiauMut.  It  will  doi,  love  I 
That  hour  will  bring  no  bridal !— Nought  of  this 
To  homaa  *ar ;  but  qieed  thou  hither,  fly, 
When  everting   brings  that  signal.— Dort  tboa 

heedl 
This  la  no  meetiog,  by  a  lonr  soi^t 
To  breathe  Ibnd  tales,  and  make  the  twilight  groves 
And  Stan  attest  his  vows ;  dean  thou  not  so, 
Therpfore  denying  it  1 — 1  tell  thee,  Constance  1 
If  tbou  wouldri  aavs  IDS  from  such  fiene  despair 
A*  falls  on  man   beholding  oil  he  loves 
Wrist  brtbre  him,  while  his  strangth  can  but 
StdM  with  his  scony — Ihtn  'It  Bust  im  ttwul 


Look  on  me,  love  I — I  am  not  oA  ao  moved 
Thou  'II  meet  met 
Catulance.  Obi  what  ntean  thy  wordal— U 

My  steps  are  free, — I  will.    Be  thou  but  calm, 
~  ~        ~   ~    calm  I — there  is  a  cold  and  sutlen 

And,  were  my  wild  fears  mode  cealities. 
It  might  be  mine;  but,  in  this  dread  suspense. 
This  conflict  of  all  teniUe  phanlanes. 
There  is  no  calm.— Yet  fear  thou  not,  dear  lovel 
I  will  watch  o'er  thee  slitl.    And  now,  farewell 
Until  tbal  hour  I 
CsRsfoiue.  My  Raimond,  bre  IhM  well. 


ALBERT!    DE  OOVCL 

De  Omci.  Said'st  thoa  this  nightl 

Allierli.  This  very  night— and  k>l 
!'en  now  the  sun  declines. 

DeCoaci.  Whatl  aro  the;  srmed 7 

4Jierti.   All  armed  and  strong  ii 
and  despair. 

De  Ond.  Doubtful  and  strange  the  talel  Wl^ 
was  not  this 
Revealed  before  1 

Alberli.  Mutruat  me  not,  my  lord  I 
That  stern  and  jealous  Procida  hath  kept 
O'ar  oU  my  steps,  (o  though  he  did  suspect 
The  purposes,  which  o&  bis  eye  bath  sought 
To  read  in  mine,)  a  watch  so  vigilant, 
I  knew  not  how  to  warn  thee,  though  for  thla 
Alone  1  mingled  with  his  bands,  to  lenm 
Tb«r  projccla  and  their  strength.    Than  know'it 

my  fnith 
To  Anjou'i  houia  full  welt. 

D»  Couci.  How  may  we  now 
Avert  the  gathering  storm  1 — The  vicoray  holds 
His  bridal  feast,  and  all  is  revelry. 
— 'Twas  a  true-boding  hsavincas  of  heart 
Which  kept  me  from  these  nuptials. 

AlUrli.  Thou  thyself 
Mayst  yet  escape,  and,  haply  of  thy  bands 
Rescue  a  part,  are  long  to  wreak  full  vengsaua 
Upon  tbew  rebels.    'Til  too  lata  to  dream 
Of  laving  Eriberl.    E'en  shouldit  thou  ruilt 
Before  him  with  the  tidings,  in  hii  pride 
And  cvnGdence  of  soul,  ha  would  but  laugh 
Thy  tale  to  scorn. 

De  Couci,  He  must  not  die  unwarned. 
Though  it  be  all  in  vain.    But  thou,  Alberti, 
ReJMn  thy  comrades,  leit  thine  absence  wake 
Suspidon  in  their  hearts.    Thou  hast  done  wdl, 
And  shall  not  paai  unguerdoned,  should  I  live 
Through  the  deep  horron  of  th'  approaching  night 

Alberti.  NaUe  De  Couci,  trust  me  stiU.  Anjon 
heart  nkore  faithful  than  Alberti'a 
[SxtiAOtrti. 
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Dt  CaueL   The  grovcUinx  il>ie ! — Aiul  jcl  be 

Fat  Eiiben,  in  bliul  tltiei  joy, 

Will  Kam  the  wuning  voice— The  <U7  « 

Am]  thiDUgh  Ihecitj,  rcckleMlj  dupened, 
Unanncd  uul  unprepared,  m;  aojilien  reral, 
B'en  on  the  biink  of  bM. — I  miut  away. 

[£nl  DeCauA 


nmrnriu  riniiTrn»iniM 

fiinf  AToUe.   Joy  be  lb  tbi*  biir  meeting! — 
Who  hath  veen 
The  vkeroj'e  briclel 

Seanid  Noblt.  I  nw  her,  u  she  puacd 
The  gazing  throng*  aesembled  In  the  eitf . 
Tb  (till  ihe  hsih  not  left  for  jeara,  tilt  doit, 
Hn  caKle'a  noocj-girt  solitutle.   'Twitl  fall 
Tbeeo  proud  Siclliaiu,  that  W  wide  domsini 
SbiMikl  be  the  conquerof'e  guerdon. 

Third  NabU.  Twai  (heir  boaat 
Whh  what  land  laith  iha  wonhipped  atflt  Ibe 

Of  the  bo;,  Connulin.    How  nHl  tha  lUna 
Brook  tlua  new  triumph  of  their  lonii  t 

Stami  NobU.  In  (ooth 
It  Hii^  them  to  the  quick.    In  the  RiII  ilrFel* 
The;  ndl  with  our  Provenfals,  and  antuma 
Agtdaeof  mirth,  but  it  iiita  harJljon  them. 
Tweie  worth  a  Ihouaand  JeeliTale,  In  are 
With  what  a  btUer  and  unnatural  cflbrt 
The;  itrife  to  Hnilel 

Fint  NMe.  la  this  ViUDila  Mr 

aecmd  yeblt.    Of  ■  mist  noble  mien )  but  ^ct 
hiT  heaulj 
It  wild  and  awful,  and  her  large  dark  eje, 
In  ita  nnaetlltt]  glancea,  hath  etran^e  power, 
Fron  which  thou  It  ahrinh,  at  I  did. 

FinI  NMe.  Hurhr  they  oante. 

bar  UttKT,  VtmMtlA,  CONSTANO^  Bid  abn 

ErSbtrl,    Weleome,  taj  DaUe  friend*  I — then 
muat  not  lower 
One  clouded  brow  to-day  in  Sicily  I 
Behold  laj  bride  1 

f/Ma.  Receive  our  homage,  taJyl 

VUtoria.  I  hid  all  welcooM.     Ma;  t)w  bad  We 
offer 
Pnm  worthy  of  auch  gueata ! 

Sr3itri.  Look  on  tier,  friend* 
And  uy,  ir  that  m^catic  brow  ii  not 
Bleet  br  a  diadem  1 

FiOaria.  Ta  well,  m;  lord  I 
Wben  memory'a  pictuiea  Tade,  'ti*  kindly  done 
To  brighten  thnr  dimmed  huea  1 

/ Vil  iVoUe  (apart).  Marked  fon  W  gUnoel 


Stcend  Noble  (apart).    '\9'hat  elaqiiaDt  aeorm 
wa*  tbeia  I  jM  he,  th'  elate 
Of  heart.  parcanveB  it  not. 

ErOxTt  NiwtolheJeaatl 
Canatana^  you  look  not  joyoua,    1  haTe  aoid 
That  all  abould  amile  todaf, 

Cnutave.  Forgive  me,  brother! 
The  heart  ie  wayward,  and  ita  garb  of  pomp 
At  tiinea  oppreasea  it. 

£nber^  Why,  bow  ii  Uili  1 

Coiutaiue.  Voieei  of  wo,  and  prayer*  of  agony 
Unto  my  aoul  haTe  ruen,  and  led  aad  tounda 
There  echoing  atill,     Yet  would  1  fain  be  gay, 
Since  'd*  your  wLih. — In  tiuth  1  abould  have  beem 
A  niUaga-maidt 

Eriberl.  Bui,  being  aa  you  ar^ 
Not  ibu*  ignobly  free,  eomaiand  your  loolu 
(They  may  b«  taught  □bedionce}to  reflect 
Tbeaapeetaflbeliioe. 

VUtoria.  And  know,  fair  maid! 
That  if  in  Ibia  unskilled,  you  atand  alone 
'  midat  eor  court  of  [Jeoiure. 

Eriberl.  Tothefeaitl 
Now  let  the  red  wine  foam ! — There  ehouU  b« 

When  cooquenWB  rcxel  I — Lord*  of  thia  fair  iilel 
Yoni  good  awords'  heritage,  croivn  each  bowl,  and 

The  preaent  aiwl  the  future!  for  they  both 

Livik  brightly  on  ua.    Da«t  thou  amile,  my  Lirldel 
yiitmia.  Yes,  Eribert  I — thy  prophede*  of  joy 
Have  taught  e'en  me  to  smile. 
Sribtrt.  Tie  well.     To-day 
(  have  won  a  fair  and  almost  royal  bride ; 
To-morrow — let  the  bright  aun  apeed  hiaconiM, 
To  waft  me  hnppinees! — my  proudest  Ibea 
Mual  die — and  then  my  elujuber  ahall  be  laid 
On  meo-leavra,  with  no  envioua  fold,  to  mar 
Tlic  luiury  of  ite  viuon* !— -Fair  VlUoria, 
Tour  look*  are  troubled ! 

Wtoria.  U  in  itrange,  but  oft, 
'Midal  festal  eonga  and  garland*,  o'er  id;  loul 
Dealh  comes,  with  aome  dull  image  !  a*  you  ipoka 
or  thoae  whose  blood  la  claimed,  I  thought  lot 

Who,  in  a  darkness  thicker  than  the  night 

E'er  wove  with  all  her  clouds,  hare^nsd  to  long. 

How  blessed  were  Ibe  stMke  whioh  make*  Ibrm 

Of  that  invisible  world,  whemin,  we  trust, 
There  la,  at  ieott,  m  bandage  I— But  should  «« 
From  tuch  a  scene  as  this,  wbers  all  earth'*  io}* 
Contend  for  mastery,  and  (he  very  aeose 
Of  lift  i*  rapture ;  should  ue  paaa,  I  say, 
At  ortce  from  aucfa  eidtementa  to  the  Toid 
And  silent  gloom  of  thai  which  doth  await  us 
—Were  it  not  dreadful  1 

Eribert.  Baiush  auch  dork  thoughts  1 
They  ill  beaeem  the  hour. 
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ViUaria.  Then  Eg  nu  honr 
Of  ttiu  mytletioot  noiiil,  in  joy  or  no, 
But  tbry  boeem  it  veU !— Wh;,  what  a  Blight, 
Impalpable  bound  t*thol,th'an>een,  which  aemt 
Being  from  death! — And  whacui  tell  how  ntti 
Ila  mist;  brink  be  UiDili  ? 
nr>lMBbU(aHdt.)  Whstrocnhcrword.! 
Seeond  Noble.  There's  tnmedkrkmyMilj  here. 
Briberl.  No  more  of  Ihii  I 
Poui  the  brigbt  juice  which  Eln>'>  ^awtn^ 
Yield  to  the  conquerors  1     And  let  moeic'i  » 
IMspel  these  ominoui  dreunsl — Wake,  hup  and 

•ongi 
Swell  ont  jour  Iriamph ! 

A  MESSENGER  erxn^  tauingi  IMIn. 
Atetaengcr.  Pardon,  my  good  lord ! 

But  thu  demands 

Eriberl.  What  mcaiu  thy  bieatblea  baite  1 
And  that  ill-boding  niien  T — Away !  such  look* 
Befit  not  houra  lika  thene. 

Meaenger.  The  Lord  da  Coud 
Bade  me  bear  thin,  ami  say,  'tia  fraught  wUh  tiding* 
Of  life  and  death. 

VUtoria  [harriediy).  U  thU  «  time  for  aught 
But  revelry  1— My  lord,  tliew  dull  inlrunon* 
Mir  the  bright  ipirit  i/lbe  feidl  scene! 
Eribert  (Jo  the  MetttJigcr).   Hence  1  tell  Uii 
Lord  da  Couci  we  will  talk 
Of  life  and  death  to-morrow. 

{Exit  SSetKnger. 
Let  there  be 
Around  me  none  but  joyoualooka  to-day, 
And  etrain*  whoae  very  echoea  wake  to  mirth ! 
(Abandqfthe  cmupiratori  enter,  to  the  sound 
rte,  ditguited  at  thcpherd*,  baccha- 


Eribert.  What  farmaaretheKl—Wbitmcan* 
,      this  antic  triumph  1 
Vittoria.  'Tiabutanuticpagean(,by my  vaoala 
Prepared  to  grace  OUT  bridal.    Will  you  not 
Hear  their  wild  music  1    Our  Sicilian  rata 
litro  many  a  sweet  and  mirthful  melody. 
To  which  the  glad  heart  bounda. — Brratiie  yeaome 

Mfitt  for  the  time,  ye  aoni  of  Sicily  1 

(One  qfthe  Matipiert  tingt.) 
The  featat  eve,  o'or  earth  and  aky. 

In  her  sunset  mbe,  looks  litight, 
And  the  purple  hill*  of  Sicily, 

With  tiieir  vineyards,  laugh  in  light; 
Fmrn  the  marble  cities  of  her  {diiin* 

Glail  voices  nuugUng  swell ; 
-  But  with  yet  more  loud  anil  lofty  straini^ 

They  shsll  haU  the  V(«per-bcll  1 
Oh  t  iwecl  it*  tones,  when  the  lumnieT  breen 

Their  eadeitee  wafta  afar. 
To  float  o'er  the  blue  Siciliui  aeaj. 

At  they  gleam  tu  the  Ant  pale  sUr 


The  diepherd  Kreete  them  on  hts  height. 


The  hi 


nhiaceU; 


— But  a  deeper  power  shall  breathe,  to-night, 
In  tha  aouad  of  the  Ve^er-bell! 

[TVie  bell  rtngi. 
Eribert.  —It  is  the  hoar  1—Huk,  hark  l—m; 

The  altar  is  prepared  and  crowned  with  Bowcn 
That  wait— 

Vittoria.  The  victim  1 

(A  f  umuU  heard  ti^hovt.) 
PHOCtDt.  sod  UOtfTALBA  saur,  vhh  oUam^  aimed. 
Protida.  Strike  t  the  hoiu  ia  come  1    ' 
Vittoria.  Welcome,  avenge™,  welcome  1  Now 
bestiongl 

(71*  eoiupiratw  throa  of  their  diigaitt, 
and  rath,  vith  their  neordt  dtawa,  upon 
the  ProvenfoU.    Eribert  it  wmmded,  and 
falit. 
Protida.  Now  hath  ^le  leached  thee  in  thy 
mid  areer. 
Thou  roveller  in  a  nation's  agonies 

{Tl^ePnmnfalt are  driven ifff, and pnrrtttd 
by  the  Valiant.) 
Canttance  {tvpporting  Erafcert).  My  brnthorl 

oh!  my  brother  I 
ErOert.  Have  I  stood 
A  leader  in  the  battlo-fields  of  king*, 
To  perish  thu*  at  last  1— Ay,  by  theae  pangs. 
And  this  Krangs  chill,  dutt  heavily  doUi  creep 
like  a  slow  poison,  through  my  curdling  Teias, 
This  should  be— death !— In  sooth  a  dull  eichang* 
FoV  the  gay  bridal  feast ! 

V<Axt{iBiihovt).  Remambei  Conradin  I — span 

none,  spare  none  I 
VUtoria  {thraaing  off  her  bridal  uireath  and 
omamenlt).  This  is  proud  freedom.    Now 
my  soul  may  cast, 
generoua  acorn,  her  mantle  of  ___. 
To  earth  for  ever !— And  it  ia  such  jo, . 
As  if  a  capttTC,  from  hi*  dull,  cold  ceil. 
Might  soar  at  once  on  chaitoed  wbg  to  ruige 
The  realm*  of  starred  infinity ! — Away  1 
Vain  mockery  of  a  bridal  wreath  I    The  hour 
For  which  stem  patience  ne'er  kept  watch  in  vaio 

ime ;  ami  I  may  give  my  bursting  heart 
Full  and  indignant  acope. — Now,  Erib«rt  I 
Beliere  in  retribotion  I     What,  proud  man  t 
Prince,  ruler,  conqueror  I  didat  then  deem  Heatoi 
*Upt1 
Or  that  the  unseen,  immortal  ministen, 
Ranging  tbe  world,  to  note  e'en  purp<»ed  crima 
In  burning  chaiactera,  had  hud  aside 
Their  everlasting  attribute*  for  thee  ? 
-Oh  I  Hind  security !— He,  in  whose  dread  hai3) 
The  lightnings  vibrate,  hold*  them  back,  until 
The  tnunplBr  of  this  goodly  earth  hath  reached 
His  pyramid-hdght  of  poner ;  that  ao  hu  faH 
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Mnj,  witb  nMre  fearful  onclea,  nuke  pnfe 
Min'i  CTonned  oppnttan  I 

Camtantt.  Oh  t  laprouh  him  not ! 
Hi*  «oul  i*  tnnMng  on  the  iliny  bnnk 
Of  that  dim  worid  whera  pajcion  may  ttot  eDter. 
Leave  him  in  peace. 

Voica  {■ailhaut').  Ainoa,  Anjou !— De  Cond  (i 

tbe  reacoe  1 
ET^ierl(haif-rauinghimMtf).  MybraTePro- 
ven;iiU:  ihi  Je  combat  Kill  1 
AdiI  I,  joDi  chief,  atn  here ! — Now,  now  I  feel 
That  death  indeed  i*  bitter 
Yiitoiia.  Fare  thee  well  I 
Thine  ajce  ao  oft,  with  theit  inadtiog  snUe, 
Mate  [ooWed  on  num'f  lait  puige,  thoa  ahoulilst, 

bythis, 
Be  perfect  haw  to  die  I  [EsU  VUloria. 

RatvunuL  Away,  my  ConataDcel 
Now  ia  the  time  for  flight.  Out  alanghtering  bandi 
Are  icattered  &i  and  wide.    A  little  while 
And  thoa  ahalt  be  in  eafoty.    Knowect  thoa  not 
That  low  aweet  vale,  where  dwell*  the  lioly  man 
Anaefam  1     He  whsee  henoitage  ia  reared 
"Mid  aome  old  tcmpls'i  miiul — Round  the  apot 
Hie  name  hath  ipread  ao  pure  and  deep  a  eluirm, 
Tie  hallotred  aa  a  aanetaary,  wherein 
Thou  abrit  aecarely  Ude,  tili  thk  wild  atorm 
Bare  ipent  ita  fbry.    Haitet 

Comtaaee.  1  will  not  flyt 
Whilein  his  heart  then  is  one  throb  of  lifi). 
One  qnrJE  in  hi*  dim  eyea,  I  will  not  lecTS 
Tlw  Imther  of  my  youth  to  peiiih  thna, 
Without  one  kindly  boeom  to  ■uatain 
Bia  dying  head. 

£riterf.  The  doods  are  darkening  round. 
TlaBte  are  atrange  nAaa  ringing  in  mine  ear 
That  aamtDoa  DIB— to  what  1— But  I  have  been 
Deed  to  command  I — Awmy  t  1  will  not  die 


CmtiaiKt  (knttUng  tjr  him).  Oh  Heaven  1  be 
merdfiil, 
Aa  thou  ait  JBit! — fat  he  ia  bow  when  lUHight 
Bnt  Dteicy  ean  arail  him! — It  ia  peitl 

Outdo  (Id  Bttimond).  I've  nught  thee  long — 
Why  art  thoa  liogaiing  harel 
Haale,  fclbw  mel— Snqdeioa  with  tbynwoa 
Ida*  that  word— TVottor/ 

Jlaiatend.  Tiutot !— — Goido  t 

Gvido.  Yeat 
Halt  tbso  DM  beaid  that,  with  hi*  nleIM^armli, 
After  vuD  conflict  with  a  people's  wrath, 
Da  Coud  h>A  eaeaped  1— And  there  are  Iboae 
Wh<>  imnnnr  that  fiom  thee  the  wonusg  cam* 
Which  aa*ed  him  from  our  Tengeance.    But  e'e 

(d  the  nd  conent  of  Proranfal  blood 
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That  doubt  may  be   ellikeed.    Draw  thy  good 

And  loUaw  met 

Ralvwnd,  And  thoa  eouldit  doubt  me,  Guiduf 
'TiacoDU  tothia! — Away!  miatruat  me  alill. 
I  win  not  aUia  my  eword  with  deeda  like. thine. 
Thou  knoweat  me  not! 

Ouido.  Aaimond  di  Frodda  1 

thou  art  he  whom  once  I  deemed  ao  noblo — 
Can  me  tfay  biend  no  more  I  [RrU  Chiide. 

Baittumd  {iiflera  pauM).  Rise,  dearest,  riaal 
Thy  duty'a  taak  hath  nobly  been  fulfilled, 

in  the  ftce  i^deoth :  but  all  ia  o'er. 
And  ibi*  i*  now  no  place  where  nature'a  tear* 
In  quiet  aanctity  may  freely  flaw. 

Hark !  the  wild  aoundi  that  wait  on  fearfUl  deeda 
Are  awelUng  on  tbe  winda,  as  the  deep  rou 
Of  fut-adrancing  billowaj  and  fbi  Ihtt 
I  abuDe  Dot  thua  to  tramblo. — Speed,  oh,  speed ! 
[Eieunl. 


ACT  THE  FOURTH. 


ntOClDAaoun, 
Pracida,  How  strange  and  deep  a  atillncw  bad* 

Aswith  the  power  of  midnight  1 — Ay,  where  death 
Hath  paassd,  there  should  be  silence. — But  this 

or  nature'a  heart,  this  breathleaaneaa  of  all  things 
Dolh  preaa  on  thought  loo  heavily,  and  the  aky, 
With  ita  duk  robe  of  purjde  thunder-dooda 
BiDoding  iu  sullen  maaaei,  o'er  my  qnrit 
Weigh*  like  an  omen  I — Wherobn  ationld  thii 
bel 
not  our  task  achieved,  the  mighty  work 
'  OUT  deliverance  1 — Yea ;  I  shoold  be  joyoos : 
Lt  this  our  feeble  nature,  vrith  its  quick 
Instinctive  aupentitions,  will  drag  down 
Th'  ascending  soul. — And  I  have  feanal  bodings 
That   tnaoheiy  Inika   amoogst  ua. — Raimondl 


lehisitigkrbl 


HONTALBA,  OUIDO,  and  oOur  BIcIIUd^  «nur. 

Broctda,  Wsleomel  we  meet  in  joyt 
Now  may  we  bear  ouraelve*  erect,  re*uming 
Thekin^y  port  ofrreement  Who  aholl  daru, 
After  thi*  proof  of  dnveiy'a  dread  recoil, 
To  weave  nachaina  again  1 — Ye  have  done  well 

A&ntolfro.  We  AneedonewiiU.   There  need  BO 
choral  eoog, 
No  slioating  multitudes  to  blaaen  toith 
Onr  atom  exploit!. — The  (ilencs  of  our  toe* 
Dolh  vouch  enough,  and  thay  are  laid  to  nil 
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n««p  u  the  iwori]  coulil  make  tt.    Vet  oar  tuk 
(■  •till  hot  bairaebieveil,  unce,  nitb  lij>  banila, 
Dt  Cooci  hatli  neaped,  uii!  iloubt]en,  lead* 
Thdr  rootBtepB  to  Mesnna,  Wbera  our  fbn 
Will  gather  liu  their  itreneth.  Detemineil  hnati, 
And  Jeeili  taBtait]eeuth,Bl«7et  requind, 
To  make  (he  mightj  ncriSee  complete. — 

Procida.  I  knoir  not.    Once  laatraght 
Hecrowcd  my  p«th,and  whh  one  itroke  beat  down 
A  sword  JDSt  raised  to  loiUe  me,  and  restored 
My  own,  which  In  that  deadly  Mrifil  had  been 
Wrenched  fWxn  taj  grasp:  bat  when  1  would 

have  pressed  him 
To  my  exalting  bosom,  he  drew  back, 
And  wtlh  a  ud,  and  yet  >  Bcomful,  smile, 
Pull  of  strange  meaidng,  led  me.   Since  ^st  hour 
I  hive  not  seen  liim.     Wherefore  didst  thon  ask  1 

MfoTilalba,    It  matters  not.     We   hB*B  deeper 
things  to  speak  of. — 
Cnowest  thou  that  we  bale  trailon  in  our  i 
dlsl 

Promfo.  I  knoWBomemice  inwcictmast  have 

warned 

Do  Cood ;  or  bla  seattsnd  bands  had  n^n 

So  BDon  been  marshalled,  and  in  cIom  array 

Led  hence  as  fiom  the  field.    Hast  thou  heard 

•Dghl 
That  may  derelope  thiil 

lUoHlalba,  The  gaards  we  lel 
To  watch  the  city-gBt«  haTS  adwj,  tt&»  mom, 
One  whose  quick  ftuful  glance,  and  honied  step 
Betrayed  his  giiDty  purpose.    Mark  I  he  bore 
(AmidHt  the  tumult  deeming  that  bk  flight 
Might  all  unnelicsd  pass)  these  acrolla  to  Km, 
The  fugitiTo  PrownjaJ.    R«ul  and  judge ! 

Pmnida,  When  is  this  messenger  1 

Monla-'ba.  Where  ilunUd  he  be  1 — 
Thoy  slew  hin  in  th«r  wrath. 

Prncida.  Unwisely  done  I 
Give  me  the  ■erolls.  [Hi  nadt. 

I4ow,  if  there  he  auch  thlngi 
As  may  to  death  add  shupnesB,  yet  delay 
The  psngwhiehgiveinl^n-,  iflben  bspMoer 
.n  execration,  to  call  down  tho  drea 
Of  yon  avenging  Heaven,  wlwM  rapid  ■bafts 
But  for  lUch  guilt  were  aimless ;  be  (bey  heaped 
I  Ipon  the  troitor'i  head  I — Scom  make  his  lumte 
1  ler  mark  for  e>er  I 

Monlatba.  Va  oar  ptsnonate  Wndnen, 
W.  tend  forth  imiBet,  whose  deep  stings  rcedl 
on  on  ourselTes 

Pmdda.  WfaateVt  &te  hath  of  rniit 
r'dl  on  his  home  I — What  I  (o  reeign  agidn 
'lliat  fivedom  for  whose  nkeouraoult  have  now 
ICngrained  themselves  in  blood  ^Whr,  who  is  he 
That  hath  deriaed  this  treachery  t— To  the  send 
Why  Died  he  nc«  hh  naaie,  so  attmpjtig  !l 


Might  warn  men  inm  himt— Who  shoatd  h  I0 


Is  of  the  noblest — Ohi  he  could  not  shame 
That  high  descent  l-UrWnol-Contit— Nol 
They  loo  are  deeply  pledged. — There '«  one  nam* 

—I  can  not  utter  it!— Now  ^all  I  read 
Each  ftce  with  cold  suspidon,  which  doth  blot 
From  man's  high  mien  ita  native  royalty, 
And  seal  his  noble  forriieid  with  the  impress 
Of  its  ownnle  imaginings '. — Speak  your  thoughts, 
Montnlbal  Ouido !— Who  should  tbis  nun  bel 
MmtatiM.  Wh;,whatSicilULajoutbnnsbealheil 
last  night 
His  sword  to  aid  our  ibss,  and  turned  its  edge 
A  gainst  his  cotratiy's  ehieb — He  thai  did  fJUs, 
May  well  be  deemed  for  guiltier  trasson  lipe. 


>.  And  w 


is  bel 


Nay,  ask  tbjr  soil 

Procida.  My  son  1 
What  slionUie  know  of  sncJiancnantksBitt 
Speak,  Guido!  thou 'rt  his  Aiend I 

Ouida.  I  woald  not  wear 
The  brand  of  stMfa  a  munel  • 

PteMtt.  Howl  what  meua  iMsl 
A  fiashoflight  breaks  in  i^n  my  aoull 
Is  it  to  Uast  me  }— Yet  the  feuAl  doubt 
Ilith  crept  in  daikncss  through  my  thoughts  la- 
fore. 
And  beenflw^firantbem^ — SilsDcet— Speik»«l 

7«tl 
I  would  be  calm,  and  meet  the  tbander-bml 
With  ■  sUnng  heart  [A  potie 

Now,  wliat  hs«e  I  to  bsal* 
YoottidlngsT 

Guit/o.  Briefly,  't  was  yoor  aon  did  thus ; 
He  hath  .disgraced  your  name. 

Prteida.  M;  son  did  ihos  I 
Are  thy  words  oiaclea,  that  I  should  amnh 
Their  biddsB  meaning  out T—)r%al  did  mjmat 
I  have  forgot  the  tale. — Repeat  it,  qniok  I 

Ouido.   'Twill  burst  upon  thee  all  too  mou. 
WhnewB 
Were  busy  at  the  dark  and  sotemn  riles 
Of  retribution ;  wIiBa  we  bathed  (he  earth 
In  red  libatloni,  whlcfa  win  eensecrata 
The  smJ  they  mingled  with  to  Avedom's  step 
Through  the  long  march  of  ages;  ^wastft  taA 
To  shield  from  danger  a  Provenfal  maid. 
Sister  of  him  whose  cold  opiiNssioti  stniq 
Our  hearts  to  madnssa. 

JfimloOa,  What  1  AduM  sIm  be  qiared 
To  keep  tbat  ninM  flam  perisMiig  m  eailhl 

'I  cressed  them  in  their  path,  and  raked  ray  Bawd 
To  smite  her  in   her   champion's   arm*  — W* 
fought- 
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fliH  hay  iliumied  mo  I — And  I  Die  [o  lell 
U;  ihune,  mid  wreak  my  vengeKnce  I 

Ouido.  Who  but  ha 
CoaU  warn  De  Cond,  or  ietae  the  ^ilt 
Tbrm  mvAh  TCTctll— Huh  qdI  the  trutmr  liSi 
SoDght,  with  hk  fkir  «ni]  ipedoDi  eloquenca, 
To  win  lu  from  oai  parpoael — All  thing*  aeem 
Leagued  to  onniaik  him. 

Mmitalba.  Know  jo\x  not  tliere  came 
E'en  in  tbe  banqaet'g  boar,  ftom  Itu*  De  Couei, 
One,  bearing  anto  Eriberl  the  tidinga 
Of  all  onr  purpgaed  deedal— And  hawwe  not 
PtooT,  aa  the  Doon-dny  clear,  tliat  Raiouind  lovei 
Tbe  uiter  of  that  tyrant  1 

Pncida.  Then  waa  one 
Wbo  mourned  for  being  chilineaa ! — Let  hint  now 
Feaat  o'er  hii  cbQdren'a  gravei,  and  I  will  join 
Therevelrj! 

MotUoU^  (apart).  You  aball  be  chlMten  too  I 

ProeSda.  WasH  jou,  Montolbal — Now  rejoice! 

I  »;■       , 

There  ia  oo  naoie  ao  near  7011  that  Ita  alainl 
Should  call  ths  levered  and  indignant  blocd 
To  your  dark  cbedcl-  But  I  will  daab  to  earth 
The  weight  that  preaeei  on  my  heart,  and  tben 
Be  gtad  aa  thou  art. 

IHonlalba.  What  meana  thia,  my  lord  T- 
Whn  hath  eeen  gkdneu  on  Montalba'a  mieni 

Prodda.  Wby,  ahouU  not  all  b«  glad  nho  haro 

To  tarnish  tbrir  bright  namel 

Mmtidba.  I  am  not  need 
To  bear  with  mockery. 

Prodda.  Friend  I  By  yon  high  Heaven, 
(  mock  thee  not  l^'lia  a  proud  fate,  to  Eve 
AlMie  and  unallied. — Why,  what  'a  alonel 
A  word  whose  aenae  in—Jree! — Aj,  free  from  all. 
The  venomed  atiuga  implanted  in  the  heart 
By  tboae  it  lovea. — Oh !  1  could  laugh  to  think 
O'th' joy  that  riola  in  baronial  haitt,  j 

When  the  wonl  cornea—"  A  aon  ia  bom !"— A  aoni 
— They  iboutd  eay  tboi —  "  He  that  ahafl  knit  youi 

To  tnrrowii  Dot  of  jeara;  and  bid  your  eye  | 

CLnail  ita   proud  glance  1   to  tell  Ibe  oirth  its 

Is  been,  and  ao,  rejcacel''^7^en  might  we  feaat, 

&jld  know  the  caon;— Were  it  not  excellent  1      j 

McnlaOa.  Tbia  ia  all  idle.    There  are  deeda  to 

Araoie  IhMs  Prodda !  | 

Pnelda.  Why,  am  I  not  . 
Calm  aa  inunortal  Joatice  1— She  can  strike, 

AtJyet  be  peadooleao— and  tbu*  will  1,  . 

C  know  thy  meaning. — Deed*  to  do  I — 'tii  well.  | 
They  ihall  be  dune  en  thought  on. — Go  ye  forth; 

There  !■  a  youth  wbo  C«Ua  himaeirmyacn,  | 

Bii  nuDB  ia — Raimond — in  hii  eye  ia  light  j 

ThM  ibowi  like  truth — hot  be  not  ye  deceived  1  ' 


Bear  him  in  chalna  belore  us.  Wo  Mil  lil 
TfMJay  in  judgment,  and  the  akiea  ahatl  are 
The  dtrength  which  girda  oar  nature, — WiQ  aU 

Ihb 
Be  gloriooa,  brsve  Montalbel— Linger  not. 
Ye  lalJy  meaaengeral  fbr  there  are  thinga 
Which  a^  Che  speed  of  itorma. 

[Bxtunl  Ouida  and  Men. 
la  not  thla  Weill 

MtmiaOa.  Tii  nobh.    Keep  thy  spirit  to  thi< 
proud  height, 
(Jatife)  And  then— be  de«)late  Gkemel— my  woea 
Will  at  tbe  thought  grow  light 

Prodda.  What  now  lemaina 
To  be  prepared  V-T  here  ehould  be  aolemn  pomp 
To  grace  a  day  like  this. — Ay,  breahir^  hearts 
Require  a  drapery  to  conceal  their  throbs 
From  cold  inquiring  eyea ;  and  it  muat  be 
Ample  and  rich,  that  so  their  ^aae  may  not 
Explore  what  liei  beoettb. 

[ExUPncid«. 

MtmtaOa.  Now  thk  is  well  I 
—I  hate  this  Froclda;  fer  be  hith  won 
In  all  our  counclli  that  aacendancy 
And  mastery  o'er  boM  hearts,  which  should  haiv 

Mine  by  a  thoneand  claims. — Had  he  the  atiength 
Of  wrong!  like  minol-'Not  for  tb 


Ae  strikes — my  vengeance  hath  a  deeper  (bunt; 
But  then'adarkjoy  in  this !— And  (ktehath barred 
My  ioul  from  every  other. 

[Bfii  StvntalUt. 


CONTTANCK    AHSEUia 
Comtariet.  Tit  strange  he  comes  not! — u  not 
this  the  still 
And  aultry  hour  of  noon 7 — He  should  have  been 
Here  by  the  day-break. — Was  there  not  a  votoe  * 
— "  No !  tia  the  ahrin  Cicada,  with  glad  life 
Peopling  theao  marble  ruins,  as  it  iporfs 
Amidst  them,  in  the  sun. — Harkt  yet  againP* 
NA!  no I—Forglve  me,  father!  that  I  bifng 
Earth's  restless  griefs  and  pasidona  to  rKshirb 
The  stitlnesa  of  Ihy  holy  afAlude ; 
Hy  heart  is  full  of  care. 

Atutlmo.  There  is  no  fdaoe 
So  haDowed,  aa  to  be  tmrtshed 
By  mortal  care^  Nay,  whither  riionld  we  go. 
With  our  deep  griefs  and  paadona,  but  to  seonm 
Lonely  and  still ;  where  lie  that  made  our  hearts 
Will  speak  to  them  in  whiapcrat  I  hare  knoint 
Affliction  too,  my  daughter. 

Cbnttance.  Harkt  his  Hept 
I  know  it  well— he  come* — n»  Ralnmtd,  wi 
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Oh  Heaven  I  thst  upect  teHi  a  r«riul  Ule. 

ViUoria  (not  obterving  htr).  There  u  a  cloud 
of  hcnnor  en  my  »uli 
And  on  tbj  word*,  AnKlmo,  peace  doth  nut, 
Even  u  an  echo,  fbUowing  the  meet  cloee 
Of  •ome  divine  and  lolBnui  harmony : 
Thccerore  I  (ought  th«  now.     Ohl  (peak  to  me 
or  holy  things,  and  namei,  in  whoae  deep  aoond 
li  power  to  bill  the  tempesta  of  the  heart 
8init,  Uke  a  Morm  rebuked. 

Jnie/nu.  What  recent  [rief 
Daikeni  thy  efririt  Ihu*  1 

VUioria.  I  laid  not  grieC 
We  aboul  J  rejcnoe  lOMlaj,  but  joy  ix  not 
That  which  it  hath  been.    In  the  flowen  which 

It!  monUing  cap  there  it  a  eccnt  nnltnown, 
Fraught  wilh  eome  atiange  delirium.    All  thinge 

Baie  clianfjed  tbdr  TudUe;  itill,  I  cay,  reJMca! 
There  ii  a  eouee,  Aneelmo!— We  are  free, 
Free  and  avenged '. — Yet  on  my  soul  there  hanga 
A  darkncB,  heavy  ai  lb'  oppteaiive  gtoom 
Of  midnight  phantanea. — Ay,  (or  thii,  too, 
There  is  a  cause. 

Antelma.  Hon  wy'it  thou,  we  are  frueT 
There  may  have  raged,  within  Palermo'n  walh^ 
Some  brief  wild  tumult,  but  too  well  I  know 
They  call  the  itranger,  lord. 

Villorui.  Who  calli  the  dead 
Cvr.queror  or  loni  1 — Hush  1  breathe  it  not  aloud, 
The  wild  winiJi  raoul  not  bear  it  1 — Yet,  again, 
I  tell  thee,  we  are  (iee! 

Anttlmo,  Thine  eye  hath  loded 
<Jn  fearful  deeds,  for  atill  their  ■hadom  hang 
O'er  ita  dark  orb. — Speakl  I  adjure  thee,  aay, 
How  balh  thia  work  been  wroughtl 


The  bounds  of  reliibuUont— Couldet  thou  ga», 
Vitlorial  with  thy  wntnan'a  heaitand  ey^ 
On  such  dreid  acenea  unmovedl 

VitloHa.  Waiitfbriiu 
To    Gtay  th'    avenging  eword7~-No,  thoDgh  It 

My  very  soull— "Hark,  baik,  what  thriJliiy 

Ring  through  the  air  around  mol — Caniit  Ihou  not 

BidlliembebuehedT — Oht  look  not  on  me  thu* t 

Anielmo.   Lailyl  thy  thooghla  lend  ateninew 

Which  are  but  laut"— Han  all  then  periahedl 

aU? 
Waa  there  no  mercy 

VUioria,  Mercy  I  it  hatb  been 
A  word  forbidden  as  lb'  onhaDowed  names 

jl  powen. — Yet  one  there  waa  who  dared 
To  own  the  guilt  of  pity,  and  to  aid 
The  victiim !  but  in  vaiu.— Of  him  no  more  I 
Ha  i>  a  traitor,  artd  a  traitor'a  death 
Will  be  his  meed. 

Contlaitce  (coming  firaard).   Oh  Bearenl— 


ViUori 


eel  ai 


Why  ahouldat  fAou  heal  a  tale  to  send  thy  blood 
Back  on  ita  fount  1 — We  can  not  wake  them  dow  ! 
The  ttotm  ii  in  my  nut,  but  they  are  all 
At  rest ! — Ay,  sweetly  may  the  alaugbtered  babe 
By  its  dead  mother  sleep;  and  warlike  men 
Who  'midst  the  slain  have  slumbered  oil  before. 
Making  the  ihiehl  their  piUow,  may  repoee 
Well,  now  their  toils  are  done.— Is  *!  not  enough  1 

Cmrtanee.  Menifol  Heaven  I  bare  such  thin 
beeni  And  yet 
There  ia  ru  shads  come  u'er  the  laughing  aky  t 
•  -I  am  an  outcast  now. 

Annlme.  O  Thoo,  whoM  ways 
I  ;iauds  nuntte  Gmrfutly ;  of  all  the  blind, 
Bui  terrible,  ministen  that  work  thy  wrath, 
[lot*  Diueh  is  nun  the  fiercest I^Olhcn  know 
Their  lindts — Ycat   the   earthquakes,  and  the 


And  the  folcaBuoil — He  alone  o'erieaps 


Is  it— it  can  not  bel 

VUioria  (tlarting^  Thou  here,  pale  f^  1 
I  decm«d  thee  with  the  dead  I— Hon  hast  thou 

Tfae  easre !- Who  saved  thee,  last  of  all  thy  raO)  7 
Was  it  not  he  of  whom  I  apake  e'en  now, 
Raimond  di  Proddal 

CotutoTiet.  It  ia  enough. 
Now  the  Harm  breaks  upon  me,  and  I  sinki 
Mutt  he  too  dis7 

VUioria.  Is  it  ev'n  eol— Why  then. 
Live  on — thou  hast  the  arrow  at  th;  heart  I 
"Pii  notoD  me  thymd  reproachful  eyee," 
I  mean  not  to  betiay  thee.    Thou  may'*  live! 
Wfaysliould  death  bring  thee  his  oblivious  baliul 
I&  viiits  but  the  happy. — Didst  thou  asL 
If  Raimond  loo  must  die? — It  is  as  sure 
Aa  that  his  blood  is  on  (Ay  head,  for  thou 
Didst  win  him  lo  this  treason. 

Omtlancc,  "  When  did  man 
Call  mercy,  (reoton  7— Take  my  life,  but  save 
MynoUeRaimondl 

ViUoria.  Maiden  !"  he  moat  die. 
E'en  now  tho  youth  betiire  his  judgea  atands. 
And  they  are  men  who,  lo  the  vmca  of  prayer, 
Are  as  the  rock  is  to  the  murmured  tigh 
Of  summer-waves ;  ay,  though  a  father  ril 
On  Iheir  tribunal.    Bend  tbon  not  l<f  me. 
WbalwDuUsttboul 

Camlamx.  Mercy  I — Oh!  werl  thou  to  plead 
But  wilh  a  look,  e'en  yet  he  might  be  saved  I 
Iflhouhast  ever  loved— 

mioria.  If  I  have  loveill 

It  is  Ihal  love  fortnds  me  to  releiit) 

1  am  what  it  hath  nada  rue. — O'n  my  tool 
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L%Iiliiing  lutth  [luml,  *nU  ukied  iL    CmiU  I 

I  then  might  ptf — tint  it  will  not  be. 

Cnulanee.   OhI  thou  wilt  jet  rakal,  £>r  via- 
.lun's  heart 
'Wu  finmed  to  nifler  aod  to  mdt. 

ViUoria,  Awayl 
Why  ahauld  I  pitj  tbeel— Thou  wiH  bat  piore 
Wbit  I  h4Tt  known  licfuR — ukd  yet  I  live! 
NiiQK  ii  ■imng,  nai]  it  msy  nil  be  borne— 
The  ^k  impctienl  yvarningof  Ihe  beut 
For  that  which  b  not;  snd  the  we&ry  lenee 
or  the  (hiU  Toid,  wherewith  our  boatei  have  been 
C^rcM  by  <]eKtfa-,  yc«,  all  thingi  may  be  bontet 
Ail,  Mve  nmone. — But  1  will  not  bow  down 
My  ijarit  lo  that  dark  powei: — there  uo*  no 

Anaelmet  wberalbreilidattbDa  talk  of  guilt  1 

Anttlmo,   Ay,  thai  doth  tenntiTe  coaecience 
quicken  thooght, 
Lending  npioachM  itdce*  lo  a  bteeza 
Keen  lightnizig  to  a  leek, 

VMoHa.  Leave  me  In  peacal 
b  t  not  enough  that  I  ahnuld  hare  a  huh 
Of  thing*  than  canrt  not  mee,  all  wild  and  dark, 
And  of  unearthly  whiipen,  hauilting  mo 
With  dtead  roggeatione,  but  thai  tAy  cold  ward*, 
Old  man,  (bould  gall  me  tool— Muat  all  conipire 
Agaimtmel — Oh!  thou  beautiful  Bpirit !  wont 
To  ihine  upon  my  dreanu  with  looka  of  toie, 
Whete  arttAoutauiahedl— Wu  it  not  the  thought 
Of  tbe«  which  tuged  me  to  the  fearful  taek. 
And  witttbou  now  Ibnake  met— I  muit  aeek 
The  ifaadowy  woods  again,  for  there,  perchanco, 
Still  may  thy  leice  be  in  my  twilight-paUu : 
—Here  1  bat  meet  deapair  1  [EiU  Viilala. 

AruUiao  {te  Centlanct).  Deipair  not  Ihoit, 
Itj  daughter  1— he  that  punfiei  the  heart 
With  giief,  will  tend  it  strength. 

Cnutana  (entfcanmrinf  to  rtnue  hertclf).  Did 


COTU, 


:.  Urn 


It  be. 


Why  do  I  hngei  herel  (SAe  ritatadepart. 

AnKlrao.  Where  wouldat  tbou  go  1 
Cmatance.  To  give  theil  Mem  and  unrelenting 

A  victim  in  hii  Mead. 

Arutlvw.  Stay  I  wauldst  thou  rush 

n  certain  death  1  ' 

Comtana.  I  may  not  falter  now. 
J*  not  the  Ufa  of  woman  all  bound  up 
In  her  aOectionet— What  hath  the  to  do 
In  thi>  bleak  world  alonel-^It  may  be  well 
For  nun  on  hii  triumphal  coune  lo  move, 

ibertd  by  eoll  bonda ;  but  ue  ware  born 
For  loie  and  grief. 

Antttmo.  Thou  fair  and  gentle  Ihing, 
Unnied  to  meet  a  glance  which  doth  not  epeak 
Of  tendeinen  oi  homage  1  how  ahouldrt  dun 
Bear  the  hard  aspect  of  unpitying  men, 
Or  face  the  king  of  telron^ 

Cantiaiut.  There  is  strength 
Deep  bedded  in  our  hearts,  of  which  we  TDclr 
But  Hllle,  till  the  shafis  of  heaven  haie  pieioid 
Its  fragile  dwelling. — Must  not  earth  be  rent 
Before  her  gem*  arefoundl — Oh!  now  I  feel 
Worthy  the  generous  love  which  halb  not  shunned 
To  look  on  death  for  me !— My  heart  halh  given 
Birth  to  ai  deep  a  courage,  ami  ■  faith 
A*  high  in  Us  devotion. 

[BiitCmtCaiKt. 

Amtlmo.  She  is  gone! 

itiopeiishi — Ood  of  mercy  I  lend 
Power  lo  my  vwco,  that  so  il«  prayer  may  save 
TUb  pure  and  lofty  creature !— I  wiQ  ibilow— 
But  her  young  fbulstep  and  henuc  heart 
Will  bear  hei  todeMnictkia  faster  tu 
Than  I  can  track  her  path.  - 

lExaAntdmc 

in. — HALL  or  *  PUBLIC  lUII-DINa. 


That  ■ 


it  say 
Ite 


i*lodie1 
-fianati 


Thy  pang*  an  n 

Earth  most  have  tean ;  yet  in  a 

Faith  ma;  not  yieU  its  phtce. 

Carutatue.  Hav«  I  not  heard 
Sane  feaiM  talel— Who  said,  that  then  should 

Blood  eo  my  woatt — What  blood  1 — I  navar  boia 
Hatred,  kind  lalher,  unto  augbt  that  breathes ; 
ftumond  doth  know  it  welU-Raimond !— High 

A  bnnU  npon  me  novil — ami  be  mut  die  I 
Fn  my  nka — e'en  ibt  mioa ! 

Antdvo.  Bei  wonk  were  rtninge. 
And  bar  proud  mind  laemad   half  to  franly 


.^■Tdmnce  tbii  may  not  be  I 


Procida.  The  mran  lowenddaTkIy,butthesun 
.  hath  now, 
With  fierce  and   angry  splendour,  tlutmgh  tlw 

doudi 
Borat  foith,  as  if  impatient  lo  behold 
This,  our  high  triumph  — Lead  the  prisoner  lu. 
(Jlaimond  is  inmght  ia/elttred  and  guarded.') 
Why,  what  a  bright  and  barlea*  brow  i*  bete ! 
— I*  thin  man  guilty  1 — Look  on  him,  Monlalba  I 
Manialba.  Be  film.    Should  jnriice  &ltei  at  ■ 

pndda.  No,  thon  ny'at  woU.    Bar  eyea  an 
fiUetad, 
Or  should  be  so.    Tboti,  that  dost  all  thyHll - 

'But  no!  I  will  net  biMthe  a  traitor'*  name- 
Bpeakl  thou  art  anwgned  of  treason. 
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Vbki,  befiwe  nhom  I  ibind,  at  Juker  f  uilt, 
tn  tlw  bright  fiiu  of  Heatcn ;  knd  yma  onn  heuts 
Uive  echo  to  the  char][e.    Tour  lerj  loaki 
Have  la'en  the  (bunp  of  crime,  and  Mem  to  ebrink, 
With  >  peitnrbed  »nil  higganl  wiUnea,  back 
From  the  toOMirehini  ligbL— Why,  what  halh 

ynought 
Thii  change  on  noble  bnnil — Then  is  a  toics, 
Wilh  a  deep  aneoer,  rieing  from  the  btoad 
YoDt  hands  haie  crMly  abed  ■— Ye  are  of  thoM 
From  whom  juet  men  recoil,  wilh  curdling  "reini. 
All  thrilled  by  HIe'e  abhorrent  coiwcioiMneaa, 
And  aetnilive  feeling  of  a  mardtm'i  preacnce. 
— Awayl  come  daim  from  your  tribunil-aeat, 
Put  off  your  robee  of  Hate,  and  let  yam  mien 
Be  pals  and  humbled^  lor  ye  bear  aboM  yoa 
That  whicli  repugnant  earth  dMh  rieken  at. 
More  than  the  pestilence.— That  I  ihooid  live 
To  aeo  my  father  shrink  1 

J'neUta.  Montalba,  apeak  I ' 
There  'e  aoiDetiiing  chokes  my  niee — but  fear  me 

DOL 

Mmialba.  If  we  must  plead  to  Tindicatd  our  acta. 
Be  it  when  tboa  hail  maik  thine  own  look  clear ; 
Most  eloqaenl  youth !   What  auawer  canst  ttun: 

To  thia  our  eharge  of  tteassn  1 

Raimond.  1  will  plead 
TAof  canae  before  a  mightier  Judgment-throne, 
Where  merey  is  not  guilL    But  here,  I  feel 
Too  buoyantly  the  glory  and  the  joy 
Of  my  fiee  afarit's  whitenon ;  tor  e'en  now 
Th'enibadied  hldeouenees  of  crime  datbaeDm 
Before  me  glaring  out. — Why,  I  saw  (ftee, 
Thy  foot  upon  an  aged  warrior's  bireast, 
Tramjding  out  nature's  laat  conTulsiie  havings. 
—And  thou  -thy  ewra^ — Oh,  valiant  cMef! — u 

y« 
Red  from  tlje  unUe  stroke  which  pierced,  at  once, 
A  mother  and  the  babe,  whose  little  life  . 
Was  from  her  bdiom  drawn  < — rmmoital  deeds 
Forbanls  tohymnl 

GuUb  ((Wide).  I  look  upon  his  mien, 
And  wawr.     Can  it  he?    My  boyish  heart 
DeeBedMmBOiKible<HiceI  Away,weakthoughts1 
Why  should  I  shrink,  ai  if  the  guilt  wele  mine. 
From  lis  proud  gtancet 

ProcMo.  Oh,  thou  dimemblcr!  dioa, 
tSa  Allied  to  do^  with  Tirtue's  {^erooi  Rnali 
The  boBoW  cheek  of  coU  faypeerijy, 
Thai,  wHb  thy  gifitt  made  manifest,  I  Mn  scare* 
IMtewAee  guilty  I   Look  oii  me,  and  say 
WhOH  was  the  secret  warning  Toiee,  that  saved 
Da  Cend  with  bis  bands,  to  Join  oUr  be« 
Ana  fbrgs  new  fetters  Ibr  th'  iiulignaol  land! 
WtWSB  WW  Mr  MMbcrTl 

WiM  bath  pfoMised  ban, 
t  Bdika  tG  apfOMe  the  mank*  of  th«  dMd.) 


At  midnight  to  unEild  Palermo's  gates. 

And  welcome  in  the  foel    Who  hath  doM  ibn, 

"  ut  thou,  a  tyrant's  friend! 

K/Unumd.  Who  hath  done  thts't 
Father  I — if  1  may  call  thee  by  that  namti — 
Look,  with  thypierdngeye,  on  those  whose  smilia 
Were  maaks  that  liid  their  daggers. —  TTien,  par- 
chance, 
May  lurk  what  lores  not  light  tea  strong.  Form*, 
I  know  but  this — there  needs  no  deep  reeearoh 
To  pnve  the  troth — that  murdeien  may  be  tniitocs 
Ev'n  to  each  other. 

PT0cida{l6  Monlaiba).  His  unalteriug  cheek 
Still  Tivijly  doth  bold  its  natural  hue. 
And  hia  eye  quails  not! — Is  this  innocence  1 

Sfonialba.  No  1  'tis  th'  unshrinking  hardihood 

of  crime. 

— Thou  beaieat  a  gallanl  mien! — But  where  iishs 

Whom  thou  hast  bartered  hune  and  lite  to  aav^ 

The  fair  Froven^al  maid  1— What,  kuowest  tho« 

not 
That  this  alone  were  guilt,  to  death  airrad  1 
Was  't  not  our  law  that  he  who  spared  a  ba, 
(And  is  she  not  of  that  detested  racel] 
Should  thenceforth  be  amongst  us  u  a  Ibel 
— Where  hast  thou  borne  hier  1 — speak ! 

Raimomt.  That  Heaven,  whose  eye 
Bums  up  thy  loul  with  its  far-acuching  glance, 
Is  with  her;  she  is  safe. 

ProHda.  And  by  that  word 
Thy  doom  is  sealed.— Oh  Oodl  that  I  had  died 
Before  this  bitter  hour,  in  the  full  llrengtb 
And  glory  of  my  heart  I 


tluel 
My  bruB,  my  noble  love  1— Off  wHb  these baadk, 
Let  him  be  froe  as  air : — for  I  am  ooma 
To  be  your  victim  now. 

Ramand.  Death  baa  no  pang 
More  keen  than  this, — CHi!  whetefbteart  tboo  hwel 
I  could  have  died  n  calmly,  deemlngtbea 
Saved,  and  at  peace. 

Omttanct.  At  peace! — And  thon  bast  thoogfat 
Thus  pooriy  of  my  lore  1 — But  womsn's  breart 
Hath  strength  to  niAer  too.— Thy  fttber  dt* 
On  this  tribunal '  Raimond,  which  ii  bel 
ABtmomf .  My  Jathar ! — who  hath  hilled  thy  plk> 
(le  heart 
Withdtat  fi^sebapeT— Bdoved!  gale  BTtNiiid-t 
See,  if  thine  eye  can  trace  a  father'aaou] 
In  Uie  dark  VriA*  bent  on  ua. 
Oinitance  (i^UrtameMtytxamtiiingthfinm* 
tauauxiBfau  jttdgn,JWt  at  Ouflel  tf  iW 
cMs).  Thou  ail  be  I 
Nay,  torn  thon  not  away ! — Ibr  I  \mbtU 
,  Thy  ptoud  lip  qmnr,  and  a  wMary  mnt 


,9  lizedoy  Google 


THE  VESPERS  OF  PALERMO. 


PtM  o'er  thj'  Iranbled  eye ;  tni  Ihca  I  knew 
Tboa  wert  hie  ftther  I— Span  him'— take  mg  lUh ! 
In  tniih  a  irorthleu  ncriSoe  G>r  hw,  f 

But  jet  mine  ■]].— Oh !  he  baih  Mill  la  na 
A  long  bright  nee  of  gloij. 

Raimvnd.  CafMtanea,  pMAI 
I  look  apon  thee,  and  n;  biling  tnut 

Cotttlanct  (itUt  addreiriitg  Prvada).  Oh,  yet 

Irtwu  bii  crime  to  rescue  me,  behold 
I  oome  to  be  the  Monement  I    Let  him  Hra 
To  crown  thine  tp  with  hononr. — In  diy  beoft 
There'*  ■  drep  conflict;  bat  great  natore  piradi 
With  an  o'eroiMlering  Tokt,  tad  Aoa  »9t  ylaU 
—Tboa  art  his  father  I 
Frarida  (q/br  a  poiueV  Malflei^  Umo  'rt  A»- 
eelved! 
I  an  ae  calm  u  that  dead  panae  of  natore 
En  the  tbll  Ihuailer  bunt*,— A  Judge  t*  not 
Father  or  ftiend.    Who  calla  thi>  man  my  tan  % 
— 3tji  ion  I — Ay  I  tboa  hii  mother  proudly  ndad — 
Bnt  iha  nai  noble  \ — Trailora  rtand  alona, 
LoDMiI  from  all  tiet.— Why  ifaodd  I  triSe  Aul 


ayl 


BainunuHrtaTtingfiraMTtf).  And  whilbert 
ManlaOti.  Unio  death. 
Why  ahoold  aho  hve  when  all  her  race  han  pe- 

riahedT 
Cnufaiui  (tttdiijig  {nlo  the  amu  ^  IfainuinS). 

Raimond,  Ikrewell  I — Oh  t  when  thy  Mar  bath 

To  its  bright  noon,  fbrget  ntit,  bm  bebred, 
I  died  fix  thee! 

Ralmmd.  HtghHeavenrdicitiKeattbeieddnga; 
Awl  yet  endorcft  them  !~Shalt  tboa  die  lor  me, 
Poreit  and  lotdieat  bung  1 — but  our  lata 
Mar  not  diiiile  na  long.    Her  cheek  ia  odid — 
Bet  deep  blue  eye*  an  clDaed-^Should  tbii  be 

death! 
— irihua,  there  yet  were  meity  I— Father,  IhlhBrI 
i*  thy  heart  hnmui  t 

Praeida.  Bear  bar  bene*,  I  uyl 
Why  mwt  my  aoul  be  torn  1 

JiuehM,  Now,  sy  Ifaii  ilgn 
Of  BesTcn'*  preruting  Ine,  ye  ihatl  bcC  burrn 
One  ringlet  of  ber  head. — How  I  1*  than  not 
Eootigh  of  blood  upon  yoor  borthened  Mula  1 
WiQ  not  the  vinoin  of  your  mUitlgllt  cauoh 
B«  w3d  and  dcik  enough,  bot  ye  muM  heap 
Clime  upon  crime  T — Beyaeonlenti — joordnaM*, 
YoBT  councila,  and  your  banqnathig*,  wifl  y*t 
Ba  haunted  by  the  Tinee  wMeh  doth  not  rinp, 
E'en  though  tfaa  nimid  b*  ipawd  I— OoyHwoa, 

looknpl 
TbMibakiMtdk. 


Baiwumd.  Obi  death  e'en  new  hath  ndod 
The  light  of  her  ntt  beaulj.  Waka,  mr  hwo ! 
Wake  at  my  voice  J 

AvcMa.  Anaelim,  lead  her  faenoe, 
And  let  her  live,  but  never  meet  my  ngbt 
— Begone !— My  heart  will  bunt 

Raimond.  Ooa  laat  embraoe  I 
— Again  life'*  TDte  ti  opening  on  her  dWet ) 
Yet  muM  we  part.    Bo  lore  ii  crtubed  on  eartb '. 
Bat  tiiere  are  brighlal  world*  t-^Biewell,  Ihnwell ! 
{Be  glva  /itr  to  Iht  ean  <tf  Anntnui:) 

OnufonM  {ilevlji  rtemtring).  Tbe»  ww  ■ 
voice  wbieli  called  me.    Am  I  not 
A  (piiit  fi«ed  Tnat  earth  1    Have  I  not  pnamd 
The  Uttemea*  of  death  t 

Aiuavu.  Oh,  hMte  away  ! 

Cenitanai.  Teal  Raimond caO* me.    Betook 
Nieaaed 
FiWn  hia  colli  bondage.    We  are  free  at  laM, 
And  all  ta  weU — Away  < 

(Su  it  led  Old  hg  Antalmo.) 

Ridmimd.  The  pang  ia  o'er, 
And  I  hue  bnt  to  die. 

Monlaiba.  Now,  SwUa, 
Comea  thy  great  taak.  Wakeiaummontothinaaid 
All  tby  deep  (dqI'b  I 


Forth 


prononnea 

ne  aentence  of  Ihy  eon.     It  reat*  with  thea. 

JVocUo.  HalhaU-Men'abaaiaaba^beaf 

aoftar  mould 

Than  in  the  elder  time.    Fatbeia  eoald  deem 

Their  ehlMren  then  with  an  unUtering  v«io*^ 

Inmbla  tha*  t    l*lt  oat  aald, 
That  natun  grow*  degenerate,  earth  b«fag  mw 
So  full  of  dayel 
Mviaa&^  Rohm  op  thy  mighty  heait. 
iVorido.  Ay,  than  atye^  ligfct.    ThawJatM* 
*oul*  which  tower 
Ai landmark* to aanktntL  Wall, whal%thata*h1 

-Thenia  a  man  to  be  condNmiad,  yon  a^  1 
I*  he  then  guilty? 

m.  ThUB  we  deem  rf  hint 
With  one  accord. 
Pracirfo.  And  hath  banonghtlapleadl 
Raimand.  Nought  but  a  aoul  umtakML 
Pncida.  Why,  that  ia  Utla. 
Iain*  on  lb*  *oul  are  but  a*  i.ii»Uumi  deama 
them, 
AM  «onK3aaDe-na7  ba  naMd.— Bill,  ftr  ihi* 

, Wa*  t  not  the  piMliy  iB)MiBid  ««  noi, 
E'en  from  ereatioa'i  dawn,  IkalbaMait'diaf 

thuB  Dating  giiil « tatMoi 
Untoetanal  jaattoe;  andwe  bo* 
Obey  Heavaii^  anmiltte,  Hhan  <*a  etit  dMk  **tA 
To  Ih'  detnenl*  liran  aaMO^tt  dL-A  It  wl 
B«oh  beUt  daaml-4  bntiaiU    Ay.Mwn* 
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U  girt  with  kdunuit,  wbou  cold  Height  <kth  pren 
Ita  (jutMngt  iown. — Off!  lot  ma  tmtha  in  tJree- 

— MoantBioa  in  on  m;  bnutl    {He  tinki  bade.) 
Mimtalba.  Guutlt,  ben  the  piiMmet 

Back  to  hia  dangcoD. 
Baimond.  Ftl^i  oh,  look  vp; 

Thou  It  mj  father  Ui]ll 

Oaido  (leaving  ihi  Tribunal,  IhTom  himte{fen 
lh4-n£cktif  Raivutnd).  Oh!  Rumond,  lUi- 

irit  iboolil  be  that  I  haie  wrongod  ihee,  uy 
Thoa  dad  forgive  me. 

Saimand.  Friend  of  1117  roong  dija, 
6d  Joay  ■ll'^tjing  Heareat 

(Jtaiaumd  it  led  mit.) 

PreMa.  WluM  n^  wu  Iball 
When  ii  het — gonal — now  I  aa.y  biuthe  once 

!n  ths  Erne  aitof  beaven.    Let  lu  away. 

\BiettT\t  ornneM. 


ACT  THE  FIFTH. 


Pndda.  (gating  npm  him  earaeitly).  Can 
be  tben  thepl — Th'  o'enbadowiDg  nigbt 


OfwakefidDeaa  and  rest;  yet  hath  not  ateep 
Sat  on  mma  syslidi  dnce — but  thia  availa  no 
— AndtbiM  Aealombanl — "Why,  thia  mien  doth 

Aa  if  ita  aool  wero  but  one  lofty  thought 

or  B£  immortal  deetinyl" — Ui  brow 

la  calm  a*  waTea  wfaereon  the  midnight  huTeni 

Am  imtged filantly. — Wakt^  Raimond,  waiie! 

Thy  Rat  ia  deep. 

Raimond  (ttarting  up).  My  &tbei: — Wheie- 
ftnbeiet 
I  am  prepared  id  die,  yet  would  I  not 
Fan  by  %  hand. 

pTOcida.  Twai  not  for  thit  I  came. 

Raiiumd.    Then  wherefcml— and  upon  thy 
lofty  orow 
Why  bnma  the  tnnbled  Boabl 

Pneida.  Perebaooo  'til  abame. 
tta  I  it  may  well  be  ahama  1— for  I  bare  atHrea 
With  nature  a  feebleneaa,  and  been  o'erpowered. 
— fiowa'iritbe,  ^ia  notfbrMee  to  gaie, 
Noting  it  thoa.    Riia,  let  lu  looee  thy  chaina. 
Alfaa,  attdMlow  ma;  b(4  let  tbj  atep 
VM  whbodt  Bamtd  on  earth;  T  haie  pic^rad 
I'ha  nrana  te  thj  eeMfth 


Ilaimmd.  What!  Iluntl  tbe  austere. 
The  tofleiible  Frodda  t  hait  lluni  done  thia, 
Deling  me  guih;  ■tilll  1. 

Proeida.  Upbndd  ma  noti 
It  ia  even  ao,    There  have  been  nobler  de«da 
By  Roman  fithem  done, — but  I  am  weak. 
Tberefbre,  again  I  aay,  ariae  I  anil  haale. 
For  tbe  night  wanea.    Thy  fugitiie  coune  mnal 

be 
To  realmi  beyond  the  deep ;  ao  let  na  part 
In  ailence,  and  forever. 

Raimond.  Let  h  im  By 
Wbohold*  nodeepaj^lum  in  hUbreaat, 
Wherein  to  abetter  from  lbs  acoBk  of  men  I 
— I  can  ^eep  calmly  here. 

Pndda.  Art  thun  in  lora 
With  death  and  infamy,  that  ao  thy  choica 
la  made,  lost  boy!  when  rreodomcourtathygtaapl 

Raimond.  Father '.  to  aet  th'  irreiocabEa  >enl 
Upon  Ibat  aiiame  wherewith  ye  liave  branded  ms^ 
There  needa  bat  ffiglit    What  ihould  1  bear  fiom 

thia. 
My  natire  Uod  l—h.  blighted  name,  to  tie* 
And  part  me,  with  ita  dark  remembrances. 
Pot  ever  from  Ibe  aanahine !— O'ermy  aoul 
Bright  ■badowingi  of  a  nobler  deatiny 
Float  in  dim  beauty  through  tbegloom;  but  hen, 
On  earth,  my  hopes  are  closed. 

Proeida.  Thy  hope*  are  cloeed  1 
And  what  vrere  they  to  mine! — Thon  wilt  not  fly' 
Why,  let  all  traitoia  flock  to  thee,  and  leam 
Mow  proudly  guilt  can  talk  1 — Let  fathera  rear 
Their  oSspring  benc^ith,  ai  the  free  wild  binli 
FoatcT  ibeir  young ;  when  theae  can  mount  alone, 
Dinolving  nature'i  bondii — why  ahould  it  not 
Be  BO  with  oal 

Paimond.  Ob,  Father !— Now  I  ted 
What  high  prerogativea  belong  to  death. 
Ha  hath  a  deep,  though  Toiceleaa  eloquence, 
To  which  I  leave  my  cauio.    "  Hia  niemn  veil 
Doth  with  myateriouB  beauty  clothe  our  viituea. 
And  m  ita  raat,  oblirioui  folda,  for  ever 
Give  teller  to  our  faulla."    When  I  am  gone, 
The  miata  of  poaaion  which  have  dimmed  my  name 
Will  melt  like  day-dieama ;  and  my  memory  then 
Will  be — not  what  H  iheuid  have  been — for  1 
Moat  pan  without  my  fiuns— but  yet,  unatained 
Aa  a  dear  morning  dew^diop.    Oh  I  the  grave 
Hath  rights  inviolate  asaeaDCtuary's, 
And  they  ahould  be  my  own ! 

Proeida.  Now,  by  juit  Heaven, 
I  will  not  thoa  be  tortured  I — Were  my  heart 
Bat  of  thy  guilt  or  uinooenee  aaaured, 
I  could  be  calm  again.    "  But,  in  thic  wild 
Suapenee, — thii  conflict  and  vtciantude 
Of  oppo^  leelingB  and  con victiooa— What. 
Hath  it  been  mine  to  temper  and  to  bend 
All  spirita  to  my  paipoee;  have  I  raised 
With  a  eevne  and  paaODnleea  ener^. 
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TTim  fluctniito,  u  4  feeUe  reed,  the  team 
And  plaything  of  the  win  Ja  1" — Ltwit  on  me,  boj ! 
Oidlt  asm  <]>reil  to  mint  then  ejet,  uul  bnp 
Ita  heut'i  duk  wcrttckiae.  Oh,  plying  Huven! 
Bprak  lo  my  ■nil  with  eonia  dread  ortcl«, 
And  tdl  me  which  ii  Inith. 

Raimimd.  I  will  not  pl«d.' 
Iwill  nut  oil  th'  Omnipotent  In  Mttt 
My  innocence,    Ko,  ftllier,  in  Ihy  heut 
I  know  D^  birthright  ahall  be  eoon  Retored; 
Tbeielbra  I  luA  to  deUh,  ukI  hid  tbee  ipeed 
The  great  ttiKjTer. 

Pracida.  OhI  my  «on,  my  nn  I 
We  will  not  put  io  wnlh  I— the  stemnt  heuta, 
WitbiD  their  pnnid  and  guarded  futneaea, 
Hide  MMnethiiig  ftiH,  round  which  theii  lendiili 

With  a  doae  gruf,  nnkiMiwii  lo  Ihoae  who  dien 
Tbrir  love  in  uDilet.  And  nieh  wert  thoa  to  mel 
The  all  which  taught  um  that  my  ■oni  wai  caet 
In  utDie^  moald,— And  I  mort  now  bold  en 
My  dnolate  coom  alone  1— Why,  be  H  thm! 
He  that  doth  guido  a  nation'i  atar,  ehoutd  dweD 
High  o'er  the  dotida  m  regal  nUtode, 
Saffident  lo  himaelC 

Atttmeiuf.  Yet,  on  that  nuoRiii, 
When  irith  her  hright  wings  glorjc  ehadow*  tbee, 
Forget  not  him  who  coldly  aleepe  beneath, 
Yet  might  have  foared  u  high  1 

Pncidtt,  No,  fear  thou  not! 
Tboo  It  be  remembemd  long.    The  eanker-wohn 
O'  th*  heart  is  ne'er  forgotten. 

RtthmnuL  "Ohl  not  thoa- 
I  woold  not  th'oi  be  tbonght  of," 

Protidt.  Let  me  deem 
A^in  Oat  thou  on  bow !— tor  tby  bright  looke, 
"n^  Clorioin  mien  of  fearliume—  and  Inilb, 
Tlkea  would  not  haunt  me  u  Ih'  aTenging  powen 
Followed  the  penicida^Farewell.  ftnwell '.    . 
I  bare  no  lean — Oh !  Ihu  thy  modiar  looked. 
When,  wilh  a  mi,  yet  halFtiiunphanl  nnile, 
AH  radiant  with  deep  meaning,  fino  her  deallk'bed 
Bm  gave  thee  to  my  anm. 

Bamaud.  Now  doaih  hat  loat 
ffieetiog,  moe  Ihon  belivr'at  me  inaocant. 

Prcada  {mldifi.     lllw  innoeenl!— Am  I  tbj 
murderer  Ibaat 
Away .  I  tell  thee  than  bait  mads  my  name 
A  aeotn  to  laen ! — No !  I  will  act  fiugiie  Ihee  t 
Animtlr-What!  the  blood  of  Prodda 
HDing  a  traiur'a  icim!— Lei  the  earth  drink  it; 
71m,  wDoUit  nceiTe  our  loeil— bat  IbeytfaaU 

meel 
Ftam  thy  perfidioin  lip  a  welcoow,  oold 
Aa  daelfa  ean  make  it — Go,  prepare  tby  mil  I 

JfaMMad,  Father!  yet  bear  me! 


■Pronida.  No!  thoo  'rt  (killed  lo  make 
E'en  (hame  look  fair, — Why  ehdnid  I  linger  thai  "i 
{poing  to  Uate  thepritanfit  turnM  back  fir  a 

If  then  bo  aught — {f  aoghl — lor  which  thoa 

FoigJTenne  not  of  me,  but  that  dnad  power 
From  whom  no  heart  ia  ttaki — delay  thou  not 
Thy  prayer: — Time  huriie*  on. 

Raimemd,  I  am  prepared. 

Pncida.  'Tie  welL  [Exit  PraMa. 

Baimond.    Men  talk  of  toftunl — Can  the; 

Upon  the  eendtlTe  and  abrinking  liranM, 
Half  the  mind  beara,  and  Una  7— My  q>irit  feeb 
Bewildered;  on  it*  powera  tbia  twilight  gloom 
Hanga  like  a  weight  of  earth. — It  ibould  be  Euom ; 
Why,  then,  perchance,  a  beam  of  Hearen'a  iMigfat 

Halh  [uerced,  ere  now,  the  gratiiig  of  my  dungeon, 
Telling  of  hope  and  oiercy  1 

[BxU  inU  an  inner  etO, 

aaxt  It.— a  ITBEET  OF  »lLIUia 

Haa J  CmZENB  aBunUat 

,fVrif  Citixen.    The  morning  breaki ;  bb  linM 

Wdlhebeledthiawayl 

^aottd  OUite»,  Ay,  ao  'tie  laid, 
To  die  Iielbre  that  gale  through  which  he  pnrpoaeil 
The  toe  ahould  enter  in. 

TTtird  COiten.  'Twai  a  vile  plot! 
And  yet  1  would  nyhandi  were  pure  ei  hie 
From  the  deep  atoin  of  Uood.    Didft  hear  the 

I'  ih'  ail  laat  nightt 

Second    CMien.    Since    the  great  woA   id 
ilaughCer, 
Who  bath  not  beard  them  duly,  at  tboee  hoora 
Which  riinuld  be  ailentl 

TTiird  OttCaen.  Ohl  the  tuxM  mingling. 
The  terrible  mimicry  of  human  Tofcea, 
In  erery  nund  which  to  the  heart  doth  ipeok 
Of  wd  and  death. 

Setmd  Citinn.  Ay.thenwaawoman'aahrai 
And  pierdng  err;  and  the  low  feeble  wail 
Of  dying  infanta;  and  the  half^uppmaoad 
Deep  groan  of  man  in  his  laat  agoniea! 
And  now  and  then  there  ewiJled  upon  the  bieew 
Strange,  aafoge  bunia  of  laughter,  wilder  tax 
Than  all  the  mt. 

FirtI  GHien.  Ofour  own  fele,  perchance 
Tbeee  awAil  inidniglit  waiUnga  may  be  deemed 
An  orainoua  prophecy. — Kiontd  Franoe  regain 
Ber  power  omongat  oa,  doubt  not,  we  ahall  hava 
Stem  leekoaen  to  account  with.— Bark ! 

(^TTutmndiiflntmpelt heard  aldtatm.t.i 

Seamd  CitUen.  'Twei  but 
A  TUihing  of  the  breCM 
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Third  CUt^eit.  B'oD  now,  'tu  nU, 
Tb«  boMib  bwula  kftpnuch. 
^T%etaimditluartlgTadiiaaj/draubignt 

Second  Ciliten.  Agaio  1— thtt  wund 
Wu  no  Uliuion.  Nausr  jet  it  nrdli — 
Tbej  OHOB,  the?  coma ! 


Pncida.  The  foe  u  it  jour  gate* ; 
B  at  heuta  ukd  huid*  piepuvJ  aholl  meet  hia  0 
Why  an  ja  lotaring  here  1 

CUUau.  My  lorJ,  vecauM— 

A-orido.  Thiok  ys  I  know  not  wfaerafimt — 

A  fellow-being  dia  '.—Aj,  1i>  a  ^bt 

Man  broi  to  look  on,  •ml  tba  tandeiert  heuta 

Racoil,  uid  yet  withdraw  not,  from  tha  Kana. 

For  tliit  ye  aama — Wh&t  I  la  oar  nature  Berce, 

Or  ia  there  that  in  mortal  aflcmy, 

From  which  the  aoul,  exulting  in  ita  atrength, 

Doth  learn  imiMrtal  iaaaona?— Hence,  and  aim 

E^  the  night  dewi  deacand,  ya  wiU  have  leen 

Enon^  <rf  death ;  lor  ttiii  muat  ha  a  day 

Of  battle  I — 'Tia  tba  kour  wMah  troobled  aoala 

Delight  in,  Ibi  ila  nuhii^  ■torma  an  winga 

Which  bear  tham  up  1 — Arm;  arm  1  'tia  tor  jonr 

And  til  that  lenda  them  loTellnea^— Away  I 

\EitunL 


RAIMONII.    ANBELHtX 

Baimend.  And  Coaatanca  than  ia  aafe  I— He»- 
vanbkBthea^fklheri 
Good  angela  bear  auch  comfort. 

Aiutlmo.  I  baie  found 
A  aafe  aaylnm  tor  thine  hoooared  Ion, 
Wbeie  aha  may  dwell  until  aerener  days, 
With  Saint  Rontia'a  geoilgatdaiigbUn;  6»m 
Wboae  hallowed  office  ia  to  land  the  bed 
or  pain  and  death,  and  aooth  the  parting  KKit 
-  With  their  loft  bymna :  and  ttwre&»  ate  thay 
•ailed 
"Siatersof  Meicy." 

Raknimd.  Oh  I  that  name,  my  Conatance, 
Befita  tbae  well  I    E'en  in  oar  happieat  daya, 
There  waa  a  depth  of  lander  penaireneaa, 
Far  in  thine  eyea*  dark  amn,  apeakipg  avar 
Of  jabr  and  nuld  grief    la  die  at  peaoal 

Aiatlma.  Alaa!  what  ^nld  laayt 

Raimimd.  Whydyiaaki 
Knowing  tha  deep  a«d  full  deTOtednaat 
or  her  young  heart'*  afleclioaial— Ok '" 
Of  my  untimely  fate  will  haunt  her  dnania, 
Which *liauldha*e been eotnnqoilt  Andhraaonl, 
Whoae  atiength  waa  bat  tba  lofty  gift  of  lo*e, 
K«Mi  onto  d^th  will  acftaD. 

Anulmo.  All  that  bith 
Can  field  oToomfbrt,  ahaU  aaaoage  bn  woe*i 


And  atill,  whale'er  tMliJe,  (he  light  of  Hoaieu 
Rarta  on  bM  gentle  heart.    But  Ibou,  my  aoDl 
lathy  young  apiril  maatered  and  prepared 
Ff r  nature'a  fearTal  and  myaterioua  change  1 

Bainumd.  Ay,fatlMi!  ofmjbriefremainingtatk 
The  leaat  part  ia  to  die !— And  yet  tba  cup 
Of  lile  atill  mantled  brightly  to  my  lipa; 
Crowned  with  that  apaikling  bubble,  whoaepnmd 

It — gkxy ! — Oh !  lag  aool,  from  boyhood'a  mora, 
Hath  nuned  adeh  mighty  dreamat— It  waa  my  hope 
To  leave  a  name,  whoaa  acho,  bom  tha  abyia 
ma  should  riaa,  end  Boat  npon  tba  winda, 
Into  the  far  hereafter :  there  to  be 
A  Irumpet-aound,  a  ncuce  trom  tha  ileap  lomfa^ 
Murrannng— Awake  I — Ariee  I — But  thia  ia  paal  I 
Erewhile,  and  it  hadaeemad  enough  of  ebamiv 
To  aleep,^gtiUen  in  the  duit — but  now 
— Oh  God ! — tho  tkndying  reeonl  t£  my  giavs 
WiU  be, — Here  aleepe  a  traitor  1 — O  oe,  whom  crime 
Waa— lodeem  biawe  men  might  find  noUar  areapMia 
Than  tba  cold  mnnk[ei'a  digger  t 

AnaeJnw.  Oh,  my  eon. 
Subdue  tkeaa  troubled  thougbta  I    Then  wooUal 

not  change 
Thy  kit  fertheira,  o'er  whoae  dark  dreanaa  Trill  bang 
Theatanging  ahadowa.w  hich  the  Uooitetaiaed  ami 
Doth  conjure  from  the  dead  t 

Raimond.  Thou  'rt  righL    1  would  not. 
Yet  'tia  a  weaiy  taak  to  achool  the  heart, 
Ere  yean  or  grie&  have  tamed  ila  Gary  afuiit 
Into  that  atill  and  paaaiie  fortitude, 
Which  Ia  bat  teamed  &om  aufiering.    Would  Uw 

To  huah  theaapBaoanala  tbroblongB  were  at  bandl 
Anidvu}.  It  will  not  he  to-day.    Haat  tbou  not 

beard- 
— But  no — the  ruah,  the  trampling,  and  the  at^ 
Of  tliis  great  dly,  arming  in  her  haate, 
Pierce  not  thcae  dungeoo-deptha.    The  £m  bath 

taaebad 
Out  galea,  and  all  Palermo'*  youth,  and  all 


In  that  high  hope  whiuh  makes  lealitiaB, 
To  tba  red  field.    Thy  fklher  leada  tbem  on. 
Raimond  (ttartiJig  Mp),  They  are  goneiUthl 
my  father  leaib  them  on ! 
A]l,aUPaJermtfayDUth!— Nol  onaialeft. 
Shot  eutfniniglory'a  race  1 — They  are  goiMfbrthI 
—Ay  1  now  the  aoul  of  battle  ia  abroad, 
It  bumaapon  the  airl — The  joyooa  winda 
Are  toenng  wanior-plumea,  the  proud  while  foara 
Of  baltle'e  roaring  Ullowa! — On  myaight 
Thevlnon  burate — it  maddens  t  'tis  the  flauhl 
The  Eghtning-ahock  of  lances,  and  the  cloud 
Of  mahing  arrows,  and  the  broad  full  blasa 
Of  hehnela  in  the  aun !— The  very  aleed 
With  hia  majestic  lider  glorying  aharca 
The  hour's  stern  joy,  aiul  waves  bis  floating  ma-ie 
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Ewi  iKiir — uul  I  am  bs» ! 
AiutlMt.  Alu.  be  calm  I 
To  tbe  now  gnm  ;■  proi/— IkM  tkatdnt  pin 
Bemath  &  ii«igtit  of  cbaiDi,  and  tli^  Ihat  ink 
The  fbitunea  ol'  (tie  fight 

•    The  calot  IboD  wauUM  impart,  fiv  aalo  the* 
All  men  alike,  tbe  wurnor  asd  ihe  ■!•>«, 
Srcoi,  ae  thou  <ajM,  but  piljtiiim,  prming  an 
To  (be  iBine  bourne.     Yet  call  it  not  tbe  HDia  I 
7%eir  gnie^  who  Ui  in  thi*  day's  Sght,  nU  be 
Ai  altsn  Is  their  couitry,  vislail 
B;  ftithen  with  their  chiUien,  bearing  wreath*, 
Ami  chanting  hfmni  in  honour  of  the  deail; 
WiO  mine  be  mtehl 

vnrORU  rabM  lo  wUflr,  ■  If  pnawd. 

ruteria.  AnnlQw  t  art  thoa  leund  1 
Hute,  hute,  or  all  ia  hut    Perchance  thj  Tue 
Whereby  the j  deem  Heaien  apealu,  thj  lifted  cioaa, 
And  prophet-mien,  may  etay  the  fugitiiea, 
Or  abame  (hem  back  to  die. 

Antclmo.  The  fugitives  1 
What  worda  ore  Ihna  1— the  som  of  3M:ily 
Fly  not  belere  tbe  foe  1 

VUtttria.  That  I  ihoutd  ny 
It  ia  too  trae  I 

Jiuelao.  And  thou— tbon  bleedeel,  laity) 

rutoHa,  Peace  I  heed  not  me,  when  Sicily  ia 
ket: 
I  Mood  open  the  walla,  and  walcheil  our  bandi, 
Aa,  with  their  ancient,  royal  banner  apread, 
OnwBid  they  marched.    The  combat  waa  bepjn, 
Tbe  fieiy  impulse  given,  and  valiant  men 
Bad  sealed  theii  freedam  with  their  blood — when 

kl 
That  fake  Albert!  led  hk  recreant  vanali 
To  join  th'  tnvadei'a  hoit. 

Raiaund.  Hk  country'*  clUM 
ReM  on  the  akie  lor  ever  I 

VaioHa.  Thendtetntrt 
E'en  of  tbeir  nobler  leaden,  and  dlamay, 
That  (will  centagicHi,  on  Palermo'!  bands 
Came,  likea  deadly  bUght  Tbey  fled !— Obahame ! 
E'en  now  tbey  fly  1 — Ay,  thiongh  the  city  galea 
They  ruab,  as  if  all  Etna'i  bumii^  •beams 
Pnnued  their  TiinKad  steps  I 

Satvumd.  Thou  hait  not  namsd 
Their  ci^f— Di  Piodda— fli:  doth  ngt  fly. 

YUtarta.  No!  like  a  kin^y  lion  in  the  IoUj^ 
Daring  the  hnnten  yet,  he  proudly  atrirea 
But  all  in  tmh  1    The  few  that  breast  the  storm, 
With  Guido  and  Montalba,  by  hia  ude,  I 

Fkght  but  ftir  gravel  upon  the  baltle-field. 

Ratmoiid.  And  I  am  Asnf-~eiwII  there  ba 
power,  O  Qod  I  { 

In  the  loiued  eatrgies  irf  fierce  despair, 
Tb  btuW  ng  hawt    waclnot  tereitilmy«liaina1  , 


Oh,  for  one  moment  of  the 
TaaellhasCningmanfrael 

ViUaria  {/tflar  gasing  vjian  Ain  tarntMllf). 
Why,  'twere  a  deed 

Worthy  the  feme  and  bleBing  of  all  time, 
To  loosa  thy  bend*,  thon  son  of  PmeiJa  I 
Tboti  art  DO  trailor : — from  thy  kindled  brow 
l>ook>  out  thy  lofly  soul !— Ariie  !  go  forth  I 
rouse  tbe  noble  heart  of  Sicily 
high  deeds  again.     Anaelmo,  borte; 
Unbind  him !    Let  my  ipirit  itilt  prevail, 
Ere  1  depart — for  tbe  strong  hand  of  death 

(fAe  rinkj  back  agaiiut  a  pSlir.) 
>.  Oh  Heaven!  tbe  life-blood  otnuun* 
Past  from  thy  iKart — thy  troubled  eyes  grow  dim. 
Who  hath  done  this  7 

VilloTia.  Before  the  gate*  I  stood, 
]d  in  the  name  of  him,  the  loved  and  lost. 
With  whom  I  soon  ebatl  be,  oU  vainly  itiove 
To  stay  the  shameful  flight    Then  from  the  t», 
Praught  with  my  summons  to  hie  newlcas  luoM^ 
Came  Ibe  fleet  shaft  which  [oerced  me. 

Anielmo.  Yet,  oh  yet, 
It  may  not  be  loo  late.    Help,  help  I 

Vittoria.  Away! 
Bright  k  the  hour  which  brings  me  liberty  I 

(^AtUndardt  mjer.) 
Haste,  be  those  feUen  riven !— Uiidiar  the  gates, 
And  set  tbs  captive  free! 

( "nt  AttendanU  seem  Is  AenJats.) 
Knowyenot  fter 
Who  shonld  have  worn  your  country's  diadem! 
AttendanU.  Oh,  lady,  we  obey. 
(TA^^oie^Aa^uiufseilaiR*.  Bttjiringt 
up  extdtingljf.) 
Raimond.  la  thk  no  dr««m7 
-Mount,  eagle  I  thou  art  free  I — Shall  I  then  ifi^ 
Not  'n^st  the  mockery  of  iniulting  cmwdi. 
But  on  the  field  of  banoen,  where  the  brave 
Are  Btrivmg  (br  an  LmmortalUy  1 
— Il  is  e'en  eol — Now  for  bright  arms  of  pnwl, 
A  belm,  a  keen-adged  falchion,  and  e'en  yet 
My  lather  may  be  saved '. 

Yittoria.  Away,  be  strcng ! 
And  let  thy  battle-words,  to  mle  tbe  stoini, 
Be— Omrmfinf  (ArusJlc*  OMLf 

Oh!  ibr  onebooroflilb 
To  hear  that  name  blent  with  th'  exulting  sbom 
Of  victcoy! — 't  wiU  not  be  I— A  mightier  power 
Doth  summon  me  away. 

.  To  purer  worlds 
Baise  thy  last  thoughts  in  bops. 

Viitoria.  Yes!  Ae  u  there. 
All  glorious  in  hk  beauty)  Cooradinl 
Death  parted  Mm — and  death  shall  re-unitel 
— He  will  not  «ay! — it  k  all  darkness  now! 
Night  gathers  o'er  my  qank  IjSi*  dim  > 

4Mtdm»-  8t«kgoiMl 
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It  u  u  avrfid  boor  whioh  dilli  ihe  bcnrt 
Ttut  beat  >o  piooJljonca.— Have  mere;,  HoTen  I 
[Be  kmtU  baide  her.) 
(TTt*  teem  cliMet.) 


SICILIANS  RjInEtunniluunilrUnnrdgllMGUab 
Vmca^iBiOiotd).  Montjoy!  Mantjoj  I  St.  Den- 
nis for  Anjou! 
PiDTriijiiIi,  on  I 

SialiaTw.  Vlj,  fly,  01  lU  it  tost! 
^Raiviond  appeara  in  the  gateway^  anrtedj  and 
carrying  a  6ann*r.) 
Rai-numd.  Back,  back,  I  uy !  y«  men  of  SIcil;  I 
AH  ia  not  lost !  Oh  ahninc  i—A  few  brave  heart* 
In  Bucb  >  cause,  tre  now,  have  ert  their  brea«l» 
Agaimt  the  tu«h  of  thoueande,  and  lustained, 
And  made  the  ihock  rccoil.—Aj,  man,  free  man. 
Stilt  to  be  called  ao,  hath  achieieil  >ucb  denli 
As  heaven  and  earth  have  marvelled  at ;  and  (ouli, 
Whose  spark  yet  dumber)  with  tlie  days  to  come. 
Shall  bum  to  hear:  transmitting  brightly  thus 
Freedom  ftoro  race  to  race ! — Back !  or  prepai*, 
Amidst   your  hearths,  joar  bowers,  your  very 

To  Uecd  and  die  in  vain  I — Turn,  follow  me  1 

Conradin,  Conradin  I — for  Sidly 

Hi*  fiuiit  Gghia  I — Remember  Conradin  1 

(  T^ey  begin  to  Toili/  around  him.) 
Ay,  thi*  i*  well  I— Now  follow  me,  and  charge  I 
ne  Provenfolt  ruth  in,  but  are  npultd  iy 
Ote  SieiHatu.) 

[Exeunt. 

■WNTALBA  mun  wmnded,  and  Hi^nnsd  bf  SAIHOND, 
vbosi  bee  kg  conoaM  li;  his  Mihl 
Raimorut.  Here  rest  thee,  warrior. 
Montatba.  Rett,  ay,  ctfalh  la  rat, 
A  rtd  such  will  soon  be  mine — But,  thank*  (o  thee, 
1  shall  not  die  >  captive.    Brave  Sicilian  I 
These  tip*  are  alt  unused  to  aoothing  won)*. 
Or  I  should  bless  tho  valour  which  hath  won 
Fur  my  laat  hour,  the  pronJ  free  solitude 
Wbetewith  my  soul  would  gird  itaelf.— Thy  name? 
Raimand.  'TwillbeDomuuctothineear,  Mon- 
Utba. 
G.itc— residit  thu*1 

(He  l\flt  the  vitor  tjfhii  helmtt.) 
Montalba.  Raimond  di  Prodda! 
Haimeni.  Thou  hait  punned  me  with  a  Intter 
bale 
But  fare  thee  Weill  Heaven's  pence  be  with  thy 

■odt 
1  mait  away — One  gloriou*  eflbtt  more 
And  thi*  pmud  Gekl  ii  won ! 

{Exit  Saimond. 
MomaOa.  AmlthnahumUedl 
tJnir  niT  heait  rink*  within  me  I  But  'Ii*  dsatli 


(And  he  can  tame  the  nuj^tiest)  hath  subdued 
My  towering  nature  thus !— Yet  ii  he  welcome 
That  youth — 'twaa  in  his  [Ride  he  rescued  mel 

I  hii  deadliest  fbe,  and  thui  he  proved 
Hi*  reaHea*  aoom.    Hal  hal  but  he  shall  fail 
To  melt  me  into  womanish  feeUeneaa. 
TTttre  I  alill  baffle  him— the  grave  shall  seal 
My  Up*  for  ever — mortal  shall  not  hear 
Montalba  say.— "  f>fr^i«  T  (Hi  diet.) 

(The  Kxne  eUttt.) 


FROCnU.  OUnXX  And  otba  acllUi» 
Pneida.  The  day  is  our*;  but  lie,  the  bnw 
unknown, 
Who  turned  the  tide  of  battle;  tw  whose  path 
Wa*  rictory — who  hath  seen  himi 

ALBERIT  )■  btvofhi  In  wouod^  and  ftuartd. 
AJberti.  Procida! 
pToclda.  Be  silenl,  traitor! — Bear  him  from  my 

Unto  youi  deepest  dungeon*. 

Alberti,  In  the  grave 
A  nearer  home  awnils  me. — Yet  one  word 
Era  my  viJce  fcit— thy  am — 

Proeida,  Speak,  speak '. 

AlberH.  Thy  son 
Knows  not  a  thought  of  guilL  That  trail'rooa  plot 
Wa*  mine  alone.  (He  it  led  ateay,') 

Pimda.  Attest  it,  earth  and  Heaven  I 
My  son  is  guiltless! — Hear  it,  Sicltyl 
The  blood  ofProciila  ia  noble  atlll ! 
— My  *on  1— Ha  lives,  he  livt*  I— Hii  Toko  •ball 

PorgiTenei*  to  hi*  nre  1 — Hi*  name  shall  caM 
Its  brightnesB  o'er  my  soul  t 

(ru£i(o.  Oh,  day  of  joy  [ 
The  brother  ef  my  heart  ia  worthy  still 
The  lofty  name  he  bean. 

AN9ELM0  nlan. 

Proeida.  Anadmo!  welcomel 
In  a  glad  hour  we  meet,  for  know,  my  son 
UguiltleiB. 

Anielmo.  And  victorious  I  by  hi*  aim 
All  hath  been  rescued. 

Pnxida,  How  I  th'  unknown-^ 

Amelmo.  Was  hoi 
Thy  noble  Raimond '.  By  Vittoria'*  hud 
Freed  fhxn  hi*  bondage  in  that  awfiil  hour 
When  all  waa  ffight  and  tenvr. 

Proeida.  Now  my  cup 
Of  joy  loo  brightly  mantle*  1 — Let  me  press 
My  warrior  to  a  father's  heart — and  die ; 
For  Uft  bath  nought  beyond— Why  come*  U 

noti 
Anselmo,  lead  me  to  ray  valiant  boy  I 

AntebM.  Temper  Ai*  pn»d  dsligbt. 
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l\otida.  WUtmeuMthntlookl 
H<  balh  not  &llen? 

Jiue/mut  He  lixe*. 

Proeida,  Away,  Bwiy ! 
SkI  the  wijedty  with  iriumphil  pomp 
Prepud  to  greet  her  vicior.    Let  tbli  hoar 
Atona  for  all  hii  waingt'.—  [Extant. 


KADIOND  tiled  in  mundil,  Isnlog  on  AiunduK 
Jiaimond.  Beu  me  to  no  dull  coucb,  but  let  me 
die 
In  the  bright  fece  of  nsture  \ — Lilt  my  bclm. 
That  1  may  look  on  buTSD. 
Pint  Aliendanl  (Jo  Second  AUcndant).  I^y 

On  thii  green  luany  bank,  and  I  mil  call  * 
Some  boljiUtcrlohiiaid;  but  thou 
RetDm  oDtottM  fieU.lor  high-bom  men 
There  need  the  peisant'i  ai  J. 

[Exit  Seamd  AOendant. 

{^To  RMmoni).  Here  gentler  binde 
Bhall  tend  tbee,  warrior;  for  in  theee  retreats 
Tikfy  dvcD,  whose  towi  deiote  Ihem  tothecare 
or  all  that  HiOar.  May'et  thoa  Um  lo  Kern  them  1 
[ExU  Pint  Atltndanl. 

Eaimond.  Thus  ha<re  1  wiihed  to  die! — 'Twai 
a  proud  ilrife  1 
My  &ther  bleiiad  th'  unknowD  i*bo  rescued  him, 
(Bkend  him,  alaa  [  beanut  ouknown  1)  and  Quidu, 
Beaile  me  brarely  itruggling,  called  aloud, 
"Noble  Sicilian,  onl"  Oh!  had  they  deemed 
'Twaa  I  who  led  that  rescue,  they  had  spumed 
Uine  aid,  though  "twai  deliverance;  and  their 

look* 
Bad  Men,  like  blight^  upmi  rae.— There  ii  one, 
Whose  eye  ne'er  turned  on  nune,  bntita  blue  light 
Grew  aoAer,  trembling  through  the  dewy  mitt 
Raind  by  deep  lendemesa  I — Oh  might  the  wiul 
Set  in  that  eye,  ihine  on  me  en  I  peiiihl 
— U  toother  TMcel 


cmarrtscKtt 


a  NUN,  wbD  n 


drulaiue.  OhI  happy  thqr,  UdJ  Mftor, 
Whom  thiH  ye  tend;  fiw  it  ie  thein  to  M 
With  bnie  men  aide  by  aide,  when  the  rooMd 

bead 
Beats  proudly  lo  the  laatl— There  are  high  souls 
Whose  hope  was  inch  a  death,  and  'tie  denied  t 
(£fte  approaeha  Annunid). 
YoOPlg  warrior,  b  there  aught — Uuni  here,  my 
Raimondf 


neu  here — and  thosl — OhI  ta  this  Joy  o 
Aofaunul.  Joy,  be  it  joy,  my  own,  my 


wol 


With  the  green  shining  tuural,  when  Iheir  brows 
Wore  death'*  own  laipreai-~and  it  may  be  thus 
E'en  yet  with  me  I — They  Treed  me,  when  the  Sim 
Had  half  prevailed,  :knd  I  have  protnlly  earned. 
With  my  heart's  deamt  blood,  the  meed  lo  die 
Within  thine  arms. 

Cmulance.  Obi  apeak  not  thtu — lodie!     ' 
These  wounds  may  yet  be  cloaod. 

i_Ske  altempU  lo  bind  hii  teouniia.) 
Look  on  me,  lovel 

Why,  there  is  mart  than  life  In  tby  glad  miei^ 
'Tis  Tultof  hope!  and  from  thy  kindled  eye 
Breaks  e'en  unwonted  light,  whoia  ardent  laf 
Seems  bom  to  be  immortal  I 

Rainumd.  'Tia  e'en  sol 
The  parting  soul  doth  gather  all  her  fires 
Around  her:  all  her  glorious  hopes,  and  dreams 
And  burning  aa|nralioDS,  to  illuRM 
The  shadowy  dimness  of  Ih' untrodden  path 
Which  lies  before  herj  and,  endrded  thu*, 
Awhile  aha  aita  in  dying  ayes,  and  thence 
Sends  forth  her  bright  brewcll.  Thy  gentle  etnt 
Are  vain,  and  yet  1  bless  ihem. 

Contlance.  Say,  tut  vain; 
The  (tying  look  not  thus.    We  shall  not  part! 

Baimand,    I  have  seen  death  en  now,  and 
known  him  <rear 
Full  niany  a  changefal  aspect. 

Contlanet.  Oh  1  but  none 
Radiant  as  thine,  my  warrior!— Thoo  wilt  Unl 
Look  round  thee ! — all  it  sunshine — Is  not  this 
A  smiling  world  1 

Raimimd.  Ay,  gentlest  love,  aworld 
Of  joyous  beauty  and  magnificence, 

■t  too  fair  to  leave ! — Yet  must  Ws  tame 
Our  ardent  heailB  to  this! — Oh,  Weep  thou  noil 
There  is  no  home  for  liberty,  or  love. 
Beneath  these  festal  akiesi — Be  not  deceivedl 
My  way  lio  far  beyond ! — I  shall  be  soon 
That  vienleiB  thing  which,  with  its  mortal  weeds 

ng  off  meaner  passions,  yet,  we  trust. 
Forgets  not  how  lo  love  I 

Conatanct,  And  mutt  this  bal 
Heaien,  Ihonattmncifbll— Oht  bidoorsouli 
Depart  logetbeit 

Raimond.  Constance  I  there  is  strength 
Within  thy  gentle  heart,  which  hath  been  ptoiod 
Nobly  lor  me: — Arouss  ttonca  again! 
Thy  grief  uiunans  me — and  I  fain  would  meet 
That  which  approaches,  as  a  brave  man  yiekb 
With  proud  submisaon  to  a  mightier  fba. 

Omttance.  I  will  be  calm. 
Let  tby  bead  rent  upon  my  boKHn,  Raimond, 
And  I  will  BO  BUppna  its  quick  deep  sobs. 
They  shall  but  rock  tbee  tothj  rest.    Then  it 
A  world,  (ay,  let  us  seek  it !)  where  do  hUght 
Falls  on  the  beautiiut  rose  of  youth,  and  them 
I  shall  be  with  thee  soonl 
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.    PROCIDA  <o  m 
lUck. 

Antclmo.  lilt  up  thy  hud, 
Bnv(-  youth,  ixaltiogtyl  lor  lol  tb'uw  hoDi 
Ofglorycooisil— Oh!  ijoth  it  codm  too  Ulet 
E'en  noi*  th«  Iklia  Albert!  bath  eanlewed 
That  guik;  plot,  kt  nhich  thy  lUe  «rw  doonai 
To  be  th'  atonement. 

Baimond.  TiieDodghl  Bejmee, 
Rejoice,  ni;  Coniiance  1  tor  I  lem  a  ntmB 
O'er  which  thou  nuy'>tvr«ep  proudly  1 

(Hi  $inkt  bae/c.) 
To  thy  breut 

Fold  aie  yet  c1o«t,  for  an  icy  dart 
Hath  touched  my  T«in«. 

Conttanuc.  Aiul  niUBt  thou  leavi 
AIm  !  thine  eye  pom  dan — Ita  vandering  glanc 
U  full  ofdreami. 

Kaimimd.  Bute,  bait^  and  tell  m;  btbei 
1  watDoUaitocI 

Procida  {nailing  foTiBaid).   To  thai  father'a 

Rrtum,  forgiving  all  thy  vronga,  retuml 
Speak  to  me,  Raimond  I— Thou  wert  ever  kind. 
And  hnTe,  and  gentlel  Say  thia  all  the  pact 
Shall  be  fotgi<ren  t  That  word  fiom  none  but  thee 
My  lipa  e'er  aiked. — Speak  to  roe  once,  my  boy, 
My  pnde,  m?  hope !— And  ia  it  nilb  the«  ihua  1 
LotA  dn  ma  yetl— OhI  miut  thia  wo  be  borfta  1 
Baimond.  Off  with  thia  wei^htofehalnil  iti* 

For  a  cronneJ  conqueror! — Hark,  the  troiDpet'E 

(A.  Kntnd  <if  fn'umjiAunj  mvtie  if  heard, 
gToduatiy  appreaching,) 
la  1  twt  a  thriltitig  call  1— What  drow^  apell 
Benumb*  me  thwl — Hence!  I  am  rreeagoinl 
Now  inell  your  ieMal  atnlm,  ths  field  ii  won  I 
Sing  me  to  gloriaui  dnsmi.  (ife  dici.) 

Antdmo.  The  atiiie  is  poat. 
There  fled  a  noble  (fdritl 

CoBtlanet.  Huihl  heileepa-- 
KMutbhimnotl 

Awy/wCi  AJail  Uuibnoalaef 


From  which  tha  eye  dolh  radiantly  uncloBe ; 
Bow  down  thy  aoul,  fbr  earthly  hope  ia  o'ert 

{TTtaumMieeanHnuetappnaching.    Qvidi 

cniert,  nUh  CUiieiu  and  Solditn.) 
ado.   Tha  afaiiBM  an  daeked,.tha   f««iw 
tMCkeaUan— 
Wlvn  ij  OUT  biaTe  delirarcrl — We  an  <mm 
II  crown  Palerma'i  victor  1 
Aiiwtm«.  Ye  oome  too  iat«. 
Th«  Toio*  of  human  praiaa  doth  aend  no  eeha 
Into  the  worid  oTipiiitB.  (^Tlu  ttauie  ceata.) 

I'nclda(qftfT  a  pavte).  U  ihii  duit 
I  look  on — RaimoDd !— 'tii  hut  deep— «  amile 
On  hia  pale  cheek  aita  proudly.    Raimond,  wakel 
Oh,  Ood!  and  thia  wai  hie  triumphant  dajl 
My  aon,  my  injured  *oa  I 

Cntflanee  (ttarting).  Ait  thou  bii  Ikthef  1 
know  thee  now. — Hence  1  with  thy  dark  Mem 
eyo. 
And  thy  cold  heatt  I— Than  canit  not  waka  him 

•»! 
Away  I  he  will  not  aniwer  but  to  me, 

hath  loved  him!  He  la  fiJaBl 
Ye  ihall  not  rend  him  from  mo, 

Proeida.  Ob!  ha  knew 
Thy  loTe,  poor  maidl — Shrink  from  me  now  do 

He  knew  ihy  heart— bnt  who  ah^l  tell  him  now 
Ttu  depth,  th'  inteoeneaa,  and  the  agony, 
Of  my  (uppreeaed  aAcclianl — I  have  learned 
Alt  bia  high  worth  in  time — to  deck  hi*  grave  I 

power  in  the  Mrong  aprit'*  wo 
To  ibree  an  answer  from  [he  viewleaa  world 
Ofthedeparledl— Raimond: — Speak!  b^nl 
Raionnil  I  my  victor,  my  delivenr,  heart 
Why,  what  a  world  b  tbial— Truth  ever  bunt* 
dark  aoul  too  late :  And  glory  enwn* 

dead ! — And  an  hour  come*  to 


The  mighiieet  hearts !— My  Kin  1  my  aon !  U  tliia 
A  day  of  triumph  t — Ay,  for  thee  atone  1 
(fie  Ihroai  himteif  upon  Ike  bcdt/  ^  Baimond), 
[Carlainjba* 
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sue  arTAStir  ot  the  Alps, 


THE  MEETINO  ON  THE  FIELD  OF  QEtJTLL 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

It  wu  in  ttu  yeai  1306,  that  tba  Swim  Tan 
■giiiMt  tbe  tyranny  of  tha  BulilSt  appoliuad  over 
them  bj  Albert  of  AuKii>.  Tha  field  allnl  tbe 
Orttli,  at  the  loot  of  tbe  Sseliiberg,  uvl  nsa 
hoandwis  of  Uii  and  UutarvaUcn,  wm  Bied 
mpon  b?  Ume  ipiiita]  jeomea,  Wallar  Fiirat  (tbe 
CubeT-in-lan  of  WUliun  Tell),  Wernw  SuuRk- 
ebei,  aitd  Emi  (of  Arnold)  Mekhtbkt.wthacpUce 
of  DMeiiDg,  to  delibonile  on  ttie  >eaampluhiit 
Ibeii  projectt. 

"  Hither  cam*  Ftait  and  Meleb  thai,  along  Nont 
ptflw  oKT  tba  height^  aoil  StaulTacher  in  hi*  boat 
jcnw  tbe  Lake  of  the  Four  CantoDi.  On  the 
night  pncedii^  tbe  I  Ith  of  No*embei,  1307,  the; 
Bwt  hen,  eaab  with  lanasDcialM,  menof  appnir- 
ed  wuth;  andnhils  at  this  iidemn  hour  thejwerc 
wnpt  in  the  conlempluioD  that  on  tbeir  aiKcen 
depended  the  lateoftheii  whole  poabirily,  Werner, 
Walter,  and  Arai^  held  up  their  lutRji  Co  heaven, 
•lid  in  the  naoM  of  (he  Almicbtj,  wbn  haicieaied 
man  to  an  inalienable  deglM  of  freedom,  awore 
jointlj  and  ■trenuausly  to  defend  that  freedom. 
Tbe  thiitjaModatei  heard  tbe  oath  with  awe;  and 
with  uplifted  handi  aOerted  the  aama  God,and  all 
Ua  BDiti,  that  tb^  were  firmly  bent  on  oflering 
op  thdr  Utct  for  the  defence  of  their  injured  hberty. 
Thqj  then  xalmly  agreed  on  their  future  proeeed- 
iagi,  and  for  the  pment,  each  returned  to  hii 
hMBlet.''— Ploa^'a  BMerynftht  Belveiic  Confe- 

On  tbe  fint  day  of  the  jeai  130G,  they  mcceeded 
in  throwing  offlbeAuauiBn  yoke,  and  "it  i*  well 
•tteiled,"  layi  the  tame  author, "  that  not  one  drop 
of  blood  was  ihed  on  tbia  memorable  occaaian,  n 
had  one  proprietor  la  lament  tbe  lots  uf  %  claim, 
priTilege,  or  an  inch  of  land.    The  Swiia  met  i 
the  eucceedlng  Mbbath,  and  once  more  confirmed 
by  oath  their  utciaDt,  and  (ae  Ih^  Ibndl;  named 
it)  their  perpetnil  leBgue." 


Twii  night  npoB  the  Alpa^— The  Senn'i(l) 

wild  horn, 
Uke  ft  wlnd'a  vein,  bad  poued  ila  U«  kog 


WhoM  pealii^  achoea  through  the  laKC-wooda 

To  the  low  «aUna  ofthe  glena  made  known 
That  welcome  itepa  were  nigh.   The  fledw  lud 

By  cliff  and  pine-bridge,  to  their  place  of  rert; 
The  chamoi*  ilumbered,  (or  the  ehue  waadoM 
Hi*  cavcm-ljed  of  tnoM  the  hunter  preal. 
And  the  lock-eagle  couched,  high  on  his  clovdf 


Did  the  land  rieepi— the  woodman'*  ue  luid 

Its  ringing  txrtea  uptm  the  beeeh  and  plane; 
Tbe  grapea  were  gathered  in ;  the  vintage  feail 
Wa*  cW d  upon  tbe  hilla,  the  reaper's  atnia 
Hushed  by  Uie  streams)  the  ;eu  was  in  ili 

The  night  in  iti  mid-watch ;  it  was  a  time 
E'en  Durkrd  and  hollowed  into  Slumber's  reign. 
But  tboughls  were  alirrtn^  reetleaa  and  sublime 
And  o'er  his  white  Alps  moTtd  the  Spirit  of  tbe 

m. 

Forthen,  where  snows  in  erawningg^arrtpreail, 
High  and  unmarked  by  mortal  footstep  lay; 
Anil  there,  where  torrent*,  'nudst  tbe  ic»ea*e* 

fed, 
Bunt  in  lh«r  joy  of  light  and  sound  away; 
And  there,  where  Freedom,  h  in  scornful  jdaj, 
Had  hung  man's  dwdlinga  'midst  the  reahns  of 

O^  cUA  the  Tery  tnrtb-place  ofthe  day- 
Ob  !  who  wouU  dream  tLat  Tyranny  would  dan 
To  lay  her  withering  hand  on  Odd'*  Mght  works 
e'en  then} 
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RMalled  foch  i'lCe  u  Etutem  pairiuch*  ted; 

ITien  ipeaaaM-mta  their  fiea  tlwughla  might 
not  tell 

Save  in  tlie  Twui  of  ahulair*  un]  of  dread. 
And  hollow  nanda  that  wa^  to  Guilt'i  dull,  steal- 
th; tread. 


dot  in  a  Und  of  hayipj  (hepherd-homea, 
On  it*  gnen  hill*  in  quiet  joj  ledining 
Witb  thelT  briftu  health-fires,  'loidrt  Iha 

light-glooma, 
From   bower;  lattice   through   the  fir-wood* 


ahini 


igi 


A  land  of  legend*  and  wild  Kinga.  entwining 
Tbrar  meinDrj  with   all   memoriei  loTed  and 

We*— 
In  luch  a  land  then  dwcth  a  power,  eonibiaiag 
The  itiength  of  man;  a  calm,  but  feariev  breait ; 
-And  wo  to  hint  who  bieaki  the  sabbath  of  its 


A  sound  went  Dp — tlie  wai^s  dark  sleep  was 

On  TJri's  lake  wa*  hetrd  a  midnight  oar — 
Of  man's  brief  courM  a  troubled  moment's  token 
Th'  eternal  waters  to  their  barriers  boie ; 
And  then  Iheirgloom  a  fluhing  image  wora 
Of  lorch-fimstreamingout  o'er  crag  imd  wood. 
And  the  wild  falcon's  wing  was  heard  lo  soar 
In  startled  baste — and  b;  that  moonlight-Sood, 
A  band  of  patriot-men  on  Griltli's  Yerdu  re  stood. 

VII. 


So  were  Ihey  rouuJ— th'  invading  step  had  part 
Thdr  cabin- thresholds,  and  the  low);  door, 
Which  well  bul  stood  against  the  Fdhnwind'i(3) 

blsst, 
Could  bar  Oppraoon  from  their  homes  no  mors. 
— Why,  what  had  s&c  to  do  where  all  things 

Wild  Grandeur's  imprcM  1 — In  tlie  stonn's  fins 

way. 
How  dared  >A<  lift  her  pageant  crest  helbrs 
Th'  enduring  and  magoifieetit  umy 
Of  soTcreign  Alps,  that  winged  their  ea^ea  with 
■    d»y7 


Thw  might  not  long  be  borne — the  tamelea  hllb 
HiTo  Toicea  from  the  cave  and  cataract  nrelHng 
Fraught  with  His  name,  whose  awfiil  presencf 

Alb 
Their  deep  lone  ;4aces,  and  fbrcTcr  telHng 
That  He  bath  made  man  free  I— and  the;  whoa* 

dwelling 
Was  on  those  andent  Gtatneases,  gave  ear; 
The  wngbt  of  sufferance  fiom  their  heart*  ift 

pelling. 
The;  roM—the  forester,  the  mountaineei^ 
OhI  what  bdh  earth  more  strong  than  the  good 


Might  n 


thni  Bwilt  stroke  reach  a  mail-clad 


bet 

—Strong  hands  in  haneat,  daring  feet  in  chase, 
True  heart*  in  light,  were  gatliered  on  that  phkce 
Of  secret  coundl. — Not  for  bme  or  spul 
Bo  met  those  men  in  Heaven's  majestic  face ; — 
Ta  guard  free  health*  the;  rose,  th*  ion*  of  toil, 
I'he  hunter  of  the  rucks,  the  tiller  of  the  aoiL 

Till. 
O'er  their  low  pastoral  Talleys  mi^t  the  tide 
Of  jsars  haTB  flowed,  and  slitl,  from  aire  to  son, 
Thdr  names  aiHl  records  on  the  green  earth  died, 
As  cottage  lamp*,  ei|Mring,  one  by  one, 
In  the  dim  ^sdea,  when  midnight  hath  began 
To  hosh  all  eoond.— But  silent  on  its  height, 
The  snow-masB,  full  of  death,  while  age*  run 
Toeir  course,  may  slumber,  bathed  in  rosy  light, 
TQI  sKma  rash  vuee  oi  step  disturb  its  bmoding 


XI. 
Sacred  be  Grfltli's  Add — their  vigQ  keepmg 
Through  many  a  blue  and  starry  summer-night, 

There,  while  the  sons  of  hap[der  lands  were 

Had  those  brsTe  Switzen  met;  and  in  the  sight 
Of  the  just  God,  who  pour*  forth  burning  might 
To  gird  the  eppreased,  had  given  their  deep 

thoughts  way, 
A  nd  braced  thdr  spirits  for  the  patiiot-fight, 
With  loTcty  images  of  home,  that  lay 
Bowcred  'maiit  the  rustling  ffnn,  or  by  the  tor- 

lent-BpTay. 

XII. 

Now  had  endurance  reached  its  bounds  1 — Tbey 

With  courage  set  in  each  bright  earnest  ey<^ 
The  day,  the  Bgnal,  and  the  hour  to  name, 
When  they  should  gather  on  their  hilts  to  die, 
Or  ihske  the  Glaciers  with  theii  joyous  cry 
For  the  land's  freedom.— 'Twas  a  seene  com- 

An  glory  in  itself — the  scJemn  sky, 

Th*  *tan,  tba  wans  their  scftaned  light  mslitiB. 

And  Man's  hi^  KHil  SD^SDN  o'er  Ddgfaty  Natm 
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Cklmlj  Ihajp  Mood,  uiil  with  udleeted  mien, 
Brcaihing  thdr  ■ool*  in  Ttnce*  finn  but  low, 
A*  if  the  spirit  of  the  hour  lod  tcent, 
TTilh  the  wood'i  whiiper,  uhI  the  wive'i  ineet 

flow, 
HaJ  temperad  in  their  thoughtful  heut<  tlia 

glow 
Of  all  indignant  f««ling.    To  the  breath 
Of  Dorian  flute,  ami  lyi»-noto  aoll  and  slow, 
E'en  thug,  of  old,  tho  Spartan  from  ita  iliralh 
Drew  hia  derotedanind,  and  girt  hinuelf  for  death, 

XIT. 
And  three,  that  aeeniM]  u  chiefUinaof  Ihe  band, 
Were  gathered  in  the  niid«t  on  that  tone  ahore 
Bj  Uri'a  lak»— a  father  of  the  land,(3) 
One  on  his  brow  theiUent  record  wore 
Of  manj  days,  whose  shadows  had  paaaod  o'er 
Hia  path  amongit  the  hills,  and  quenched  the 

Of  jouth  with  sorrow. — Yet  fiom  memorj's  Ine 

SliU  his  hie's  evening  drew  il*  loveliest  gleams, 

For  fie  had  walked  with  God,  b«ride  the  mounlain 


XT. 

And  lui  graj  hairs,  in  tiippier  6ma,  mighl  well 
To  their  last  pillow  nlenll;  have  gone, 
Aamelta  a  wreath  of  snow. — But  who  shall  tdl 
How  Ufa  may  task  Ifae  si^CI — He  was  one. 
Who  bom  its  mom  a  freeman's  work  bad  done, 
And  reaped  hia  harrest,  and  his  vintage  pressed. 
Fearless  of  vrrong  |— and  novr,  at  set  of  aun. 
He  bowed  not  to  hia  jeaia,  foi  on  the  breast 
Of  a  still  chainleas  Iiuid,  be  deemed  it  much  to  rest. 

XVI. 
Bot  for  aoeh  hcdy  rest  strong  hands  mosl  I(hI, 
Strong  hrartseiidore! — By  that  pale  elder's  ode. 
Blood  one  that  scented  ■  monarch  of  the  b«I, 
Serene  and  stalelj  in  his  manhood's  pride, 
WemeT,(4)  the  brave  and  true! — If  men  have 

died, 
Their  hearths  and  ahrinss  invidits  to  keep, 
He  was  ■  mala  tat  sooh.— The  «aioe,  that  cried 
Wkhin  bis  breaat, "  Arise !"  came  still  and  deep 
Pram  his  far  bonie,  that  aauled,  e'en  then,  in  moon- 
light deep. 

XTIL 
It  was  a  home  to  die  for  t — as  it  ram, 
Thmogh  ils  Tltte-liiliage  ssnding  fbitii  a  eanikd 
Of  mirthful  childhood,  o'er  the  green  repose 
.  And  laughing  snnahine  of  the  pastures  totmd ; 
And  he  whose  ttle  to  that  iweet  spot  was  bound, 
Raised  DDio  Heaven  aglad,  yet  thonghlful  eye, 
And  Kt  his  free  step  fiimeriHi  tbsgnnuid.      '   I 


XVIII. 
Bnt  who  was  he,  that  on  his  hantifig-<pesr 
Leaned  with  a  prouder  and  more  flery  bearingl 
— His  was  a  brow  for  tyrant-hearts  to  fear. 
Within  the  ahadow  of  its  dark  locka  wearing 
That  which  they  may  not  tatoe — a  aaDl  ileclariog 
War  against  eaith'a  Oftpreasors. — 'Midst  thai 

throng, 
Of  other  mould  be  seemed,  and  loftier  daring. 
One  whose  blood  swept  high  impulses  ak>ng. 
One  that  shoald  pass,  and  leave  a  name  for  irac- 

likesong, 

XIX. 

A  memory  on  the  mountains  I — one  to  stand, 
Wben  the  hills  echoed  vrich  Ihe  deepening  sweD 
Of  boatile  trumpets,  (bremost  for  the  land. 
And  in  some  rock-defile,  or  saiigo  dell, 
Array  her  peaaant-childim  to  repel 
Th'  invader,  sending  arrows  for  bis  chains  t 
Ay,  one  to  fold  around  him,  as  he  fell. 
Her  banner  with  a  smile — for  tbtoagh  hisTeins 
The  joy  of  danger  flowed,  as  torrents  to  the  plains. 


There  was  at  times  a  wildneia  in  the  light 
Of  his  quick-Baahlng  eye;  a  something,  bom 
Of  Ihe  free  Alps,  end  beautifully  bright. 
And  proud,  and  tameleaa,  taoghing  fear  b>  Boornl 
It  well  might  be^Young  Erni's(5)  step  bad 

Tho  manlling  snows  on  Umt  most  ngal  slee^ 

And  tracked  the  lyu  above  the  daudi  of  nNitn, 

And  iullowed  where  the  flying  chanxw  leap* 

Aeraaa  the  dark-blue  HAo,  lb'  nnbthomed  glacier> 

XXI. 
He  was  a  creature  of  the  AVne  aky, 
A  being,  wh«e  bright  spirit  had  been  fed 
'Midst  the  crowned  heights  with  joy  and  liberty, 
And  thoughts  of  power. — He  knew  each  path 

which  led 
To  the  rock's  tieaaar*  caves,  whose  crystaisdied 
Soft  ^ht  o'er  secret  fountains^ — At  the  iMie 
Of  his  knd  horn,  the  UmmeM3eyei(6)  had 


XXII. 
His  step  had  tncked  the  w 
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Of  wfongi  to  t^  Arm  Hw«a.(7>-Thattila 

wubMnl 
In  Hull'*  ilka,  and  when  ths  ibsphefdi  fiild 
Thtir  Bock*  in  Jark  rtniw  and  craggj  boM 
Od  the  bleak  Obolaiiil ;  and  when  the  fi^ 
Of  Db;'*  lait  GxiUtep  batbe*  in  btrrBiag  goLi 
Great  RigLiaeliOii  and  wWa  MHDtNata'i 

hdght 
Oa^a'MluajiUaylaketbadaikitMeof  hiiBilj^l. 

XXIIL 
Not  waa  il  heard  in 


And,  ftoin  the  bowm  of  the  wildemcn^ 
Thets  leapt  a  epiril  and  a  power  lo  cast 
The  wdght  of  bonda^  dawD — and  bright  and 

bit, 
Ac  the  clear  water*,  jofoad;  and  fn^ 
Bunt  from  (he  deeert  look,  it  niahed,  at  lait, 
Through  the  far  oalta;*;  till  the  patriot-three 
Tbna  with  their  brethreo  Mood,  beaide  the  Foreet 

XXIV. 
Thef  rmhed  their  handi,--tlie7  pledged  their 

Mainlen  laith, 
In  the  dread  preaencs  of  attestlnf  Hearen — 
They  bonnd  their  heart*  to  euflering  and 

deaUi, 
With  ths  ■eiere  and  aalemn  Innaport  given 
To  blew  titdl  vowe.— How  mui  had  driven, 
How  T»an  might  atrive,  and  vajnlj  itrive,  the; 

And  called  upon  thdrOod,  Whoee  arm  had  liven 
TheciMt  ofmany  a  tjrant,  einca  He  htew 
The  fbaming  ■ea.waveon,  and  Egypt's  might  o'ar- 

ixv. 

Thtj  kaek,  and  raae  in  atxength.— The  valley* 

lay 
Still  in  (hetr  dimrK**,bnt  the  peaka  whiifli  darted 
Into  the  bright  mtd-ar,  had  caught  fiom  day 
A  Buoh  of  nre,  when  thoN  true  Swiinn  palled, 
Each  to  hta  gten  oi  Ibreat,  *leadfait-lMarted, 
A  nd  fliH  oT  hope.    If  at  many  ann*  had  woRi 

Ten  tho«(and  Tc4ea,  of  Ihe  (nonnCuDi  bom— 
So  br  wai  heaid  the  blait  of  Fnedom^i  eChidng 


33VI. 

Tm  Ko-vauha  trenUed,  when  that  ped  eam 

Tte  ftatM  alMnMe  MUoh  trMrnd  tbetn  (hmg ; 
From  cliff  to  cliff  the  aTahnehedeeeenflng, 
Oa<wWMW  «t  Ihe atr^UdatolkM rang; 


And'  the  flamoaignal*  through  (he  n^id)^ 

qirung, 
From  the  Soreanen  rooks  like  bannen  stntm- 

To  Ihe  far  Seelisberg;  whence  light  was  Bang 

OnOrOtli's  field,  till  all  thend  lake  glowning 

Shcnw  oat,  a  mataai-heai*>  in  ita  wild  iplenJonl 

xxvn. 

And  the  wind*  toand  eadi  annunit'*  blaiii^ 

crest, 
A*  a  host's  plainage ;  and  the  giant  pinea. 
Felled  whare  they  waved  o'er  crag  and  eigWa 

nest, 
Helped  up  the  flamea.    The  cloads  grew  fteiy 

rign*. 
A*  o'er  a  dtf '*  burning  toners  and  shrines 
Reddening  the  distance.     Wias-cups,  crowned 

and  bright, 
In  Werner's  dwelling  flawed;  through  laafieM 

From  Walter'*  hearth  atreamed  forth  the  ftitiTS 
tight. 
And  Eini's  blind  oU  are  gave  thanl*  to  Heaven 
that  night. 

XXVI!!. 
Then,  on  the  ^nce  of  the  snows  then  lay 
A  Sabbath'*  quiet  ninAine,— and  it*  bell 
Filled  the  huihed  air  awhile,  with  lonely  iwaji 
Fur  the  ■tream's  voice  was  eboined  by  Winter^ 

spell, 
The  deep  wood^mnds  had  ceased. — Bnt  rock 

and  dell 
Rong  (hrth,  en  long,  when  strains  of  jabilee 
Pealed  rrranthemoantain-charches,  with  aavrall 
Of  DTaise  lo  Him  who  atill*  Ihe  raging  see, — 
the  atrile  waa  clnaed,  the  glMiom  Alps 


NOTES. 

Note  I,  page  99,  col.  I. 


For 


SlHH.tbaiH 
SwiwAlpa. 

Note^  page  106,  coL  S. 

— ^^ajiioK  iha  FShnwInin  blKl 

FShnwind,  the  SeuA-«Ml  wind,  which  tn 

quently  taya  waate  ths  connti7  betm  h. 

N«U  3,  page  101,  coL  I. 

a.UMr<tfl)Hh^ 

WtUut  FOMt,  tba  GUbsi4ii-law  of  TeD. 
Rate 4,  pafBlAI,ed.  I. 
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w  tit  eoontcjiwD  for  ilw  ile- 


Nol«5,ptgil01,ciJ.SL 
I  Taunt  Eral^  Kip  badmnv  Ac 
Emi,  AinoU  MeldilluL 

Note  6,  ]Mga  101,  ooL  9. 


Tbe  Uffima-Gejer,  the  Ui|nt  kind  ot  Alpine 


Note  7,  pigs  10!,  ooL  L 
Of  wnmci  lacull  dnwB  Hhtsi^  JU. 
The  e<rei  of  hi* '«e«i  6>l>iOT  hul  beui  put  eat,  t) 
the  onltrt  of  tbe  Aactiiui  Goveniar, 

Note  8,  p^  103,  odI.  1. 

Fon«t-8ea.    TheljdtBaflhePDiuCwtoiif  ta 
frequeotij  M  oJM. 


sue  »n«t«r»tiim  ef  tnr  iiBetitK  ot  art  to  Ktalg. 


W^  luUii  I  O  u  cet  lio  la  aoiu 
bain  Infella  dl  Minn,  oods  hal 
f\>iiceu  dou  d*  InAnlii  fiM]» 
CIh  'n  (emu  Kiliti  pu  gno  dofjli  psR* ; 

DtL  logii  111  mcD  IhUl  B  drnm  pia  font. 


"  Bar  ibe  Jo;  of  (Kmotbij  mt  ihoit,  uid  the 
triumph  of  taite  tramiloi?.  TheFrBncli,whain 
evojinrinon  h&Te  been  the  ecoorgti  of  Itsly,  end 
heve  iitiIIhI  or  tatber  earpaeeed  the  rapacity  of 
the  Oothe  and  Yendale,  laid  theiT  ncrilegioaa 
bandeontheunpanlhUdcollflctioiiafthe  Vatkan, 
ton  it*  mutCTpicces  from  Ibeir  pedstali,  and  dng- 
ging  xbaa  Tiam  then  teni]itea  of  rnuMe,  traruport- 
ed  Uiem  to  Paris^  and  eunngned  Ihtim  to  the  dnll 
■ollea  halk,  or  rather  itablee,  of  the  Lmttre."— 
EveTice'e  Oaitical  "nnr  Ihrmgk  Saty,  vol  B. 
p.  60. 


Land  of  departed  fiune)  nhoM  damh  pUInt 
Have  praodlj  echoed  to  immortal  elniiaa ; 
Wboae  hiiUawcil  eut  hath  giTGD  the  great  and  braTS, 
Da^-atus  of  life,  a  birth-place  and  a  grave; 
Home  of  the  Arte  I  where  glor;'*  faded  aniile 
Sheda  Kngeiing  light  o'er  man  j  e  mouldering  fHo ; 
Proud  medt  of  nni^Rl  power,  of  aplendotii  fled, 
Majartia  temple  of  the  might;  dead  I 
Wboee  graudeur,  yet  contending  with  decaj, 
CHeaan  throogh  the  twilight  of  lb;  ^oiiooi  daj ; 
Thodgh  dnaroBd  thy  tanghtDcae,  riTated  thj  chain. 
Yet,  Ulen  Italj  t  rijotce  again ! 
Loet,  ]tmij  realm  I  once  more  "t  k  tUne  to  gaM 
On  the  rich  teOea  of  saUimei  daji. 

Awake,  ye  Mnsea  of  Etmrian  riiade^ 
Or  aaceed  TiToU'e  ronmilie  glads; 
Wake,  ye  thxl  rtomber  in  the  bowery  gloom, 
Wbeiri  the  wild  ivy  ebadowi  Virgil'a  tomh ; 
Or  ye,  whoeo  voice,  by  Sorga'i  lonely  wave, 
BwcDed  the  deep  ecbon  of  the  fbnntain'*  cave. 
Or  (hriBad  the  aonl  in  Tneo't  numben  high, 
Theae  ma^  atraiai  of  love  aad  chivalry ; 
If  y«t  bf  daadc  ftfeami  ye  Gmdly  rove, 

'  ig  the  myrtle-vala,  the  laDrd-groTei 


Oh  I  nraae  once  mors  the  daring  aonl  of  eong, 
Seiie  with  bold  hand  the  harp,  forgot  eolong. 
And  hail,  vrith  wonted  pride,  thoae  works  revond, 
Hallowed  by  time,  by  abeenca  more  endeared. 
And  breathe  to  thoae  tite  atnin,  vrhoee  vrarrior- 

Each  danger  atemmfd,  prevwM  tti  every  Bght; 
Soub  of  unyielding  power,  to  atorma  inured, 
9Dblimed  by  per9,  and  by  Inil  matnred. 
Sing  of  that  leader,  vrh«e  anxfidant  mfnd 
Could  KFOae  the  dumbering  vpirtt  of  mankind , 
Whose  bamiers  tiB^ed'the  vanqnbhed  Eagle'a 

flight 
O'er  many  a  phlo,  and  &rk  ffierra'a  hdght ; 
Who  bade  once  more  the  wSd,  faeroie  lay 
Record  the  deeds  of  Ronceevallee'  day ; 
Wba,throDgh  each  HHnmlain-puaof rock  andaiwtr, 
An  Alpine  hsntaman,  chaaed  the  lear-*track  fia. 
Waved  hi*  prood  atandard  to  die  balm;  gale^ 
Rich  Lai^iiedoc  I  that  Ikn  thy  glowing  valae, 
And  'laid  tfau«  Bcene*  renewed  A'  achievemnM 

high, 
Bequeathed  to  fame  by  England^  uieeatry. 
Yet,  irttentbeitormKeniedhiiriiedjtheconAlel 
P^ 
One  etrilb  remained — the  noghtieal  and  the  laat  I 
Hemd  fbr  the  atraggle,  in  thai  fetefiil  bear. 
Untamed  AmUtian  ntminoned  all  hla  power; 
Yengeaiice  and  Pride,  to  frenzy  mused,  wen  thera^ 
And  the  stem  might  of  resohite  Despair, 
lile  of  the  frsel  'twas  then  thy  <aianipiDQk  Hood, 
Bnaating  nnmoved  the  oombat'e  wildest  flood. 
Sunbeam  of  Battk,  then  thy  spirit  ibone, 
Qlowed  in  eadl  ImsBit,  and  sank  trith  Sfi  atcAW 
Oh  heartk  devoted  I  wh«e  ilhisbfoiie  doon^ 
Oare  there  at  once  your  triumph  and  your  tonto. 
Ye,  flrm  and  (Ulhftil,  in  th'  anM  *rM 
Of  that  dread  strife,  b;  Frs< 
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ShrineJ,  not  entombed,  je  tent  in  BCted  eirlh, 
HalloweJ  by  c!«d«  of  more  Ihan  mortal  worth. 
WbtU  thou^li  to  mark  nhere  tierpt  hennc  Just, 
No  KDlpturcd  trophy  riM,  or  breathing  bail, 
Vuuii,  on  theK«ne  where  valor'a  race  wainin, 
A  prauJer  lepulchre — the  field  je  won ! 
There  every  meiiJ,  each  calnn'a  lowly  name, 
Shall  live  a  walch'Word  blended  with  yoarfame. 
And  well  miy  Boners  suffice  those  grave*  lo  etonn. 
That  (nil  no  urn  to  blazon  their  renown. 
There  shall  the  bard  in  future  ages  tread, 
And  bless  each  wreath  that  blomma  o'er  the  dead : 
Itcvere  each  tree  whose  sheltering  branches  wivt 
O'er  the  low  mounds,  the  altan  of  the  brave  -, 
Paose  o'e  r  each  warrior' s  grass-grown  bed,  and  hear. 
In  every  breeie,  some  name  to  glory  dear, 
And  as  the  ehadcs  of  twilight  close  oiouni), 
With  martial  pageants  people  alt  Ihc  ground. 
Thither  unborn  diMscendants  of  the  slain, 
Shall  throng,  as  iMlgrimi  to  eome  holy  fane, 
While  IS  they  trace  each  spot,  whose  recorJa  tell 
Where  fought  their  fathers,  and  prevailed,  ami  fell. 
Warm  in  their  aouls  shall  loftiest  feelings  glow, 
Claiming  prond  kindred  with  the  dust  betowl 
And  many  an  age  shall  sec  tbe  brave  repair. 
To  learn  the  hero's  bright  devotion  there. 

And  well,  Ausonia!  may  that  field  of  fame, 
From  thee  one  spng  of  echoing  triumph  claim. 
Land  of  the  lyre  I  'twas  there  th'  avenging  swoni 
Won  the  bright  treasures  to  thy  fanes  restored ; 
Those  precious  trophies  o'er  thy  realms  that  throw 
A  veil  of  radiance,  hiiting  half  thy  wo. 
And  bid  tbe  stranger  for  awhile  forget 
Bow  deep  thy  fait,  and  deem  theo  glorious  yet. 

Yea '.  &ir  creations,  to  perreclion  wrought. 
Embodied  visions  of  ascending  thought  I 
Forms  of  sublimityt  by  Genius  traced, 
IntintBthat  vindicate  adoring  taslei 
Wnose  bright  originals,  to  earth  unknown. 
Live  in  the  spheres  encircling  Glory's  throne ; 
Models  of  art,  to  deathless  lame  consigned, 
Stamped  with  the  high-bi>m  majesty  of  mind ; 
Yes,  matchless  works!  your  presenie  iKall  rustore 
Ono  beam  of  qjlendour  to  your  native  •hure, 
And  her  sad  scenes  of  lost  renown  illunie. 
As  the  bright  sunset  gilds  some  hero's  tomb 

Oh  1  ne'er  in  other  climes,  though  many  mi  eye 
Dwell  OD  your  oharms  in  beaming  ecstacr ; 
Wc'ei  was  it  yours  to  bid  the  soul  expand 
With  thoughts  so  migb^,  dreajni  so  boldly  gnuu). 
As  in  that  realm,  where  each  faint  breese's  moan 
Seems  a  low  dirgo  for  gtariousagca  gone; 
Where  'mid  the  ruined  shrines  of  many  a  vale, 
E'en  Desolation  lells  a  haughty  tale, 
And  scares  a  founlsin  Sows,  a  rock  ascends. 
But  its  proud  name  with  song  eternal  biendsl 

YesI  ID  those  scenes,  whereevery  ancient  stream, 
tJnlt  memiry  kindle  o'er  aonui  lolly  thnms ;  i 


Whore  every  marble  deeds  of  fame  reeonla, 
Each  ruin  telle  of  Earth's  departed  lords ; 
And  the  deep  tones  of  iiiB{uration  sweU, 
From  each  wild  oTive-wood  and  Alpne  ddl; 
Where  heroes  slumber,  on  their  battle  plains, 
'Mid  prostrate  altars,  and  deserted  fsnes. 
And  Fancy  communes,  in  each  kmely  spot. 
With  diades  of  (hose  who  ne'er  shall  be  forgot ; 
There  was  your  home,and  there  your  power  impiMt, 
With  tenfold  awe,  the  pilgrim's  glowing  brcut; 
And  as  the  wind's  deep  thrills,  and  mystic  ughs, 
Wake  (he  wild  harp  to  loftiest  harmomea. 
Thus  at  your  influence,  starting  iiMm  repose, 
Thought,  Feeling,  Fancy,  into  grandeur  rose. 

Fair  Florence!  ttueen  of  Arno's  lovely  ToJo t 
Justice  and  Truth  indignant  heard  thy  tale, 
And  sternly  smiled  in  retribution's  hour. 
To  wrest  (hy  tTEisuces  from  the  Spoiler's  power. 
Too  long  the  spirits  of  thy  noble  dead 
Mourned  o'er  the  dames  they  reared  in  ages  fled. 
Those  classic  scenes  their  piide  so  richly  graced, 
Temples  of  genius,  palacea  of  (asle, 
Too  long,  with  ssd  and  deoolaled  mien, 
Rovealed  where conquest'slawlesitrackhad been; 
Red  of  each  form  with  brighter  life  imbued. 
Lonely  they  frowned,  a  desert  solitude. 

rcnco !  th'  Oppressors  noon  of  pride  is  o'a, 
9  in  thy  pomp  again,  and  weep  no  more  I 
one,  who,  stortiog  at  tbe  dawn  of  day 
dark  illusions,  phantoms  of  dismay, 
With  transport  heightened  liy  those  ills  of  night, 
Hails  the  rich  glories  of  expanding  tight; 
E'en  Ihos  awakening  from  thy  dreams  of  wo. 
While  Heaven's  own  hues  in  radiance  round  thes 

With  warmer  ecataey  't  it  thine  to  trace 
Each  tint  of  beoDly,  and  each  line  of  gisce; 
Mora  bright,  more  prized,  mora  precious,  siiioe 

deplored 
As  loved,  lost  relics,  ne'er  to  be  restored. 
Thy  grief  as  hopeless  is  the  tear^lrop  shed 
By  fond  affection  bending  o'er  the  dead. 
Atheniof  llolyl  onco  more  are  thine 
hose  matchless  gems  of  Art's  eihiustleas  mine. 
For  Ihee  bright  Genius  darts  his  living  beam. 
Warm  o'er  thy  shrines  the  tints  of  Glory  stream, 
And  forms  august  as  natives  of  the  sky. 
Rise  round  each  fine  in  faultles  majes^, 
lo  chjalely  perfect,  so  serenely  grand. 
They  seem  creations  of  no  mortal  hand. 

hose  voice  fair  Ait,  with  eagle  glance. 
Burst  in  full  splendor  from  lier  death-lika  Iranee; 
Whose  tallying  call  bade  ilumbeiingiutioaswiUt*, 
And  daiiDg  jatellect  bis  bondage  break; 
Beneath  whose  eye  the  Lords  of  song  aroae. 
And  snatched  the  Tnacan  tyra  from  long  tepose. 
And  bade  ha  pealing  eoergiea  resound 
With  power  electric,  ihroogh  the  leatmi  antuul : 
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Oh !  high  in  Ihooght,  magnlficcat  in  tool  1 
Bom  b>  iiu(HiB,  enligbten,  and  control ; 
CoHDo,  Ldremol  twit  joiu  rdgn  once  ma 
Tba  ibiine  wban  nationa  mingla  la  aJore ! 
Again  th'  KothiuiBM  tfairc,  with  &r(l«nt  gtx 
SluU  hail  the  mi^tj  ot  departed  daji : 
Thoae  wverngn  spirits,  wbon  coninuinding  mind 
Seem*  in  the  muUe's  bmthlng  mould  eiMhiined] 
Still,  with  ucmdiuil  pmrer,  the  world  ta  Kwe, 
Slill  the  deep  hamnge  of  the  beut  to  draw ; 
To  breathe  tame  tpell  of  holincM  uound, 
Bid  all  [hs  acMBB  be  coDBecnted  ground, 
And  fiuoi  the  itone,  by  Inepration  wraaeht, 
Dut  the  pure  lightnings  of  exalted  thought. 

Then  thau,  fuioflspring  of  immortsl  Mindl 
Lore's  radiant  Ooddess,  Idol  of  mankind ', 
Once  the  bright  abject  of  Deiotion'i  *aw, 
Ebalt  claim  ftoni  taste  a  kindred  worship  now. 
Ohl  who  can  tell  what  teams  of  heafinly  light 
Flashed  o'er  the  sculptor's  intelleclual  sight, 
How  man;  a  glimpse  rsiealed  to  him  alone, 
Made  tighter  lieinga,  nobler  woridi  hia  own ; 
Ere,  like  aome  vinon  aenl  the  earth  to  bleaa. 
Bant  bio  life  lb;  pomp  of  loielinew  1 

Young  Genius  there,  while  dwells  his  kindling 

On  forms,  iniliDct  with  bright  dirioit  j. 
While  new-bom  powers,  dilating  in  hia  heart, 
Embraee  Ibe  fiill  magnificance  of  Art ; 
From  •eenea  by  Raphael's  gitted  hand  anmjed, 
F^nm  dreams  of  be*Ten,  b;  Angeb  pmtrajed; 
Prom  eadi  lair  work  of  Qredui  akill  sublime, 
Sealed  with  perfectiiHi,  '  sanctified  b;  time ;' 
ShsJ]  catch  a  kindrwl  glow,  and  prondl/  led 
Hia  spirit  bum  with  emul^ire  zeal, 
BoD^airt  with  loftier  hopes  hi)  soul  shall  rise, 
IiBboed  at  once  mtb  noUer  owrgiea; 
O'er  lila'i  dim  seenM  on  npi  pinion  soar, 
And  worlds  of  nmonary  grace  explore, 
Till  his  bdd  hand  give  glory's  day-dreiuns  birth. 
And  with  new  wonders  charm  admiring  earth. 
Venice,  exnltl  and  o'er  thy  maoalight  leaa, 
Swell  with  gay  strains  each  Adriatic  brsBEe  I 
What  Ihaogh  loi^  fled  those  jean  of  martial  tuoe, 
That  sbed  ramanUe  lustre  e'er  thy  name; 
Though  la  the  winds  thy  (treamen  idly  play, 
And  the  wild  wares  another  fttiean  obey; 
Tboogh  qnenehed  the  spirit  of  thine  andent  race, 
And  power  and  fi-eedom  aeaice  have  left  a  trace; 
Yet  Mill  Aall  Art  her  iplendonrs  tonnd  Ihn  east. 
And  gild  the  wreck  of  years  tor  erer  past. 
Again  thy  fsna  may  boast  a  Titian's  dyes, 
Whose  clear,  sod  brilUanoe  emulatee  thy  aUea, 
And  scenes  that  glow  in  coloiing'a  richest  blaooi. 
With  lifir's  warm  avh  Panadian  halls  Uinow. 
From  tby  rich  dome  again  th'  unriralled  steed 
Btaitato  existence,  rushes  into  speed, 
Slill  lor  Lyappoi  clauna  the  wreath  of  fams^ 
Pantmg  with  ardor,  TiriSed  with  flamsL 
I 


Proud  lUcers  of  the  Sun  t  to  bnoy's  thought, 
Burning  with  spirit,  from  bis  essence  caught, 
No  mortal  birth  ye  sHini — but  formed  to  bear 
HeaTen's  car  of  triumph  through  the  realms  of  air , 
To  range  uncurbed  the  pathleaa  flalji  of  spae<^ 
The  winds  your  rivals  in  the  glorious  race ; 
Traverse  empyreal  ipharea  with  buoyant  teet, 
Free  as  the  zephyr,  as  the  shot  star  fleet; 
And  waft  through  worlds  unknown  tbo  vital  rsy, 
The  tbune  that  wakea  craalions  into  day. 
Creoluresof  drc  and  etherl  winged  with  light. 
To  track  the  regions  of  ths  Infinite! 
From  pura  elements  whose  life  was  drawn. 
Sprung  from  the  aunbeam,  ofispringof  the  dawn. 
What  years  on  years,  in  sUence  gliding  bj, 
Have  spared  those  forms  of  perfect  aynunetry  I 
Moaliled  by  Act  to  dignify  atone 
Her  own  bright  deity's  iHplendenl  throne, 
Since  first  her  skill  their  fiery  grace  bestowed, 
Meet  lor  such  lofty  fate,  such  high  abode. 
How  many  a  race,  whoae  tales  of  glory  seem 
An  echo's  voice — the  munc  of  a  dream. 
Whose  records  leebly  from  obliiion  save 
A  few  bright  traces  of  the  wise  and  brave; 
How  man;  a  data,  whose  piQared  strength  suN 

Defied  the  storms  of  war,  the  wavee  of  time, 
Towering  o'er  earth  majeatic  and  alone, 
Foitreas  of  power — baa  fiauriabud  and  is  gone  I 
And  they,  from  clime  to  clime  by  conquest  l>oms, 
Each  fleeting  triomidi  destined  to  adorn. 
They,  that  of  powers  and  kingdoms  tost  and  won, 
Have  seen  the  noontide  and  the  setting  sun, 
Consummate  still  in  every  grace  remain, 

their  beads  bad  ages  rolled  in  vain  I 
Ages,  victorious,  in  their  ceasetees  Sight, 

'eae  monnroente  of  earthly  might  1 
While  she,  from  hit  Byiantium's  lost  domain, 
Who  ben  those'tnnsunM  to  her  ocean-reign, 
'Midst  the  blue  deep,  who  reared  her  island- 

And  called  th'  infinitude  of  waves  her  own; 
Venice  (he  proud,  the  Regent  of  the  sea, 
Welcomes  in  chains  the  trophies  of  the  free  I 

And  thou,  whoae  Eagle's  toweiing  plume  on- 
fiirted. 
Once  cast  its  ah  ado  w  o'er  a  vaasal  world, 
Eternal  dtyl  round  wheee  Curule  throne 
The  lords  of  nations  knelt '»  ages  flown ; 
Thou,  whose  Augustan  yean  have  left  to  tima 
Immortal  [econhafth^  glorious  prime : 
When  deatblesB  bardi,  thine  olive^ades  among. 
Swelled  the  high  lapturee  et  hemic  song ; 
Fair,  Men  empreaa !  raise  Uiy  languid  head 
From  the  csld  altar*  of  th'  illustrious  dead. 
And  once  again,  with  fond  delicbt,  survey 
The  proud  manorials  of  th;  noUest  day. 

Lo  I  where  thy  sons,  oh  Rome  1  a  godlike  tran 
Id  imaged  majesty  return  agaiul 
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Banls,  chiefUiiit^  monanbi,  kowcr  with  mteo  >u- 

O'er  acenfa  tliil  shriiH  their  venerable  dmt. 
Those  ibrniB,  than  featam,  luminoiu  with  Kml, 
Still  o'er  Ihy  children  aeem  to  claim  control ; 
With  awful  grace  arreit  the  pilgrim'a  glanoe, 
Biod  Ilia  rapt  aoal  in  elevating  trance, 
And  bid  the  pan,  to  faiK^'s  anient  eye*. 
Front  linie'a  ijini  aepuichre  in  glory  rin. 

Souiaorthe  loft;]  who«  umlTing  namei, 
Roiue  the  jeung  bosom  (till  lo  nobtaat  um*; 
Oh  <  with  your  in»g«  eauU  fate  lesUra 
Your  own  high  spirit  to  jour  aona  once  aton ; 
Palriota  and  ^erocil  could  IhoM  flamea  return, 
That  bade  four  hearts  with  ireeiloni'c  ardours  bum; 
Then  rrom  the  sacreJ  Mb«  of  the  firet, 
Might  a  new  Rome  in  (ihcenii-granileur  burst  I 
With  one  hiight  glance  dispel  111'  horizm's  gloon 
With  one  Imid  call  wake  Emj>ire  from  the  lomh 
Bind  round  her  brows  her  own  triumphal  crown 
Lifl  tier  dread  £gis  with  moJHtic  frown, 
Unchain  her  Eagle's  »ing,  and  guide  his  flight, 
To  bathe  its  [JuniBge  in  the  fount  of  light. 

Vain  drenm!  degraded  Rome!  thy  ncxin  is  o'a 
Once  lost,  thy  spirit  shall  retint  no  more. 
Jt  sleepe  with  those,  the  sons  of  other  days. 
Who  died  on  thee  the  world's  adoring  goie ; 
ThoK,  blest  to  live,  while  yet  thy  star  was  hrgh, 
More  blest,  ere  dnrkncssquenchnl  its  beam,  to  die 

Yet,  (hough  thy  failhlrss  lutelaiT  powen, 
[lave  ded  thy  shrines,  letl  desolate  lliy  tonen, 
Still,  still  to  thee  shall  Bations  bend  tbeir  way, 
Eevered  in  nrin,  sovereign  in  decay  I 
Oh  I  what  can  realms,  in  fame's  full  lenith,  boast, 
To  match  tho  relk&of  tliy  s]i>endoHr  lostl 
By  Tiber's  wiv«,  on  each  illustrioiu  hill, 
GeniUH  uii)  Taste  Bhsll  love  to  wander  slill, 
For  there  has  Art  survived  an  empire's  doom, 
And  reared  her  throne  o'er  Lstium'a  trophied  tomb; 
She  (ram  tho  dust  recalls  the  brava  and  ftee. 
Peopling  each  scene  with  beings  worthy  thee  ! 

Oh  I  ne'er  again  may  War,  with  lightning-etroke, 
Itena  its  lost  honours  from  the  shattered  oalil 
Long  be  those  works,  revered  by  ages,  thine, 
To  lend  one  triumph  to  thy  dim  Jrdine. 
Bright  with  stem  beauty,  breathing  wrathlUI 
En 
In  all  the  grandenr  of  celestial  ire. 
Once  more  tiiine  own,  th'  immortal  Aroher'afafm, 
8hedsradianceroutHl,wilh  more  than  Being  warm! 
Ob  I  who  could  view,  nor  deem  that  perfect  fnnw, 
A  living  temple  of  ethereal  flunal 
Iriird  of  the  day-star  1  how  may  words  portiay 
Of  thy  chaste  glory  one  reflected  rayl 
'Whaie'er  the  suiil  cootd  dream,  the  hand  Oould 

Uf  legal  dignity,  and  benTenly  grace ; 
Each  purer  effiuenn  of  Iba  lair  and  bright, 
WhoaefitiiilgleuDSbaTabiokeonoionalNghtj  I 


Each  bold  kleo,  borrowed  from  the  Ay, 
To  vest  tb' embodied  lorm  of  deity; 
All,  all  in  thee  ennobled  and  teSned, 
Brentlie  and  enchant,  transcendanlly  combinedt 
Son  (rf'ElysiumI  yean  and  agea  gone 
Have  bowed,  in  speechless  hoawge,  at  thy  (hrooe 
And  days  unborn,  and  tulions  yet  to  be, 
Shall  gaze,  absorbed  in  ecstacy,  en  lliee ! 
And  thou,  triumphant  wieck,(I}  e'ea  yet  lOb 

Disputed  troph<r,  claimed  by  Ait  and  Tin^ 

U  sceiw  again,  where  Genius  cavgU 
From  tbeeits  ftrvoonirf  diviner  thought  1 
Where  he,  th'  Inspired  one,  whose  giganlie  luad 
Lived  in  some  sphere,  to  him  alone  assigned; 
Who  from  tbe  past,  the  future  and  th'  unseen, 
lid  call  up  fbriDS  of  more  than  earthly  mieo } 
iraHed  Angelo,  on  thee  Would  gaze. 
Till  his  full  aoul  imbibed  peTfadion's  blaze) 
And  who  but  be,  that  Prince  of  Ait,  might  dara 
Thy  soren'ign  grealaeaa  view  witboat  despoiil 
Emblem  of  Rome  I  from  povier's  meridian  huiled. 
"et  claiming  still  the  liomage  of  the  world.  , 

What  hndstthou  lieon,eM  barbarous  liiiids  de- 
&ced 
The  wmIi  of  wonder,  idoUieJ  by  taetel 
Oh  !  worthy  atill  of  some  divine  abode, 
MniidoraoonqQeiert(Q)  niinofagodl 
Slill,  like  Bane  htcjcaa  gam,  whose   quenoMsgt 


From  each  blight  fragment  pours  its  vita]  sttMD^ 
'Tis  thine,  by  likte  unoonqnered,  to  dispense 
Prom  every  part,  aome  ray  of  oicellence  1 
~'      yet,  informed  with  essence  Irom  on  high, 

le  isno  trace  ef  frail  motlajttyl 
Within  that  frame  a  puier  ixing  glows, 
Through  viewless  veins  a  bri^tH  current  flowi; 
Filled  with  immortal  Ufa  each  muscle  swolli^ 

1  every  Kne  supernal  grandeur  dwells. 

ConsammalB  work  I  the  noblest  and  the  lost. 
Of  Grecian  Freedom,(3}  ere  her  reign  WIS  past 
Nune  t^the  mighty,  she,  while  lingering  still 
Her  mantle  Howed  o'er  many  a  classic  hill, 
Ere  yet  her  voice  its  parting  aa 
A  Hero's  imi^  to  tlie  world  bequeathed ; 
Enshrined  in  tliee  tb'  imperiabalile  ray, 
Of  high-eooled  Genius,  fiMtered  by  her  iwaj, 
And  bade  thee  teach,  to  ages  yet  unborn, 
What  loAy  draams  were  hers — who  never  shall  (»• 

And  mark  yon  group,  Iraosfixed  with  muij  a 

Sealed  with  the  image  <ii  eternal  wo : 

With  fearful  truth,  leriiGc  power,  eipiest, 

Thy  pangs,  Ldocoon,  agonize  Uie  breast. 

And  Itw  stem  combat  picture  lo  mankind, 

OfsuSering  nature,  and  enduring  miud. 

Oh,  mighty  conllicll  though  his  pains  intense 

Distend  each  aecve,  and  Jort  Ibtough  every  aeiua 
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Tlwugh  find  on  him,  hii  chiUnn'a  luppUiiit  eyes 
implore  Uk  aU  (kvengmg  (att  dentea ; 
Thougti,  nilb  tbe  giant-make  in  fruitien  itiife, 
H*avefl  vverv  nju^cla  vith  cwuvuluve  liie, 
Aiid  ia  each  limb  EiuUuce  wntbe*,  enroUeJ 
"MiJ  Ibe  dread  circles  of  tbe  venamed  SM; 
YH  the  ttroog  »puit  Urea — and  not  a  ct; 
Sball  own  the  might  of  Nature'!  agony! 
Thai  furroneil  brow  unconqoeied  aoul  rereala, 
That  patient  eye  to  angi?  HeaTen  appcab. 
That  ttnigglii^  iMsaiii  coneontrates  ile  breath, 
Kor  yirlila  one  moan  to  taiUireotto  death  !(4) 

SuliliuKal  triumph  of  intrepid  Aitt 
.With  apeecUlew  boTTor  to  congeal  the  heart, 
To  freeze  each  pul>e,  and  dart  through  ersrjr  t^q 
Cold  thrilla  of  fear,  keen  aympatiiiea  of  pain ; 
Yet  loach  Ibe  spirit  how  its  lolly  power 
Ma?  brava  the  pangs  of  fate's  scverett  boar. 

TuiQ  from  aueh  conflicts,  and  enraptured  gaie 
Ob  aoenes  «h«re  Painting  all  her  akill  diaplaya: 
Laivlaeapea,  by  colouring  draat  in  liober  dye*, 
Man  meltowed  aun^ne,  more  unclouded  akiea ; 
*Or  dmama  of  blia*,  to  dying  Martyr*  given, 
DcKending  Seraphs  robed  in  beami  of  heaveo. 

Oh  I  sovereign  Mwten  of  tbe  Pendl'a  miglit, 
Ht  depth  of  shadow,  and  il*  tJan  of  Ggfajt, 
Ye,  wiiaae  bcdd  ^ught,  disdaining  eaery  bound, 
Clplered  the  werlda  above,  below,  anaad, 
Childnn  of  Italj!  who  itnnd  s^one, 
And  nnappvached,  'midst  rt^giona  all  foorown; 
Wtiat  acesiea,  what  bangi  Uest  your  favoured 

ai^t. 
Severely  grand,  anutterahly  bright  t 
Tiinmidunl  apiiital  your  aiulting  eya 
CooU  meet  the  noontide  of  eternity, 
Aod  gaze  tmtired,  undaunted,  uncontrolled 
On  all  that  Fane;  trembles  to  behold. 

Bitght  on  youi  view  sooh  jbinia  their  Kplendour 

Aa  liuist  on  Propfact-tanls  in  Bgas  Seil  1 
FDTmsthatlotrace,  nohandbut  yours  might  dare, 
DaAly  sublinw,  or  eiquiaitely  fair, 
These  o'er  the  walls  your  magic  skill  arrayed. 
Glow  in  rich  sunahioe,  glekia  through  melting 

Float  in  Ught  grace,  in  anflil  grealnraa  tower, 
And  breathe  and  move,  tbe  nKonls  of  your  power. 
Inspired  of  Heaven  1  what  heightened  pomp  ye  cast, 
O'er  all  the  deatfaleu  trophies  of  the  past  t 
Round  many  a  marble  fane  and  ctasstc  donM, 
Asserting  atil]  tbe  majesty  of  Rome ; 
Rodiid  many  a  work  that  bids  the  world  lielieve 
What  Orccian  Art  could  image  and  achieve ; 
Again,  creative  miniJs,  jour  viuoni  throw 
Life's  cbtstened  narmth,  and  Beauty's  mellowest 

And  when  the  mom's  bright  beams  and  mantling 

Pom  the  Dchlnstce  of  Anaonian  akiea. 


Or  evening  sona  illume,  with  purple  smile. 
The  Parian  attar,  and  the  pillared  aisle, 
Then  aa  the  roll,,  or  softened  radiance  falls, 
On  Angel-groupe  that  hover  o'er  the  walla, 
Well  may  tboee  Temptee,  where  your  hand  bus 

shed 
Light  o'er  the  tomb,  eziatenee  round  the  dead. 
Seem  like  soma  world,  so  perfect  and  so  fair. 
That  Doughl  ottatth  should  find  admittance  there. 
Some  apbere,  where  Beings,  to  mankind  unknown. 
Dwell  in  the  brightnesi  of  their  pomp,  alone! 

Hence,  ye  Tain  fictions,  fsncy'a  erring  Ihemo, 
Gods  of  illusion  1  phantoms  ofadreaml- 
Prail,  powerlesi  idols  of  departed  time. 
Fables  of  song,  deluaive,  though  sublime  I 
To  loftier  taaka  has  Roman  Art  assigned 
Her  matchleaa  pencil,  and  her  mighty  mind  I 
From  brighter  slreams  her  vaal  ideas  Honed, 
With  purer  fire  her  ardent  apiril  glowed. 
To  her  "t  was  giten  in  fancy  to  explore 
Tbe  land  of  miracles,  the  holiest  shoro; 
That  realm  where  first  the  light  of  life  was  sent, 
The  loved,  the  punished,  uf  th'  Omnipotent! 
O'er  Jodah'a  hills  her  thoughts  inspired  would 

Through  Jordan's  Talteys  trace  llim  lonely  way, 
By  Siloa's  brook,  or  Ahnolaika'i(5)  deep. 
Chained  in  dead  nlenee,  and  onbroken  aloepj 
Seeoea  whose  cleft  rocka,  and  blasted  deselte,  lull 
Where  passed  th'  Eternal,  where  his  anger  fell  I 
Where  oft  bis  voice  the  words  of  late  revealed. 
Swelled  in  the  wbirlwind,  in  the  thunder  pealed, 
Or  heard  by  prophets  in  some  palmy  vale. 
Breathed  'still  small'  wluspers  su  the  midnighi 

Tlicre  dwelt  her  spirit — there  her  hand  portrayed, 
'Mid  the  bne  nilderiussor  cedar-shade, 
Ethereal  forms,  with  awful  missions  fraught, 
Or  Palriarcb-aeeri,  absorbed  in  sacred  thought, 
Bards,  in  high  conTerao  with  the  world  6(  rest, 
Saints  of  the  earth,  and  a|»rits  of  the  bleeL 
But  eliief  to  Him,  the  Conqueror  of  Ibe  grave. 
Who  lived  to  guide  ua,  and  who  died  to  save; 
Him,  at  whose  glance  the  powers  of  evil  fled, 
And  soul  returned  to  animate  tbe  dead; 
Whom  the  waves  owned — and  sunk  beneatli  hia 

eye, 
Awed  by  one  accent  of  Divinity; 
To  Him  aho  gave  her  meditative  hours, 
Hallowed  her  Ibougbts,  and  sanctified  her  powers. 
Cei  the  bright  scenes  lublima  repoae  she  tjirew. 
As  all  around  the  Godhead's  presence  knew, 
And  robed  the  Holy  One's  benignant  mian 
In  beaming  mercy,  majesty  serene. 

Oh  I  mark,  where  Raphael's  pare  and  perlk-t 

Portrays  that  fiinn  ineffablv  divine  !(G) 

Wbara  with  transeendant  akill  his  harid  has  sned 

Diffunve  suDbeaow  rouml  ths  Saiibni's  betil; 
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Bach  heaven-illununBci  UnauoeM  imbued 
With  all  Ibe  fulnni  of  beatitude, 
And  traced  Ibe  •untod  grvap,  wba«  mortal  light 
Sink*  OTeTpowend  by  tbit  ncen  of  light  I 

Gaie  on  that  Kcne,  and  own  ttia  nugbtafAit, 
By  (tilth  iiiB[4mI  U>  elevale  the  heart! 
To  bid  Ihe  soul  exulUi^j  paaaraa, 
or  all  bet  ponen  t.  heightened  conaciouaneB 
Ami  atrooE  in  hope,  inlidpatB  tlks  day, 
The  laH  oTliie,  the  fint  of  fr«>}am'i  ny; 
To  realize,  in  eonie  unclouded  gpheie, 
Thoae  pictured  gtorin  (eMy  imaged  here ! 
Dim,  cdd  reflections  from  her  native  alt;, 
Faint  efOaeDceoflhe  Day-epring  from  on  high!" 


Note  1,  page  106,  col.  3. 

Tbo  Behulen  Tano,  (he  faTounle  ituily  of 
Michael  Angek^  and  of  many  other  (£stinguiabed 
artlM*. 

Note  3,  page  lOG,  col,  3. 

"duoique  celte  ftatoe  d'Hercale  ait  6ti  mal. 
trailie  et  mulil^e  d'une  mamSre  Ctrange,  te  trou- 
vant  nna  ttte,  lani  brae,  et  nns  Jambea, 
crpendant  encore  nn  cheM'ceuvre  am  yeui  dee 
connoiaeeDn ;  et  ceux  qai  eavent  percer  daiu  lea 
myatirea  de  I'art,  ee  la  reprfacnient  dsni  toula  n 
beautti.  L'antite,  en  voulant  npr£«en(n  Hercule, 
a  rorm6  un  corpe  idf  al  au-deaaui  ita  la  nnlun. 
•••  Cat  Hereuleparoltdoncici  tel qo'i! dot *tre, 
lonque,  parifi6  par  le  feu  dee  foibleMcade  Thuma- 
n\ti,  il  obtint  rimmartalit6,  et  prit  place  aapr^ 
lie*  dieni.  U  eet  reprfacnif  aana  Micun  beaoin 
de  nourritnie  et  de  reparation  de  fbrcea.  Lea 
feinea  j  aont  toulea  inrisiblea," — Wlnekdmimn, 
Hlttairt  de  TArf  cAei  ta  Andent,  Una.  H.  p.  MS. 


Note  3,  page  106,  ttd.  9. 
"Le  Torao  dlleTcule  parott  tin  dea  defokn 
ODTragea  parfaita  que  I'art  ait  prodait  en  Grlce, 
avant  1>  peita  de  la  liberty.  Car  aprfta  que  la 
Grk:e  fiit  rMuite  en  proiinee  Romaioe,  I'hiatoJra 
no  fait  mention  d'aucun  aitiate  c6lfthre  de  cetia 
nation,  juaqu'anx  lempa  dn  Triumvinit  Romain." 
Witukelntann,  ibid.  torn.  U.  p.  250. 

Note  4,  page  107,  eoL  I. 

"II  IB  not,  in  (he  aanie  manner,  in  the  agonhed 

limba,  or  in  the  coniulaed  tnuiclea  of  the  Laoooon, 

that  Ihe  aecKt  grace  of  ita  competition  rcaidea;  il 

ia  in  (he  majestic  air  of  the  head,  which  haa  not 

yielded  to  tujiring,  and  in  the  deep  aerenity  of 

the  forehead,  which  aeema  to  be  itill  tvperhr  to ' 

all  iiM  (iffliclianM,  and  lignificantofa  mind  thatcui 

not  befubdii«]."--jltfui7n'*£tMiy>,  vol.  oL  p,  400. 

"Laoooon  none  offiele  apeetaelede  la  natim 

htunaine  don*  la  plot  gnuide  doulenr  dont  elle 

aoit  (uaceptible,  loua  Hmage  dltomme  qui  tlidia 

de  rafaembler  contre  elle  toute  la  fbfce  de  Poaprit. 

Tandui  que  t'eieia  de  la  touflhnce  enfla  lea  mna- 

tin  violamment  lea  nerfa,  le  courage  aa 

mr  ki  front  gonU :  la  poitrine  a'tieie  a*eo 

peine  par  la  ntceaoU  de  la  rei^ration,  qui  eat 

igilement  contrainte  par  le  nience  que  la  forca  da 

''ime  impoae  i  la  douleur  qu'elle  youdroit  ttooBa. 

'  ■  ■  Son  air  cat  plainlif,  et  non  criaiiL  *  •  •  * 

WittckelmioM,  Md.  iam.  it.  p.  S14> 

Note  6,  page  107,  coL  3. 

Atmolana.    The  nuns  giTen  by  tha  Aiaba  to 


Note  6,  page  107,  eoL  SL 
Tbe  Tranaflgantioa,  Ibonght  to  be  ao  pariaol  a 
q)ecimen  (^  ait,  that,  in  honour  of  Raphael,  it  WM 
curiad  beBm  tda  body  to  the  gnit. 
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SaUff  atiDr  ?^i«(t«ric  Sbftntn. 


Le  Maora  ne  w  venco  P"  parceqna  »  adire 
dure  encon,  mu*  pares  que  U  ven^kDce  seula 
peal  tcartcr  de  m  lUo  la  puiih  d'iafamie  dont  il 
«t  «cc«ll*.— II  aa  nagfi,  pireo  qu'4»B»  y«ui  il 
n'y  ■  qa'ans  Anu  !»■«  qui  pnu«  paidonneT  ka 
affroDti;  ctU  nonrrit  B  nncuna,  puce  qua  tfil  h 
KntcHt  ■'(Idndre,  U  cnnnrit  areo  elle,  atoii  peniu 


Thi  erenta  wilh  wMch  the  following  Ule  u  in- 
Urmxen  aie  leUtetl  in  the  "HinoriK  de  laa  Quer- 
ni  CirUti  lie  Qnnula."  Thej  owutied  in  the 
ndgn  of  Abo  Abdeli  oi  Abdali,  the  lut  Mooriah 
king  uf  that  dtj,  called  by  the  Spiniarda  El  Rey 
<^ieo.  TheconqoeatofGnnula,  b;  Fenlintnd 
and  laabelli,  ia  aaid,  by  aoras  hia(t>riaiu,  to  bare 
bran  gmally  facilitated  by  the  Abencenagea, 
whoe  defeetioD  wu  the  leault  of  the  repeated  in- 
juiiei  they  bad  receind  from  the  king  at  tha 
imt^alion  ef  tha  Zegria,  One  of  the  moat  beau- 
tifhl  hall*  of  the  Alhambta  ia  pointed  out  aa  the 
Kcne  when  aa  many  of  the  fonoar  celebrated 
tribe  wen  maaBcied;  and  it  atill  rauina  theii 
Dame,  being  called  the  "  Bala  de  loa  Abencerra' 
ge*."  Many  of  the  moat  tnterealinff  old  Spaniah 
ballada  teUte  to  tba  aienta  of  thia  chivalioua  and 


THE  ABENCERRAGE 

CANTO  I. 
LoNELT  and  atUI  an  now  thy  maible  balla, 

Tboti  fait  Albambral  there  tha  &iait  ia  o'er; 
And  with  the  mnrmnr  of  thy  CNintaia-ralla, 

Blend  the  wild  netea  ofminatreUy  no  more. 


Unheeded  there  the  flowering  myrtle  blow*, 
Thrcogii  tall  aicadea  nnmaAed  the  aunbeam 


Aid  wen  mlffht  Fancy  dtent  thy  ftbrioa  lone, 
So  TaM,  10  ailent,  and  ao  wildly  fair. 


For  there  no  footstep  tread*  th'  enchanted  gnmnd. 
There  not  a  aound  the  deep  repoae  pervadea, 

SaTO  wind*  and  Ibunia  diffuang  Craahneaa  round. 
Through  tlie  light  domea  and  griieeful  cotuv- 

Far  other  louea  have  awelled  thoaa  court*  along. 

In  daya  nxnance  yet  fondly  lorn  lo  trace; 
The  claah  of  arau,  tha  voice  of  choral  long, 
The  rerela,  combat*,  of  a  vaniahed  race. 
And  yet  awhile,  at  Fancy'*  patentcall, 

Sbull  rise  that  race,  the  chiialroua,  the  bold ! 
Peopling  once  more  each  fair,  fbraaken  hall. 
With  stalely  foToli,  the  knights  and  chief*  of  old, 
— The  inn  decUnea — upon  Nevada'*  hdght 
There  dwells  a  mellow  flash  of  rosy  l^ht ; 
Each  Boaiing  [linnacla  of  mountain  snow 
Smiiea  in  the  richnea*  of  that  parting  glow. 
And  Darro's  wave  reflect*  each  passing  dya 
That  melta  and  minglsa  in  th'  empurpled  iky.  . 
Fragrance,  eihated  from  rose  and  citron  bower, 
BSend*  with  the  dewy  fieehnea  of  the  hoar: 
Hushed  an  the  wimk,  and  Nature  aeama  to  aleep 
In  light  and  itillnes*;  wood,  and  tower,  and  Steep, 
Are  dyal  with  tints  of  glory,  only  given 
To  the  lich  evening  of  a  southern  heaven ; 
Tint*  of  the  son,  whose  bright  farewell  la  ^ngbt 
With  all  that  ait  hath  dreamt,  but  never  eanght 
—Yes,  Nature  sleeps;  but  not  with  her  at  reat 
The  fiery  paaeion*  of  the  human  breast. 
Hark!  from  111'  Alhombra'a  towers  wtiat  stormy 

Each  moment  deepening,  wildly  aWDlls  annnd  I 
Thoae  an  no  tumulta  i^  a  festal  throng, 
Not  the  light  iambra,(l)  nor  the  choral  song : 
The  combat  rages— 't  i*  Ihe  about  of  war, 
'Tis  the  loud  cloah  of  shield  and  gcymetar. 
Witbb  the  hall  of  LinnB,(2)  when  the  rays 
Of  eve,  yet  lingering,  on  the  fountain  blaze : 
Then,  ^  and  guarded  by  his  2sgA  bands 
And  atem  in  wrath,  the  Mooriah  monarch  stands , 
There  thastrife  centre*— sworda  around  him  wave- 
Then  bleed  the  fallen,  then  contend  Ihe  brav(v 
While  echong  domes  return  Ibe  hatt]e.ery, 
. "  Revenge  and  freedom  1  let  the  tyrant  die !" 
And  onward  ruihing,  and  jnrndUng  itill. 
Court,  hall,  ami  lower  the  fierce  avengaia  fllL 
But  first  and  bravest  of  that  gidlant  train, 
:  When  fees  aie  mlghtieM,  cbatpng  ne'ei  in  faia  \ 
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Ill  ni*  red  huvl  the  sdire  glancing  bright, 
HtE  ilnrk  eye  flushing  with  a  fiercer  light, 
Arilrnt,  untiied,  K&rce  Comcioua  that  bs  Ueeda, 
>IiB  Aben-ZuTTahB(3)  Ihen  young  Homel  leub ; 
While  Bwella  hia  Toice  that  w'M  acdum  on  high, 
'  Rpwnije  and  fteejom  !  lelthe  tvrant  diel" 

Ves,  (race  the  rootslepa  of  the  warrior's  wnlh, 
Fij  helm  an  J  coraelet  ahallered  in  hia  path; 
Am)  hj  the  thkkeM  harreM  of  tbe  ilain, 
Anil  by  the  marble's  deeped  crimaon  glain  : 
Search  thmugh  the  serried  fight,  where  loudest 

Frnrn  Iriumph,  anguish,  or  despair  arise ; 
And  brighlesl  where  the  shiiering  falchions  glare. 
And  nhere  the  graand  Is  reddest — he  is  there. 
Yes,  that  ]vung  man,  amidit  the  Zegri  host. 
Hath  well  sTenged  a  (Ire,  a  biolltBr,  loat- 
The;  periehed — notes  heron  shaotd  hare  died, 
On  the  red  Geld  in  Tielorj's  hour  ci  prida, 
In  all  the  gloir  and  sunshine  of  their  fame. 
And  proiully  emiling  te  the  death-pang  came: 
Oh  I  had  they  thm  eljBtod,  a  warrior's  tear 
Had  flowed,  almost  in  triumph,  o'er  ihrir  Iner. 
For  thus  alone  the  brare  should  weep  for  those, 
Who  brightly  pass  in  glory  to  repose. 
— Not  such  their  fate — a  tyrant's  stem  command 
Doomed  them  to  fall  by  wime  ignoble  hand, 
As,  with  (he  Rower  of  all  their  high-bom  race, 
Summoned  Abdallah's  royal  feast  to  grace, 
Fearlcea  in  heart,  no  dream  of  danger  nigh, 
They  nugtit  the  banquet's  filled  hall — to  die. 
Betrayed,  unarmed,  they  (el! — the  fountain  wave 
Flowed  crimson  with  the  lire.btood  of  the  brave, 
Till  Ar  the  fearAil  bdings  of  their  (ate 
Through  the  wide  city  rung  from  gate  to  gate, 
And  of  that  lineage  each  eurrinng  eon 
Ituehed  to  the  scene  where  vengeance  might  be 

For  this  young  Hamct  mingles  in  the  strife, 
Leader  of  battle,  prodigal  of  life. 
Urging  hie  followers,  (ill  their  foes,  beset, 
Stand  Eiint  and  broathlcss,  but  undaunted  yet 
Krave  Aben-Zurrahs,  on !  one  effort  more, 
Youre  ie  the  triumph,  and  the  conflict  o'er. 

But  lol  descending  o'er  the  darkened  hall, 
The  twilight  shadows  fast  and  deeply  ftll, 
Nor  yet  the  strife  hath eeased — though  ecarcethe^ 

know. 

Through  thai  thick  gloom,  the  brother  ftora  the  tbe; 
Till  the  moon  rises  with  her  cloudless  ray. 
The  peaceful  moon,  and  gives  them  light  to  stay 

WherelurksAbdallahT— ■miduthisyieldlngtiaii 
They  seek  the  guilty  monarch,  but  in  vain ; 
lie  lies  not  numbered  with  the  valiant  dead. 
Mis  champions  round  him  have  not  vainly  bled; 
But  when  the  (witijlit  spread  her  shadowy  veil. 
And  hia  last  warriors  found  each  elThrt  fait, 
In  wild  divpair  he  fled— a  trusted  few, 
■Ciwitn!  ID  rrlma  tie  itilt  io  danger  true ; 


He  passed  th*  Alhambra's  calm  and  lovely  bowers, 

WheresteptthegliMenlng  leaves  and  folded  flowers 
In  dew  and  starlight — there,  tnnn  grot  and  cave 
Gushed  in  wild  music  many  a  aparkUng  wave ; 
There,  on  each  breeu,  the  breath  of  IVagiknce  rote. 
And  all  was  freshness,  bcauly,  and  repnss. 

~     thou,  dark  monarch ;  in  Ihy  bosom  r«gn 
StoroTS  that,  once  roused,  shall  never  sleep  agaia. 

'ainly  bri^l  is  Nature  in  tbe  course 
Of  him  vrlio  fKes  from  terrot  or  remorse  I 

II  is  round  him  which  obscures  her  bloom,' 
And  dims  her  skies  with  shadows  of  the  tombj 
trc  smiles  no  Paradise  on  earth  eo  (air, 
guilt  will  raise  avenging  phantoms  (here. 
lallab  heeds  not  though  thellglit  gals  roves 
Fraught  with  rich  odour,  stolen  from  orango-grovea, 
Hears  not  the  sound  from  wQod  and  brook  that  rise, 
Wild  notes  of  Nature's  vesper  melodies; 
Marks  not,  how  lovely,  on  iho  mountain's  head, 
Moonlight  and  snow  their  mingling  lustre  spread; 
But  urgiv  onward,  till  his  weary  band. 
Worn  with  their  tmt,  a  moment's  pause  demoiul. 
Ho  stops,  and  turning,  on  Granada's  bnes 
In  silence  gazing,  fixed  awhile  remuns ; 
In  stern,  deep  silence— o'er  his  feverish  brow, 
And  burning  cheek,  pure  breezes  freshly  blow, 
Bui  wan.  in  fitful  murmurs,  from  afar, 

Is,  indistinctly  fearful, — as  of  war. 
What  meteor  bunts,  with  sudden  blaze,  on  biftb, 
O'rr  the  blue  deamess  of  the  starry  dcjl 
Awfijl  it  rises  like  some  Qenie-form, 
Seen  'midst  (he  redness  of  the  desert  ■torm,(5) 
Magnillcently  dread — above,  below, 
Spreads  tbe  wild  splendour  of  its  deepening  glow 
Lo  !  from  th'  Alhambra's  towers  the  vivid  glate 

us  through  the  still  transparence  of  the  air, 
Avenging  crowds  have  lit  the  mighty  pyre, 
Which  feeds  thai  waving  pyramid  of  fire ; 
And  dome  and  minaret,  river,  wood,  and  height, 
From  dim  perspective  start  to  ruddy  light. 

Oh  Heaven '.  the  anguish  of  Abdallah's  rml, 
Tbe  rage,  though  fraitlcsa,  yet  beyond  controull 
Yet  must  he  cease  to  gaze,  and  raving  fly 
For  life — such  liib  as  mokea  it  bliss  to  diel 
On  you  green  height,  the  mosque,  bat  half  revealed 
Through  cypress-grove*,  a  safe  retreat  may  yield. 
Thither  bis  steps  are  bent— yet  oft  he  turns, 
Watching  that  fearful  beacon  as  it  barns. 
Bat  paler  grow  the  sinking  flame*  at  tut, 
FMiekering  they  fade,  thdr  crimnn  light  is  past, 
And  B|ury  vapours,  rising  o'er  the  scene, 
Mait  wben  theleiRasof  their  wrath  have  b«ia. 
And  now  Usfeet  have  reaobed  that  lonely  fttc^ 
Where  grief  and  tenor  may  repose  awhile; 
Embowered  it  stands,  'midst  wood  and  difi'on  htgti, 
Through  the  gray  nicks  a  tonenlspaiUing  nigh; 
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n*  bull  Um  ucna  where  «nr;  un  aliDiild  ceut, 
And  *H — eisspt  the  beiirt  be  brios* — it  peus. 

Then  U  dnp  stillDeu  in  thiwa  haUi  of  ilaM, 
Wbtr*  the  land  eriee  ol  eonfliel  rang  ao  Uts ; 
SUIIdsh  like  Diti,  wbea  fierce  the  Kunuui'i  btut 
Hath  o'et  the  dwaUingi  or  the  denrt  pu*ed.(S) 
FearTuI  the  cilm — nor  Totce,  nor  slcp,  nor  bieiUi, 
Duturba  that  eccDe  of  beiuly  uul  o{  Jeath: 
Thna  TnuUai  roob  re-echo  not  a  eounil, 
Save  the  niU  guih  of  walen — munnuiing  round, 
]n  ceaeelees  melodie*  offilaintive  lone, 
Through  chamben  peopled  bj  the  dead  alone. 
O'er  the  oioealc  floor*,  with  carnefe  red,  . 
BreaetpUle  and  ehield,  and  cloven  holm  are  (pread 
In  minElnl  limgDwiiU— gUuering  to  the  light 
OF  ran  Mill  moon,  nhora  ra^s,  yet  toltiy  bright, 
Their  Ureaming  luetie  tremulouelj  abed. 
And  imilB,  in  placid  beauty,  o'er  the  dead: 
O'er  leatores,  where  the  liery  apirila  trace, 
E'en  death  itself  is  powerlew  lo  e9*ace. 
O'er  thoaa  i*lui,9uahcd  with  ardent  jouth,avr<Ae, 
When  glowing  morn  in  bloom  and  radiance  broke, 
Nor  dreamt  haw  near  the  dark  and  Ihaen  aleep. 
Which  heara  not  Glory  call,  nor  Anguish  weep, 
In  the  law  ailent  house,  the  nanow  spot, 
Uome  orrDrgctfulnew.-aad  sDon  iiji^ot. 

Bui  alowiy  fade  (he  elan — the  night  ii  o'er — 
Morn  beams  oa  these  who  hail  her  light  no  monj 
SlunibcTFrg,  who  ne'er  shall  wake  on  earth  again, 
MoDiarrB,  who  called   the  loved,  the   loa^  in 

Yel  erailes  the  day— oh  1  not  for  mortal  (eat 
Doth  Nature  deviate  from  her  calm  career. 
Nor  is  the  earth  less  lau^rig  or  leas  Ikir, 
Tboogfa  bRakiug  hearts  her  gladneaa  may  not 

O'er  the  cold  um  the  beam  of  auminei  glows. 
O'er  Hekls  of  Uood  the  zephyr  freshly  btows ; 
Bright  shines  the  sun,  though  all  be  dark  below, 
And  skies  arch  doudlca  o'er  a  world  of  wo, 
Aiul  Sowers  renewed  in  spring's  green  pathway 

Alike  lo  grace  the  banquet  and  the  tomii. 
Within  Graiuula'a  walls  the  funeral  lite 
Attends  that  day  of  loveliness  and  light; 
And  many  a  cbic^  with  dirges  and  with  tears, 
1*  gathered  lo  the  brave  of  other  yean : 
And  Hamet,  as  beneath  the  cypress  shade 
His  martyred  brother  and  hi*  ure  are  laid. 
Feels  every  deep  resolve,  and  burning  thought 
Of  ampler  vengeance,  e'en  to  pasuoo  wrought; 
Yet  is  ths  hour  afar — and  he  must  brood 
O'er  tboae  dark  dreams  awhile  in  aoliluJe. 
Tnmnit  and  rage  are  hushed— another  day 
la  stiU  solemnity  halb  passed  away, 
la  that  deep  slumb«'  of  exhausted  wralh. 
The  calm  that  foUows  in  the  tempest's  path. 

And  now  Abdallah  Isaves  yon  peacehil  fane. 
His  ravaf^  citT  Uavetsilig  again. 


No  sound  of  gladness  his  approach  precedes, 
No  splendid  pageant  the  procfiieion  lead* ; 
Where'er  ha  moves  the  silent  slieels  along, 
Broods  a  item  quiet  o'er  the  sullen  'hron? ; 
Nd  voice  is  heard— but  in  each  altered  eye, 
Once  brightly  beaming  when  bis  steps  vdere  nigb. 
And  in  each  look  of  Ihoee  whose  love  hath  fled 
From  all  on  earth  to  slumber  with  tlie  dead. 
Those,  by  his  guilt  mads  desolate,  and  thrown 
On  the  bleak  wildcruess  of  lifo  alone, 
In  youth's  quick  glance  of  scarce  dissembled  lagt, 
And  the  pale  mien  of  calmly-mournful  age, 
May  well  be  read  a  dark  and  fearliil  tale 
Of  thought  that  ill  Ih'  indignant  heart  con  veil. 
And  passion,  like  the  huahed  volcano's  power. 
That  wails  in  elillnesa  its  appointed  hour. 

No  more  the  clarion,  from  Granada's  walls 
Heard  o'er  lU  Vega,  to  the  tourney  calls; 
No  more  ber  graceful  daughters,  throned  on  high, 
Bend  o'er  the  lists  the  darkly  radiant  ejs; 
Silence  and  gloom  her  palaces  o'erspread, 
And  song  is  hushed,  and  pageantry  is  fled. 
— Weep,  lated  city  I  o'er  thy  heroes  weep^ 
Low  in  the  dust  the  sons  of  glory  sleep; 
Furled  are  their  bawien  in  the  lonely  halt, 
Their  trophicd  shields  hang  monMering  on  tba 

wall, 
Wildly  their  chargers  range  the  pastniea  o'er, 
Their  voice  in  battle  shall  be  heard  no  more; 
And  Ihey,  who  still  thy  tyrant's  wrath  survive, 
Whom  he  hath  wronged  loo  deeply  to  forgivi^ 
That  ace,  ofHneage  high,  of  worUi  approved. 
The  chivalrous,  the  princely,  the  beloved ; 
Thine  Aben-Zumdw— tbey  no  more  shaU  wielil 
In  thy  proud  cause  the  conquering  lance  and 

shield: 
Condemned  to  hid  the  cherished  scenes  btewell 
Where  the  loved  ashee  of  their  fathers  dwd!, 
And  far  o'er  foreign  plains,  as  exiles,  roam, 
Their  land  the  deser^  and  the  grave  their  home. 
Yet  there  is  one  shall  ice  that  race  depart. 
In  deep,  though  silent,  igony  of  heart; 
One  whose  dark  fale  must  be  to  mourn  alone. 
Unseen  her  sorrows,  and  Ihnr  cause  unknown, 
And  veil  her  heart,  and  leach  her  cheek  lo  wear 
That  smile,  in  which  thes[riril  halh  no  share; 
Like  the  liright  beams  that  shed  their  fruitle« 

O'er  the  cold  solitude  of  AlfHne  snow. 

Soft,  fresh,  and  ulenl,  is  the  midnight  boor. 
And  the  young  Zayds  seeks  her  lonely  bower; 
That  Zegri  maid,  Ailhin  whose  gentle  mind 
One  name  is  deeply,  secretly  enshrined. 
That  name  in  vain  stern  Reason  would  effiwo, 
Hamet  t  'tiii  thine,  thou  foe  lo  all  her  race- 

And  jel  not  here  in  Inttemess  to  prove 
The  steeples  pangs  of  unrequited  love ; 
Pang^  which  the  rose  of  wasted  youtb  consuus 
And  maks  the  heart  of  all  delight  the  lomh. 
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Check  Ihe  (ite  ipirit  in  its  eagle-flight, 
And  ths  ■pring-mocn  of  euly  genius  Idight ; 
Not  luch  hci  grief— though  now  sba  wikei  b> 

Whits  ttuteai  tjei  enjoy  the  houej-dem  of 
.l«p,(7) 
A  ctep  IrenilB  lightly  through  the  dlronsbwlc, 
Liahlly  but  by  the  rustling  leave*  betrayed — 
DiJi  her  young  hero  «eeli  tint  well  known  apol, 
Scene  of  put  baun  Ihit  ne'er  may  t>e  forgot  T 
'Til  he — but  changeil  that  eye  nhoie  glance  c 

CoulJ,  like  a  eunbeam,  hope  and  joy  innpire, 
Aa,  luniiiiuui  »ilh  youth,  nith  ardour  Iraughl, 
It  spoko  of  gloij  to  the  inoioet  thought ; 
Thence  the  bright  ipirit'i  eloquence  hilhded, 
And  in  its  wild  eipreoioa  mny  be  read 
Stern  tbonghts  and  fierce  retolxe* — doit  veiled  i 


And  DOW  in  chamcien  of  fire  portrayed. 
Changed  e'n  his  voice — u  thui  iti  mournful 
Wake*  in  her  heart  each  feeling  of  hia  own. 

"Znyda,  my  doom  in  fiieJ — another  day, 
And  the  wronged  exile  etiall  be  far  atray ; 
Far  rrom  the  icenes  where  still  hia  heart  mm 
Hia  iume  of  youttt,  did,  more  than  all — from 

thee. 
Oh  t  T>  hat  a  doud  liath  gathered  o'er  my  lot, 
Since  last  we  met  on  Ibis  (air  tranquil  ipotl 
Lovely  ■■  then,  the  soft  and  ailent  hour^ 
And  not  a  rose  bath  faded  from  tby  bower;  , 
But  I — my  hopes  ttio  tempest  hath  o'erthrown, 
And  changed  my  heart,  to  all  but  tiiee  aloneu 
Farewell,  high  thoughta  I  inspiring  hopes  of  prnjae, 
HenHovinoniof  my  eaily  days) 
[n  me  the  glories  of  my  nee  muit  end. 
The  eille  hatb  no  country  to  defend  I 
E'et  in  Lfe'e  iDotn,  my  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er, 
youth's  buoyant  spirit  wakes  for  me  no  more, 
And  one  wild  feeling  in  my  altered  breast 
Broods  darkly  o'er  the  ruiiuuf 'he  reat. 
Vet  fear  not  thou — to  thee,  in  gcxid  or  ill, 
The  heart,  bo  sternly  liied,  is  liiithful  stilll 
But  when  my  steps  are  distant,  and  my  name 
Thou  hcar'st  no  longer  in  the  nngof  fame. 
When  Time  steals  on,  in  silence  to  ellaee 
Of  early  love  each  pure  and  sacred  trace, 
Causing  our  sorrows  and  our  hopes  to  seem 
But  BS  Ihe  moonlight  ptctures  of  a  dream, 
Still  abalt  thy  soul  be  with  me,  in  Ihe  truth 
And  all  Ihe  fervor  of  aSeclion'^youthl 
~-Ifiuchtlir  love,  one  beam  of  heaven  shall  play 
In  lonely  oeaoty,  o'er  thy  wandenir'a  way." 

"  Ask  not,  if  such  my  love  I  oh  I  trust  tlie  mind 
T<i  grief  so  long,  so  silently  resigned  I 
tin  the  light  apitil,  ne'er  t>y  sorrow  taught 
The  poro  and  tolly  constancy  id"  thought, 
It*  fleeting  trials  eager  to  forget, 
Rmb  will  <ilas&  power  o'er  each  regretl 


Postered  in  (ears,  our  young  aSedion  grew, 
And  1  have  learned  to  tu&r  and  be  true. 
Deem  not  my  love  a  frail  ephemeral  flower, 
Nursed  by  soft  sunshine  and  the  balmy  showw' 
No!  'lis  Ihe  child  of  tempests,  and  delies, 
And  meet*  unchanged,  the  anger  of  Ihe  ikicsl 
Too  well  [  feel,  ivith  grief's  prophetic  heart, 
That  ne'er  to  meet  in  happier  days,  wo  part. 
We  parti  and  e'en  this  agoniang  hour, 
When    Love   first  feels  Ids  own  o'crwiielming 

Shall  soon  lo  Memory's  filed  and  learful  eye 
Seem  almost  happiness — for  thou  wert  nigh  I 
Yes!  when  this  heart  in  solitude  sbalt  bleat, 
As  days  to  days  all  wearily  succeed, 
Wlicn  doomed  to  weep  in  lonelineea,  'iwill  be 
Almost  like  rapture  to  haveiwept  with  thee. 

"  But  thou,  my  Hamet,  thou  canst  yet  bestow 
All  that  of  joy  my  blighted  lot  can  know, 
Oh  1  be  Ibou  still  the  high-souled  and  the  brave, 
To  whom  my  first  and  fondest  vows  I  gave, 
In  thy  proud  fame's  untarnished  beauty  alill 
The  lofty  visions  of  my  youth  fulfil, 

shall  it  sooth  me  'midst  my  lieart's  despair, 
To  hold  undimmed  one  glorious  image  there  I" 
"  Zayda,  my  best-beloved  I  my  words  too  w^ 
H)  soon,  thy  bright  illusions  most  dispel ; 
't  must  my  soul  to  thee  unvnied  be  •hown, 
And  all  lis  dreams  and  all  its  pafimons  known. 
Thou  shall  not  tie  decdied — for  pure  as  heaven 
Is  thy  young  love,  b  faith  and  fervour  given, 
id  my  heart  was  changed — and  would  lliy 
Ihought 
Explore  Ihe  ruin  liy  thy  kindred  wmu^ht, 

trace  the  land  whoee  lowers  and  fanes. 
Crushed  by  the  earthquake,  strew   its  ravaged 

pUlm, 
And  such  that  heart — nhera  desDlation's  hand 
Hath  blighlal  all  that  once  was  fiiir  or  grand  I 
But  Vengeance,  fixed  Upon  heitiurning  throne. 
Sits  'midst  the  wreck  in  silence  and  alone. 
And  I,  in  stem  devotion  at  her  sbrint^ 
Each  Bol^r  feeling,  tut  my  love,  resign. 

-Yesl  tbcy  whose  spirits  all  my  thougttts  controul, 
Who  held  dread  eonverse  with  my  thrilling  soul ; 
They,  the  betrayed,  the  sacrificed,  the  brave, 
'  ■      blood-staioed  and  untimely  grave, 
Must  be  avenged  1  and  jnty  and  remorse. 
In  that  stem  cause,  arc  banished  from  my  ooomt 
Zaydo,  thou  tremblest— and  thy  gentle  breast 
Shrinks  fiain  the  pasoons  that  destroy  my  la<; 
Yet  shall  thy  form,  in  many  a  stormy  hour, 
Pass  brightly  o'er  my  soul  with  softening  parrtt. 
And,  oft  recalled,  thy  voice  beguile  my  lot. 
Like  some  sweet  tay,  once  hearid,  and  tM'or  forgoL 
But  the  night  wanes — the  hours  loo  swiftly  fly 
TIte  bitter  moment  of  farewell  draws  nigh, 
Yet,  loved  one  1  weep  not  thus — in  joy  or  pain, 
Oh!  trust  thy  Hamet,  wa  shall  meet  a^ainl 
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Vm,  va  ihalt  meet  I  and  baply  btuIb  it  lut 
On  wll  the  clDode  *nd  ccnflictf  of  the  pait. 
On  that  Sui  viuon  teach  ihy  thoughU  to  dwell, 
Nor  dean  thene  mingling  leBnour  lut  lanwell!" 

Ib  Lhe  voice  husbcil,  nbtse  loTcd,  eipretaJTa  tone 
Thrilled  lo  her  heart,  and  doth  iba  weep  alonet 
Alane  ihe  wwpa — Ibat  hoor  of  parting  o'er — 
When  ^lall  the  pang  it  leaves  be  felt  no  moral 
The  gale  bieatbn  light,  and  fans  her  boeom  fur, 
SbDWering  the  dewy  loso-leavea  D'er  her  hair; 
Bat  De'er  for  her  shall  dwell  reviving  power. 
Id  balmy  dew,  «oft  bieeie,  or  fragrant  flower, 
To  wake  once  more  that  calm,  eerene  delight, 
The  lODra  joang  bloom,  which  pasmon'a  breath 

ccold  blight; 
Tbe  uniling  stillDew  ofhfb'i  moming  hour, 
En  yet  the  day-atar  bum*  in  aD  his  power. 
Mean  while  thmnghgroieeof  deep  InxniiantahaJe, 
In  the  rii^  foliage  of  the  aoath  arrayed, 
Uamet,  ere  dawna  the  earlieBt  bliuh  of  day, 
Benda  b>  the  Tale  of  tomba  hk  pennve  way. 
Fair  bthat  icene  where  palm  and  cypma  nave 
On  high  o'er  many  an  Aben-Zurrah'a  grave, 
Lonely  and  lair — ila  fmh  and  glittering  leavca, 
With  the  young  myrtle  there  the  lanrcl  weave*, 
To  cwMpy  the  dead — nor  wanting  then 
Flower*  to  the  turf,  nor  fragranea  la  the  ur. 
Nor  wood-bird'*  note,  not  lall  of  pluntive  atream, 
Wild  muNC,  «oathiag  to  the  moumer'a  dream. 
Tbeie  deep  the  chieb  of  old — their  combala  o'er. 
The  vtace  of  glory  thrill*  their  heart*  no  more  t 
Unheard  by  them  th'  awakening  clarion  blows; 
The  *»■  c^  Wat  at  length  in  peace  repose- 
No  martial  note  i*  in  the  gale  that  ligliB, 
Wliere  proud  their  Irophied  lepulchm  aria'', 
'UJi  foimu,  and  ibsiles,  and  flowera  of  brighteit 

bloom. 
Am,  in  hi*  native  Tale,  lome  ■hepherd'a  tomb. 

There,  where  the  lien  Ihnr  thickeat  fuliage 

Dark  o'er  thai  ailenl  valley  of  the  drad, 
Where  two  &ir  pillar*  ijae,  embowered  and  lone, 
Not  jet  with  ivy  clad,  with  mou  o'ergrown, 
Young  Hamet  kneds— while  tho*  bis  vowa  an 

The  fearful  vow*  that  consecrate  hi*  (word. 
— "  Sfriril  of  him,  who  first  within  my  mind 
Each  lollier  aim,  each  nobler  thought  enshrined, 
And  taught  my  step*  the  line  of  light  to  trace, 
Led  by  the  gbrioui  fathers  of  my  race. 
Hear  thou  my  voice — far  thine  b  with  me  still, 
In  every  dream  iU  tone*  my  boaoni  thrill, 
la  the  deep  calm  of  midnight  they  are  near, 
'Hidal  bnay  ihronga  they  vibrate  on  my  ear, 

rauiing  '  vengeance  1' — nor  in  vain  thi 


Id), 

Pew,  finr  ehall  tiinmph  in  a  hero's  lad  I 
CaU  aa  thine  own  to  ^ry  and  lo  &nin, 
mUun  my  heart  there  lives  one  only  aiai. 


There,  till  th' oppressor  for  thy  fate  atone, 
Concentring  every  thought,  it  rrign*  alone, 
I  will  not  weep — revenge,  not  grief,  muat  bo. 
And  Mood,  not  lean,  an  offering  meet  for  thee; 
Bnt  the  dark  hour  ofalem  delight  wilt  come, 
And  than  shah  triumph,  warrior !  in  thy  tomb. 

"  Thou,  loo,  my  brother!  Ihoa  art  paMcd  away, 
Without  Ihy  fame,  in  life's  fair  dawning  day. 
Son  of  Ibe  brave  I  of  thee  notrace  will  shino 
In  the  proud  annals  of  thy  lofty  Kne, 
Nor  aball  thy  deed*  be  hrealhlesa  in  the  lay* 
That  hold  communion  with  the  aller-days. 
Vet  by  the  wreaths  thou  might'st  have  noUy  won, 
Hadsl  Ihoil  hut  lived  till  rose  thy  noontiile  sun. 
By  glory  lost.  I  aweir,  by  hope  betrayed, 
Thy  ble  shall  amply,  drariy,  be  repaid  ; 
War  with  thy  fi>e*  I  deem  a  holy  strife, 
And  to  avenge  thy  death,  devote  my  life. 

"Hear  ye  my  vows,  oh  sprila  of  the  slainl 
Hear  and  be  with  me  on  the  battle  [Jain  I 
At  noon,  at  midnight  still  around  me  Inde, 
Rise  on  my  dreams,  and  tell  me  how  ye  died  I" 


F,irRlandt  oTchivahy  the  old  domain, 
Land  of  the  vine  and  olive,  lovely  Spain! 
Though  rut  for  thee  with  clasoc  stores  lo  vie 
In  charm*  that  fix  th'  ontbusast's  penuva  eye, 
Yet  hast  thou  scenes  of  beauty,  richly  IHught 
With  all  that  wakes  the  glow  of  lolly  thought ; 
Fountain*,  and  vales,  and  rock*,  whose  andenl 

High  deeds  have  raised  to  mingle  with  Ihdr  fanu. 
Those  scenes  are  peaceful  now:  the  citron  Mowi^ 
Wild  spreads  the  myrtle,  where  the  brave  reptae 
No  sound  of  bailie  swells  on  Douro's  shore, ' 
And  banners  wave  on  Ebro'*  banks  no  more. 
Bat  who,  unmoved,  nnawed,  shall  coldly  tread 
Thy  fields  that  sepulchre  the  mighty  dead? 
Blest  be  that  ami !  where  England's  heroes  ahare 
The  grave  of  cbiels,  for  ages  slumbering  theni; 
Whose  name*  are  gtoiioue  in  romantic  lays. 
The  wild,  sweet  chionicka  of  elder  daya. 
By  goatherd  lone,  and  mde  serrano  sung. 
The  cypren  dells,  and  vine-clad  rocks  arrkong. 
How  oil  those  rocks  have  ei^oed  lo  the  tale 
Of  knighla  who  fell  in  Roncecvalles'  vale ; 
Of  him,  renowned  in  old  heroic  lore. 
Pint  of  the  brave,  the  gallant  Campeador;' 
Of  those,  the  famed  in  aong,  who  proudly  died 
When  "  Rio  Verde  "  rolled  a  erim»n  tide ; 

.at  high  name,  by  Garcilaio's  might, 
On  the  green  Tega  won  in  BOgls  Bf^  (S) 
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Round  fairGniuila,  ileepeoiag  frain  afia. 
O'er  that  ptea  VegM  roae  the  din  of  war. 
At  morn  u  era  no  moie  tlio  mobeune  afaone 
O'er  ■  nlm  icciu  in  putonil  beauty  lone ; 
On  helm  and  coralet  Iremuloua  tbey  gloncei]. 
On  ableld  and  npear  in  quiveiing  liMre  danced, 
Far  n*  the  sight  ly  clear  Xenil  couhl  rots. 
Tent*  niic  around,  and  banners  glanced  above, 
And  iteeila  in  goreou*  trapping*,  umoui  height 
With  gold,  TeSectinK  e»erj  tint  of  light, 
And  many  a  floaling  plume,  and  bloioned  shield, 
Difliued  romanlic  (ptundour  o'er  the  Geld, 

There  iwelt  tho«  Kinncis  that  Ud  the  lifft-bload 

Swin  to  the  mantling  cheek,  and  beating  heert. 
The  dang  of  echoing  eteet,  the  cha^^r'g  neigh, 
The  measured  (read  of  haste  in  war's  array; 
And  oh !  that  muse,  nhose  exulting  breath 
Speali*  but  of  glory  on  the  road  to  death ; 
In  vthoie  wild  Wko  there  dnelli  inspiring  power 
To  ff  ake  the  •tonny  joy  of  danger's  hour, 
To  nerre  the  ann,  the  8i>irit  to  suitain, 
Rouse  from  despondence,  and  aapport  in  pain; 
And,  'midst  the  deepening  tumults  of  the  strire, 
Teach  evwy  puhu  to  thrill  with  more  than  his. 

High  o'er  the  camp,  in  many  a  broJdered  fold, 
Fkwli  to  the  wind  a  standard  rich  with  gold : 
There,  imaged  on  the  cross,  kii  form  appears. 
Who  drank  for  man  Uie  bitter  cup  of  teanX9) 
Hit  Ian1:^  whose  word  recalled  the  spirit,  fled. 
Now  boroe  by  hoots  to  guide  them  o'er  the  dead  I 
O'er  yon  (ax  waits  to  plant  the  cross  on  high, 
Spain  hath  sent  forth  her  flower  of  chivalry. 
Fired  with  that  ardw,  wh'tch,  in  days  of  yore, 
To  Syrian  plains  the  hold  cruaaden  bore ; 
Clala  nilh  lofty  hope,  with  martial  zeal. 
They  come,  the  gallant  chililren  of  Castile; 
The  proud,  the  calmly  dignified : — and  thera 
Ebro'a  dark  soni  with  haughty  mion  repair. 
And  those  who  guide  the  fiery  slf  ed  of  war 
From  yon  rich  province  of  tlie  *enem  staT.(lO) 

But  thou,  conspicuous   'midft   the  glittering 

Stent  grandenr  stamped  upon  thy  princely  mien; 
Knowu  by  the  foreign  garb,  the  aliery  Test, 


Nor  aught  like  peace  within.    Yet  who  shall  say 
What  Kcret  thought*  thine  inmost  beut  m^ 

No  eye  bat  Heaven's  may  pierce  (hat  cuftUDtd 

Whose  joys  and  grieli  alike  are  uneiprest 

There  hath  been  oombat  on  the  tented  plain; 
The  Vega's  lutf  is  red  with  many  a  stain. 
And  rent  and  trampled,  banner,  creM,  and  shisU, 
Tellof  a  fierce  and  well^contcsted  flelJ; 
But  all  is  peaceful  now^he  wwt  is  briflhl 
With  the  richsplendorof  departing  light; 
Mulhaeen's  peak,  half  lost  amidst  the  sky. 
Glows  ULe  a  purplo  evening-clouii  on  high, 
And  tints,  that  mock  the  pencil's  art,  o'enpread 
Th'  eternal  snow  that  crowni  Vdeta'a  heaJ,(lB) 
While  the  waim  sunset  o'er  the  landw«pe  thivwa 
A  solemn  beauty,  and  a  ila^  rspo«. 
Closed  are  the  toils  and  tumults  of  the  day. 
And  Hamet  wandeia  from  the  camp  away. 
In  rilent  mciinga  rapt:— the  elaughtered  brava 
Lie  thickly  strewn,  by  Darro's  rippling  wava. 
Soil  tan  the  dewa — but  other  dnipa  have  dyed 
The  scented  ihruba  that  fringe  tbs  river  aide. 
Beneath  nhow  shade,  as  ebbing  lile  retired. 
The  wounded  sought  a  ehelter— and  ei^red.(I3) 
Lonely,  and  lost  in  thoughts  of  other  days. 
By  the  bright  windings  of  the  stream  be  aUays, 
Till,  more  remote  from  battle's  ravaged  aoeae, 
All  is  repose,  and  soliluds  acrene. 
There,  'neath  an  olive's  ancient  ahada  Reined, 
Whoso  nntUng  ibliage  waves  m  erening'a  wuid. 
The  harassed  warrior,  jriatding  to  the  power, 
The  mild,  iweet  influence  of  the  tranquil  hour. 
Feels,  by  degrees,  a  long-lotgaUen  caloi 
Shed  o'er  his  troubled  soul  unwonted  bsdm ; 
His  wrongs,  his  woes,  his  dark  and  dutwnis  lot, 
The  post,  the  future,  are  awhile  fi>rgot; 
And  Hope,  scarce  owned,  yet  stealing  o'ar  hk 

breait, 
Half  daiHIo  whisper,  "  Thou  shall  yet  be  blest  r* 
Such  his  vague  munngs — but  a  phunliTe  aoand 
Breaks  on  the  deep  and  solemn  stillness  nnind  j 
A  low  halr-strtlled  moon,  thai  neems  to  rise 
From  life  and  death's  contending  agonies. 


Voung  Aben-Zurrah  I  'midst  that  host  of 
Why  shines  thy  helm,  thy  Moorish  lance  1   Dis-  — A  youthful  warrior  on  his  death-bed  laid. 
closet  All  rent  and  stained  his  broidered  MoorUh 

Why  rise  the  tents  where  dwell  thy  kindred  train, 
Oh  IPO  of  Afric,  midst  the  sous  of  Spain  1 
Huat  thou  with  these  thy  nation's  fall  <iinspiiod. 
Apostate  chief  I  by  hope  of  vengeanoo  iired  1 
How  art  thou  changed  I  Still  first  in  every  fight, 
Hiunet  the  Moor!  Castile's  devoted  knight! 


There  dwells  a  fiery  lustre  in  thine  eye. 
But  nul  the  hght  thai  shone  in. day*  gone  by; 
There  is  wild  ardour  in  thy. look  and  ton^ 
Hut  not  Ibr  soul's  eipresuon  once  Ihme  owd. 


The  eorsekt  shattered  on  his  bleeding  bnut  I 

In  his  cold  hand  the  broken  falcluDn  atruiMd, 
With  llfe'a  laat  force  convuldvely  retaiuad ; 
His  plumage  sailed  wUh  dust,  with  cnmson  dyei^ 
And  the  red  lance,  in  (ragmenta,  by  his  nle ; 
He  lies  forsaken — pillawed  on  his  shield, 
H'lB  hehnet  raised,  his  lineaments  revealed. 
Pale  is  that  qtuvuing  lip,  aod  Tuiiahsd  now 
The  light  once   throned  on  r 
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And  oW  that  Gulint;  aye,  atill  npwanl  cut, 
The  shades  of  dmih  >t«  gathering  duk  wid  htL 
Yrt,  ■■  yon  nan)(  moon  her  light  Krene 
Sheda  the  pile  oliTe'a  mTing  boogh*  helfnen. 
Too  wcB  can  Hamrl'i  conRioui  tient  retrace, 
Though  changed  tho  rnrfiiUy,  thit  palDd  fii«, 
Whose  everj  Itature  to  hia  toDl  conynj* 
Some  Utter  thought  of  lang-deputed  dijt. 

"Ohl  »ilthi»,"becrie«,"wenKelvtlMt1 
Friend  of  my  boqI,  in  jears  for  eier  put  I 
Hmb  ftta  hilt  led  nM  hither  to  behold 
The  last  dread  Mra)>gl(^  ere  that  heart  ia  oold, 
Rrmve  (hy  Inlnl  agonmng  breath, 
And,  with  Toin  fBtj,  nothe  the  pangs  of  death  1 
Yri  let  me  bear  thee  hence — while  life  remains, 
E'm  Ihodgh  thus  fivhtj  cirelingtliroogh  thy  Teina 


nthy  ■) 


(dun 


Hc^  ie  not  ket, — and  Oetnj^  jet  may  live  t 
And  blert  were  he,  whose  Ihnelj  tau*  should  e«ve 
A  heart  >a  noble,  e'en  from  glory's  grare.' 

Rouatd  by  thooe  accents,  from  his  hiwly  bed. 
The  dving  irirrior  faintly  lifts  his  heed; 
O'er  Bainet's  mien,  with  nigne,  uncertidn  gan. 
His  dodbtliil  glance  awhile  bewildered  strays; 
Tin,  by  degrees,  a  smile  of  prond  disdain 
lights  up  those  features  late  comalsed  with  pain; 
A  quiiering  radlanee  flashes  tlom  his  eye, 
That  seems  too  pun,  loo  fiill  of  soul,  to  die ; 
And  the  mind's  grandeur  in  its  parting  hour 
Look*  from  thai  brow  with  more  than  wonted  pow- 

"  Away!"  he  «ie«,  in  ascents  of  commind. 
And  proudly  waves  his  cold  and  trembling  hartd, 
"  Apostate,  hence!  my  soul  sbnH  soon  be  fiee, 
E'en  now  it  iraa,  disdaining  aid  (ram  thee: 
Tu  not  Ibrthee  to  close  the  fading  eyes 
Of  him  who  fiithihl  tohiscouniTydirs; 
Not  Gm  Ihi/  hand  to  raise  the  drooping  head 
Of  him  who  dnka  to  rest  on  glory's  bed. 
Soon  dull  Ibeae  pangs  be  closed,  thb  conHfct  o'er, 
And  vorida  be  mine  where  thou  canst  never  soar : 
Be  thine  eiistence  with  ■  blighted  name, 
Mine  the  bright  death  which  sealB  a  warrior's 

The  glow  hath  vaniahcd  from  hia  checl: — his  eye 
Hath  tost  thai  beam  of  parting  energy ; 
Fnxcn  and  filed  it  seems — his  brow  is  chill ; 
One  strode  more, — that  noble  heart  is  aillL 
Departed  warrior  I  were  thy  mortal  throes, 
Were  thy  last  pongs,  ere  nitoro  foutid  repose 
Hore  keen,  more  bitter,  than  th'  envenomed  dart 
Thy  dying  cords  have  led  in  Ramet'a  he: 
7^y  pangs  were  tmnaicnt;  AEs  shall  steep  no  more 
Till  lire's  delirious  dream  itself  is  o'er; 
Bbi  thou  ahalt  rest  in  glory,  and  thy  gncve 
Be  the  pure  sllar  of  the  patriot  hrave. 
Ob,  what  ■  change  that  little  hour  hath  nrotight 
b  the  bigh  spirit,  and  unbending  thought  I 


Yet,  f^om  bunself  each  keen  regret  to  bido, 
Still  Hamet  struggles  with  indignant  pride ; 
While  his  soul  rises  gathering  bH  its  fi>n», 
To  meet  the  fearful  conflict  with  remorte. 
To  thee,  at  length,  whew  aitleaa  love  bath  beer) 
lii  own,  unchanged,  through  many  a  sl)rmy 

Xaydal  to  thee  his  heart  Eir  refbge  ffiesj 
Thou  ttitt  art  faithful  b>  afftction's  ties. 
YesI  let  Ibe  world  npbraiJ,  let  fbes  contemn, 
Thy  gentle  breast  the  tide  will  flrmly  stem; 

thy  smile,  and  soft  eonsoling  tc^ce, 
Shall  bid  his  troubled  soid  again  rejoice. 

Within  Onnnda's  waHs  are  hearts  and  hands, 
Whose  aid  in  secret  HaiDct  yet  commands ; 
Nor  hard  the  task,  at  some  propitious  hour. 
To  win  his  silent  way  to  Zayda's  bower. 
When  night  and  peace  are  brooding  o'er  the  wotU, 
When  mute  the  darione,  and  the  banners  flirled. 
That  hour  is  come — and  o'er  the  arms  he  hears 
A  wandering  fadir's  garb  the  chieRain  wears: 
Disguise  that  iH  fVom  piereing  eye  Could  bide 
The  lofty  port,  and  glance  of  martial  pride; 
Bat  night  befHands — through  paths  oblcnre  hi 

Am)  hailed  theldne  and  lovely  Rene  at  last; 
Young  Zayda'i  chosen  haunt,  the  fair  alrove. 
The  sparkrmg  fountain  and  the  orange  grove; 
Calm  in  tho  moonlight  smites  the  still  retreat. 
As  formed  akine  for  happy  hearts  to  meet. 
For  happy  heartsl — not  each  is  hers,  who  thers 
Bends  o'er  her  late,  with  dark,  anbraided  hair; 
That  maid  of  Zegri  race,  whose  eye,  whose  mien, 
Tell  that  despair  her  bosom's  guest  halfi  been. 
So  lost  in  thought  she  seems,  the  warrior's  feot 
Unheard  appruach  her  solitary  seat, 
Till  bk  known  acfrnti  every  sense  restoK — 
My  own  loved  Zayda!  do  we  meet  once  moiel" 
She  starts,  ehe  turns — the  lightning  of  surprise, 
Of  sudden  rapture.  Dashes  finm  her  ey«« ; 


Far  other  meaning  darkens  o'er  her  brow ; 
Changed  is  her  aspect,  and  her  tones  severe — 
"Hence,   Aben-Zurrah!   death   nirroands  IbM 

"  Zayda!  what  means  that  glance,  unlike  tnuM 
ownl 
What  mean  those  words,  and  that  unwonted  lone  1 
I  will  not  deem  thee  changed— but  in  thy  fac^ 
It  is  not  joy,  it  is  not  love,  I  (racet 
It  was  not  thus  in  other  days  we  mot: 
Hath  tune,  hath  absence  taught  thee  to  fhrgetl 
Ohl  speak  one*  more — thCM  rising  doubts  dispel 
One  amile  of  lerulerness,  and  all  is  well  1" 

"Not  thus  we  met  in  other  daysT— oh  no! 
Thou  wert  not,  nanior,  then  thy  country's  Ibe  I 
Those  days  are  past— we  ne'er  shall  meet  again 
With  beut*  alt  wumih,  all  confidence,  as  thab 
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But  tky  dktk  aoul  tie  fentlsr  fsetingi  nrs}', 
J>adaT  of  hcMile  huul* !  awt  j,  airaj  I 
On  ia  thy  patb  or  triumph  and  of  power, 
Nor  yaote  to  nuw  from  oulh  ■  blighted  Sower." 

"  Aod  thou  too  changed  1  thine  etrly  tow  toxgct 
Thii,  thi*  aluMi,  wu  wuiting  to  mj  loCI 
Exiled  uid  Komfld,  of  evny  lie  beraft, 
Tby  lore,  the  dewrt'i  lonely  fount,  wu  left; 
And  Ihou,  mj  foul'a  lut  hope,  iti  lingering  beam, 
ThoD,  the  good  angel  of  each  brighter  dreaan, 
Wert  all  the  barrennee*  of  life  poaeeM, 
To  wake  one  eoft  aflaetiiHi  in  mybreaat! 
That  viuon  ended — iais  bath  nonghl  in  atore, 
Of  jay  or  aornm,  a'er  lo  touch  me  men, 
Oi>,  Zegti  maid  I  to  iceDe*  of  ■unahine  fly, 
Prom  the  item  papil  of  advenit;  I 
And  now  to  bitpe,  to  confiileDce  adien  t 
If  thoQ  art  laithkM,  who  itiall  e'er  be  tnie  V 

"Hamell  oh  wrong  me  notl — I  too  could  ipeali 
Of  ■orrawa— trace  them  on  my  Med  cheek, 
In  the  luok  eye,  and  in  Ihe  waited  form. 
That  tell  the  heart  hath  noiaad  a  canker-worml 
Bat  word*  were  idle — road  my  lufieriDgi  there, 
Where  grief  ia  atamped  on  all  tbat  one  wai  fair. 

"  Oh,  weit  thoD  (till  what  once  I  fondly  deemed, 
All  that  thy  mien  eipreand,  thj  ifurit  aeemed. 
My  love  haid  been  delation— till  in  death 
Thy  name  iMd  tremUed  on  my  lateat  breath. 
Bnt  not  the  diief  who  leadi  a  tawleaa  band. 
To  cniih  the  altaia  of  hia  natiie  land ; 
Th'  apoilals  aon  of  beroea,  whoas  diagiace 
Hath  ituned  the  trophies  of  a  glorioiu  race ; 
Not  kim  I  loved — but  one  whose  yonthfUl  name 
Wai  pure  and  radiant  in  nnauUied  fame. 
Hadat  tluni  but  died,  ere  yet  dishonour'a  cloud 
O'er  that  yoong  name  bad  gathered  >i  a  ehraud, 
I  then  had  mourned  thee  proudly — and  my  giief 
In  ita  own  loftiDSH  had  [mad  relief; 
A  txible  Kirron,  cheriahed  to  the  laat. 
When  every  meaneiwo  had  long  been  past 
Veil  IM  a^ftioD  ireep — no  common  tear 
She  ihedi,  nhen  bending  o'er  a  hero'i  Uer. 
Let  Nature  moom  the  dead — a  grief  like  ihia, 
To  panga  that  rend  mg  boiom  bad  been  bliss !" 

"  High-minded  maid  t  the  time  admits  not  now 
T>i  plead  my  cause,  to  Tindieate  my  row. 
That  TOW,  too  dread,  loo  eolemn  to  recall, 
Hath  nrgrd  me  onward,  baplj  to  my  lalL 
Yet  this  betiere — no  meaner  aim  iuapires 
My  aoal,  no  dream  of  poor  ambdtion  Erea. 
No  I  erery  hope  of  power,  of  triumpb,  fied, 
Beb6Id  me  bnt  th'  aTeogn  of  the  dead! 
Oii«  whose  changed  heart  no  ti^  no  kindled 

And  in  thy  love  alone  bath  aooght  repose. 
Zayda  wilt  thou  tba  stem  aocuier  be  % 
Paiae  la  his  eotmlry,  he  is  ttue  to  thee! 
Oh,  beat  me  ystt — if  Hamet  e'er  was  dear, 
Uy  oar  fiiM vows,  our  young  afectiun  hear! 


Soon  most  thia  fair  and  royal  dtj  GUI, 
Soon  aball  the  cross  be  planted  on  her  wall; 
ThsnwhocanleU  what  tides  of  blood  may  flow 
While  her  fanes  echo  to  the  ihrieks  of  no  1 
Fly,  fly  with  me,  and  let  me  bear  thee  far 
Fromhorron  thronging  in  the  path  of  war: 
Fly!  and  repose  in  safety— till  the  biMt 
Hath  made  a  desert  in  ita  course — and  past  I" 
Thou  that  wilt  triumph  wlioo  the  hour  ■ 

Haatened  by  Ibee  to  seal  thy  conntry's  doom, 
With  tAee  &om  scenes  of  death  ahaU  Zaydafly 
To  peace  and  safely] — Woman  too  can  diet 
And  die  exulting,  though  unknown  to  fame, 
In  nil  llie  stainless  beauty  of  her  name  I 

nnmurdiuring,  undismayed  to  share 
Tlie  fate  my  kindred  and  my  ure  nnut  bear. 
And  deem  thou  not  my  feeble  heart  shall  Jail, 
When  the  clouds  gather,  and  the  Masts  aaail ; 
Thou  hast  but  known  me  ere  the  trying  hour 
Called  into  life  my  spirit's  latent  power; 
But  I  have  energies  that  idly  slept, 
While  withering  o'er  my  silent  woes  1  wept, 
And  now,  when  hope  and  happiness  are  Bed, 
My  soul  is  firm — for  what  lemaina  to  droadi 
Who  shall  haTc  power  to  sufler  and  to  bear, 
If  strength  and  courage  dwell  not  with  Deapairt" 

"  Hamet,  farewell  t — retrace  thy  path  again. 
To  join  thy  brethren  on  the  tented  plain. 
There  wave  and  wood,  in  mingling  murmurs,  tell. 
How,  in  far  other  cause,  thy  fathers  lell  1 

that  tai  hath  Glory'a  fbotitep  been, 
Names  anfaigotten  consecrate  the  scene  I 
Dwell  not  the  souls  of  heroee  round  thee  there, 
Whcee  vokes  call  thee  in  the  whispering  air  1 
Unheard,  in  laia,  tbey  call— ibeir  fallen  eon 
Hath  stained  the  name  tboae  mighty  spirits  wa^ 
And  to  the  hatred  of  the  brave  and  free 
Bequeathed  his  own,  through  ages  yet  to  be  1" 

Still  as  dw  apoke,  th'  enthusiast's  kindling  eye 
Was  lighted  up  with  inborn  majesty. 
While  her  fair  form  and  yonthfiil  futures  caagbl 
All  the  proud  grandeur  of  heroic  thought, 

ily  besuteouB;(I4)  awe-struck  and  amaisd, 
awhile  the  w 


As  or 


le  lofty  vi 
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One  all  ins[Uiad— each  look  with  glory  beamed, 
While  brightly  bursting  through  Its  cloud  of  woes, 
Her  Boul  at  once  in  all  its  light  arose. 

ne'er  had  Hamet  deemed  there  dwelt  eiv 

In  &im  so  fragile,  (bat  unconquered  mind, 
And  fixed,  as  by  soom  high  enchantment,  there 

stood — till  wonder  yielding  to  despair. 

Tbe  dream  ia  vaiushed — daughter  of  my  Ens! 
Baft  of  each  hop*  the  lonely  wanderer  goes. 
Thy  words  have  pierced  his  soul — jet  deem  thov 


ThoQ  couldst  be  or 


e  adored,  and  e'er  fbrgott 
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O  fimwd  oT  happior  lom  >  bermc  miiil '. 
In  grief  aublime,  in  danger  uadiimkfed. 
Fuvwell,  ud  be  thou  blot  t— all  wordi  wen  vain 
For  him  who  ne'er  may  view  that  fbnn  iigun ; 
Him,  nboee  lob  tbooght,  roembliiig  bliai,  mint  be, 
Be  hath  been  loved,  oaee  fimdly  loved,  b;  thee  l" 

And  i*  the  wurior  goael — doth  Zeyile  heu 
Hk  pertiiig  fbotalep,  end  vithout  e  tear  t 
Tbou  weep'it  not,  lolly  maid  1 — jet  nbo  can  lell 
What  Kcret  pange  vithin  thy  heart  may  dwelll 
Thtg  fcd  not  leitf,  die  firm,  the  high  ia  uul, 
Who  beit  each  Jaieling'i  agony  contiouL 
Yea ',  we  may  judge  the  oteaiun  of  the  grief 
Which  Snda  in  Miaeiy'a  ehiqiience  relief; 
Bat  who  ahall  pierce  those  depUu  of  ulent  ivo, 
Whaue  bmlhea  no  language,  wbence  do  lean 

may  flow  1 
The  pang*  that  many  ■  noUe  breait  hath  ;naf(d, 
Scorning  ilaeif  that  Ihoa  it  could  be  moved  1 
He,  He  aliMM,  the  inmoal  lieart  who  know*, 
Viewi  all  it*  weahDeai,  pities  all  its  throes, 
He  who  hath  meicy  when  mankind  ixntema, 
Beholding  anguish — all  unknown  (o  tbem. 

Fair  dly  •  thou,  that  'midM  thy  statdy  fanes 
And  gilded  minafeta,  towering  o'er  the  plains, 
In  eatftm  grandeur  proudly  doaC  arise 
Beneath  thj  canopy  of  deep-blue  akiea, 
While  strsams,  tliat  bear  thee  lieaiures  in  theii 

Thy  citron-grores  and  myrtlo-ganlena  lata ; 
Uoani !  fen  thy  doom  is  fixed — the  days  o!  ftar 
Of  chains,  of  wrath,  irfbittemeB,  are  nearl 
Willun,  around  lhe«  are  the  trophied  graves 
Of  kings  and  chie& — their  childiea  shall  be  slaves. 
Fair  an  thy  halla,  thy  dames  m^jeslic  swell. 
But  there  a  nee  that  reared  them  not  shall  dwell ; 
For  'midst  thy  counsels  Discoid  still  pieaidel, 
Degenerate  fear  thy  wavering  monarch  guides, 
Last  of  ■  line  vihose  regal  spirit  flown 
Bath  lo  their  oflspring  but  bequeathed  a  throne, 
Without  one  genetoua  thought,  or  feeling  liigh, 
To  leach  his  soul  how  kings  should  live  and  die. 

A  vmce  resounds  within  Granada's  wall, 
The  hearu  of  warriors  echo  to  itacal!.(lG) 
Whose  are  thaao  tones  tvitli  power  electric  lirallght, 
To  reach  tiie  source  of  pure,  exalted  thought  1 

Bee  oa  a  fortress- tower,  with  beckoning  hand, 
A  Ibrm,  majatic  as  a  prophet,  stand  1 
Hia  mien  ia  all  impaanoDed — and  his  eye 
Filled  with  a  light  whose  C>untain  ia  on  high ; 
Wild  «■  the  gale  hii  atlvsry  twcs  Sow. 
And  inspintion  beams  upon  his  brow, 
While,  thronging  round  him,  breathless  thousands 

As  on  Booie  irughty  seer  of  elder  day*. 

"Saw  ys  the  banners  of  Castile  displayed, 
The  helmets  glittering,  and  the  line  amyed  1 
Beardye  the  march  of  steel-clad  hoatal"  be  cries, 
"Cbildiennf  conqoororsl  in  your  stra^th  arise  t 


I O  high-bom  tribes  <  oh  namee  unstained  by  feat ' 
lAzarqucB,  Zegris,  Almomiis,  hear  1(17) 
Be  every  feud  forgotten,  and  your  hands 
Dyed  with  no  blood  but  that  of  hostile  bandi.(18) 
Wake,  princes  of  the  land !  the  hour  is  eomo^ 
And  tbe  red  sabre  must  decide  your  doom. 
Where  is  that  i[«rit  which  prevailed  of  yore, 
Wben  Tarik'e   bands  o'eraprsad   tbe   wcstera 

shore  X19) 
When  the  bug  combat  raged  on  Xerss*  plBUi,(aO) 
And    A&ie's   lecbir   swelled   Ihiowh   yielding 

Spain  T(3I) 
Is  the  lance  broken,  is  the  shield  decaysd, 
Tbe  warrior's  arm  tinstniog,  tus  heart  dismayed, 
Shall  nobighapirit  of  ascendant  w«th 
Arise  to  lead  Ibe  sons  of  Idam  forth  1 
To  guard  the  regions  when  our  fathers'  bhiod 
Halb  bathed  each  plain,  and  mingled  with  sadi 

flood. 
Where  long  their  dust  hath  blended  with  the  sod 
Won  by  their  swords,  made  lertilg  by  thur  loi!  1 

"Dye  sierras  of  eternal  snow  I 
Ye  streams  that  by  the  tomba  of  heroes  flow, 
Woods,  fonntaina,  rocks,  of  Spain  I  ye  saw  theli 

In  many  a  Bereo  and  onrorgotten  ftghtl 
Shall  ye  behold  their  lost,  degenerate  race, 
Dwell  'midst  your  scenes  in  lellen  and  dingracel 
With  each  memorial  of  the  past  around, 
Each  mighty  monument  of  days  renownedl 
May  this  indignant  heart  ere  then  be  cold. 
This  irame  be  gathered  to  its  kindred  mould  I 
And  the  last  life-drop  circling  through  my  veins 
Have  tinged  a  scril  untainted  yet  by  chains  I 

"  And  yet  one  atroggle  ere  our  doom  is  sealed, 
One  mighty  eBbrt,  one  deciding  lleU! 
If  vain  each  hope,  we  still  have  choice  to  he, 
In  life  the  mtered,  oT  in  death  the  &ee  r 

Blill  while  be  speaks,  each  gallant  heart  heats 

And  ardour  flashes  I^hr  each  kindling  eye; 
Yontfa,  manhood,  age,  as  if  inspired,  have  caught 
The  glow  of  lofty  hope  and  daring  thought, 
And  all  is  hushed  aniand — as  every  ssnse 
Dwelt  on  the  tones  of  that  wild  el«iuenc<. 
But  when  bis  voice  hath  ceased,  th'  impetuoM 
cry 
Of  e^er  thousands  burst  at  onoe  on  high ; 
Rampart,  and  rock,  and  fbrirees,  ring  around, 
And  fair  Alhambra's  inmost  halls  resound. 
"  Lead  ua,  O  chieftain  1  lead  ua  to  the  atiifB, 
To  fame  in  death,  or  liberty  m  life  I" 
O  leal  of  noble  heaita !  in  vain  displayed  I 
High  feeling  wasted  I  genmous  hope  betrayed 
Now,  while  the  burning  apirit  of  tho  brave 
Is  roused  to  energies  that  yet  might  saw. 
E'en  now,  enthusiasts!  while  ye  rush  to  dun- 
Your  gloiinua  trial  on  tbe  field  of  Cum. 


igtizedoyGOOglf 


Mas.  HEMAN6'  WORKS. 


Ajid  &a  your  children's  porliou,  but  remun* 
That  billei  heritage— the  ttnngat's  cbuiu. 


Hbrom  of  4lJar  i)a;a  I  unlaiight  to  jield, 
Who  bled  (or  Spain  on  muiy  an  ancient  £elil, 
Ye,  that  SKHUid  tiie<MkaDciioa<>fy<»e(33) 
Stood  GriD  ajid  TeaiiaH  on  AetuiuV  abon, 
And  trith  your  apiiil,  ne'er  to  be  lubdued, 
HaUaired  the  w^  Cantabrian  aditude ; 
Rejbiee  amidat  ;out  dwelling*  of  repose, 
In  ths  bat  chuuniog  of  your  Modem  tbei  1 
Rejoice ! — tat  Spaui,  aiinng  in  her  atrength, 
Hath  bunt  ttic  remnanl  of  their  yoke  at  length; 
And  they  in  turn  the  cup  of  wo  nujat  drain. 
And  bathe  their  tMen  nith  thtrir  lean  ID  nun. 
And  thou,  the  nanior  torn  tn  happi/  Acur,(24) 
Valeiida'i  lord,  trhorc  tuma  alone  waa  power. 
Theme  of  a  thousand  eongi  in  da^n  gone  by, 
Comjaenir  of  Kinga  1  exult,  O  Cid  1  on  high. 
For  atill  'twaa  thine  to  guard  thy  couotiy'a  weal, 
In  life,  in  death,  the  iralcher  for  Caatile  I 

Thou  in  that  hour  nhen  Mauritania's  banila 
Rnabed  from  ttieir  palmy  groves  and  burning  lands. 
E'en  in  the  realm  ofipiiili  diitst  retain 
A  patdol's  vigilance,  remembeiing  Spain  !(S5) 
Then,  at  deep  midnight,  loee  the  mighty  aouiid. 
By  I>oan  beard,  in  ahudilering  awe  profound, 
Aa  through  her  echoing  inreels  in  dread  array, 
Beings,  onee  niortal,  held  their  viewless  wayj 
Voices,  from  worlds  we  know  not— and  the  tread 
Of  inarching  bosU,  the  armies  of  the  dead, 
Thuu  and  thy  buiietl  chieAains — fnim  the  grove 
Then  did  iby  nunmoDs  rouse  a  king  to  save, 
And  join  thy  warriors  with  oneartbly  might 
To  aid  Uw  rescue  in  Tolosa's  fight. 
Those  days  are  post — the  crescent  on  thy  shore, 
O  realm  of  evening  I  sets,  to  rise  no  ntore.(SC) 
"What  banner  streams  afitr  from  Vela's  lovrer  1(97) 
Thv  cross,  bright  ensign  of  Iberia's  power  I 
What  Un  glad  about  of  each  exulting  voieel 
"  Castile  and  Arrogoa  [  rejoice,  rejtaee  1" 
YiddJDg  free  entrance  lO  Ticlorious  (ofa. 
The  Moorish  dty  sets  her  galea  unclose, 
And  Spain's  proud  Lost,  vrith  pennon,  ahidd,  and 

Through  herlongatreels  in  knightlygarb  advance. 

OhI  ne'er  in  lofty  draaDoatkath  Paney'a  eye 
Dwelt  on  a  scene  of  staleliw  pageantry. 
At  jnnst  or  tourney,  Iheme  of  poet's  lore, 
Birh  masqtK,  nr  su^eam  lestival  of  jon. 


The  gildeii  cupolas,  that  proadlj  rise 
O'eruched  by  eloudlaas  and  cerulean  slihs. 
Tall  minarets,  shining  mosqws,  barbaric  towm, 
Fountains,  and  palacea,  and  cyprev  bowen; 
And  they,  the  splendid  and  triumpbant  throng. 
With  belmela  glittering  as  they  OMHe  along, 
With  bnudend  scarf,  and  gem^icstndded  mail. 
And  giBcefiil  plumage  etreaming  on  the  f)ale; 
Shields,  gold-embiHsed,  and  pennons  Hoafing  fst^ 
And  all  the  gorgeous  blazonry  of  mr, 
All  briglitened  by  the  rich  transparent  bues 
That  eoutliem  suns  o'er  heaven  and  earth  difluse-, 
Blend  in  ons  aceue  of  glory,  IbrmeJ  to  thnnv 
O'er  meraoiy's  page  a  never-fading  glow. 
And  theretoo,  foremoat 'midst  the  conquoringbrava 
Your  aiure  plmnea,  O  Aben-Zurrahs  I  nave. 
There  Hamet  moves)  the  chief  nhoao  lolly  [lort 
Seams  nor  approach  to  shun,  nor  praise  to  court, 
Calm,  stern,  collected — yet  within  hu  breaat 

I  pang,  no  struggle  uneonfestT 
If  such  there  be,  it  still  mustdwell  uiisecn, 

or  eJoud  a  triumph  with  a  sufferer's  mien. 

Hear*!!  thou  the  solemn,  yet  exulting  sound. 
Of  Uie  deep  anthem  floating  for  around  1 
The  choral  voices  to  the  ski«  thai  raisa 
The  full  majestic  harmony  of  praise  1 
Lol  where  suirounded  by  their  princely  train. 
They  come,  the  sovereigns  of  lejoicing  Spain, 
Borne  on  their  trophied  car — lo !  bntsting  thence 
A  Uaa!  of  cbivalrooa  magnificence ! 

Onward  their  slow  and  stately  course  Ibey  bend 
To  where  th'  Alhambra'a  andant  towers  asoond. 
Reared  and  ailorned  by  Moorish  kings  of  yore, 
Whose  lost  dracendanis  there  shall  dwell  no  mois. 

Tfaej  reach  these  towers — irregularly  vast 
And  rude  they  seem,  in  mould  barbaric  oast  '(3El) 
They  enter — to  their  wondering  sight  is  given 
A  genii  pslae*— an  Arabian  heaven  t(29) 
A  scene  by  magie  raised,  so  strange,  so  ioir. 
Its  form  and  colonn  eeem  alike  of  a-;. 

by  sweet  orango-bonghs,  h^f  shaded  o'er. 
The  deep  clear  bath  reveals  its  marble  Soar, 
Its  margin  (ringed  with  Bowers,  whose  glowing 

The  calm  transparence  of  its  waves  suflbae. 

T  here,  round  llie  court,  where  Moorish  arches  ben  J, 

Aerial  colnmns.  ricbly  decked,  ascend ; 

Unlike  the  models  of  each  classic  race, 

Of  Done  grandeur,  or  Corinthian  grace, 

But  answering  well  each  viaion  that  portrays 

Arabian  splendour  to  Ibe  poet's  guo : , 

Wild,  wondroUB,  brilliant,  all — a  mingling  glow 

Of  rainbow-tints,  above,  around,  below ; 

Bright-streaming  from  the  many-tinctuced  veins. 

Of  precious  marble — and  the  vivid  stains 

Of  rich  mosaics  o'er  the  light  arcade, 

In  gay  festoons  and  fairy  knots  displayeil. 

On  through  th'  enchanted  realm,  that  only  seams 
Meet  for  the  rsdiant  creatures  of  oar  dteoms. 
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Hm  njil  ooB^seom  )wM — while  MiH  thrir  aglit 

On  tame  aew  wodJct  dw«lli  with  Imth  ileHghL 

Hen  the  tjt  nies  throogfa  slmidoT  colanadn, 

O**:  hai>si7  Uimh  anil  mjitie  ahwla, 

Duk  idive-wondi  bejond,  (nd  far  on  high 

"nu  mt  licm,  miDgliog  with  llw  *k j. 

ThFR,  Kitteiiif  6a  uoand  their  i^mond  ■pnj'^ 

ClurMreunt  from  tbont*  «f  itiibuteT  play, 

T  hnugh  pilbimd  faiHa,  wheM,  eiqutauljr  wnHight, 

Rich  VKhaqdEs,  with  glittnklg  foliage  fivught, 

SumKMnt  each  firUeJ  aich,  uiil  lend  the  loene 

A  wiU.  fomantic,  DiieBtal  mien : 

While  ouuiy  ■  vene  fnm  caitem  banla  nf  oIJ, 

Bonim  Ihe  wall  in  ehanclen  of  golil  (30) 

Here  ModeDi  lunu;,  in  her  dnn  itomUD, 

Hith  brU  lor  ag«  bet  TOluptnam  reign 

tliibl  goigeoua  doows,  where  non  ihall  Mience 

bfood, 
And  all  be  hmB— a  qriendU  ntilude. 
Now  wake  their  echoes  to  a  Ihooaand  aongi, 
From  mingling  loice*  of  eiulling  thronge; 
Tambour,  and  flute,  and  atal>al,  are  then!,(31) 
And  joyoua  darioni  pealing  on  Ihe  air, 
TVhile  neiy  halt  mound*,  "  Gnnnda  won  I 
Gmada !  for  Cattile  and  Arragon  <"(39) 
'Tii  nigbl — from  dome  and  tower,  in  ilaaling 

The  Intal  liinpa  innumerably  blaiir  ;(33) 
Thniiighl«igarcadeathHrquiveringtuBlreg1eaiiu, 
Fiom  every  lattice  tremnloiiiily  etrcami, 
'Midil  orang»garden>  playa  on  fount  and  rill, 
And  gildi  the  wavea  of  Darro  and  Xenil  { 
Red  flame  the  torrbea  en  each  minaret'a  height. 
And  ihinei  each  aticet  an  aTonne  of  light ; 
And  midnight  feaata  are  held,  and  mueic'a  Toiee 
Thnrngh  the  long  night  itiU  ■ummona  to  rejoice. 
Yet  there,  while  all  wonid  aeem  to  heedleaa  eye 
One  blaieof  pomp,  one  bant  of  reielry. 
An  hearts  miioaUied  by  Ihoaa  dcloave  hoar*, 
Galled  by  the  chain,  Iboogh  decked  awhile  wiA 

Stem  paiiiorM  working  in  th'  indignant  breait, 
Deep  pangB  untold,  high  fi^cUng*  nneipreat. 
Heroic  spiiu,  unaubniiUing  yet, 
Vengeance,  and  keen  remoree,  and  TUn  rrgnet. 

From  yon  prood  height,  whoae  oLive-ahaded  bmw 
Comniands  the  wide  luxuriant  plain*  below, 
Who  lingering  galea  o'er  the  lorely  Bene, 
Axguiah  and  ahama  contending  in  hii  nnen ' 
lie,  who,  of  iieroca  and  of  kioga  the  son, 
Hath  liied  )o  lose  whala'er  hit  fathen  wan, 
Wbuae  doabt*  and  fear*  hi*  people'*  fiite  hava 

•ealed; 
WaTering  alike  in  oouneel  and  in  field ; 
W«>k,  linud  mier  of  the  wiae  and  hraja. 
Still  a  fierce  tyrant  or  a  yielding  alaia. 

Far  from  theae  vine-clad  bille  and  aiureaUe% 
Ta  Afik**  wikk  the  roya:  ezil*  fliea^Sl) 


Yet  pauses  on  hi*  way,  to  weep  in  Tain, 
O'er  all  he  never  musl  behold  again. 
Fair  f  jn^ead*  tlie  scene  aroond — (or  him  loo  kit, 
Elach  [Rowing  chaim  but  deepen*  his  dopair. 
The  Vega'n  mead*,  the  city's  glittering  apire^ 
The  ok]  BMJeatie  palace  of  hi*  dm. 
The  gay  pavilion*,  and  retired  alcove*, 
Bosomed  in  cHron  and  pmnegranate  giore* ; 
Tdwer.<Treated   rocka,  and  eireams  that  winu  i:< 
'ght, 

I  one  moment  bureling  on  his  i>ght 
Speak  to  bi*  aonl  of  glory'*  vanished  yean. 
And  wake  the  aource  of  unavailing  tears. 
-VTe^ieMthou  Abdallahl-Tbou  dart  weU  ti- 
wrep, 
O  feeble  heart  I  o'er  all  thou  couldst  not  keep 

befit  the  eye 
Of  hioii  who  knew  not,  a*  a  man,  to  die.(35) 
The  gale  aghs  nMwrnniUy  through  Zt^da'ebow- 

The  band  t*  gone  that  nursed  eacb  infant  Sower 
No  viHCe,  no  atep,  is  tn  her  father'a  hatia, 
Mule  are  the  echoeaof  tbeii  marMe  nalh; 
No  stranger  enters  at  the  chieftain'*  gate, 
But  all  is  hoafaeil,  and  void,  and  desolate. 

There,  tbrough.each  lower  and  solitary  ahada, 
In  vain  dolh  Hamet  seek  the  Zegri  maid ; 
Her  grove  is  ailent,  her  pavilion  lone, 
Her  lute  Ibroaketi,  and  her  doom  unknown; 
And  through  tbe  scene  abo  toved,  unheeded  flow* 
The  stroani  whose  music  lulled  her  to  repose. 

But  ohl  to  him,  whoae  lelf-aGCuaing  Ihoughl 
Whiapera  't  wai  he  IhnI  dewdation  wrought  j 
He  who  hi*  country  and  bi*  bitb  betrayed, 
And  lent  Caalile  revengeful,  powerful  aid ; 
A  vMce  of  aorrow  awell*  in  every  gale, 
Each  wave,  bw  rippling,  tell*  a  moumfiil  tale ; 
And  a*  tbe  *hrubB,  nntended,  unconflned. 
In  vrild  eiuberanoe,  roatle  to  the  wind. 
Etch  leaf  hath  language  to  lii*  itartled  aense. 

Thou  hast  driven  hai 


Ani!  welt  he  feeb  to  trace  her  flight  were  vain, 
— Where  hath  lost  kwe  been  once  recalled  again 
In  her  pure  breast,  so  long  by  anguish  torn. 
His  name  can  roues  no  ieehng  now  bat  sconi. 
O  bilfer  hour!  when  firal  the  shuddering  heart 
Wakes  to  behold  the  wud  within— and  atartl 
To  (eel  ita  own  abandonment,  and  brood 
O'er  tbe  cbill  boaom'a  depth  of  wihiude. 
Tbe  stomiy  paasiona  that  in  Bamct's  breast 
Have  Bwayed  so  .^tng,  lo  fiercely,  are  at  nA , 
Tb'  avanger'a  task  h  ctoaed  :(36)— he  find*  toa 

late, 
It  hath  not  changed  hi*  (uiings,  bat  hii  fate 
Hi*  waa  a  Ibfty  spirit,  tamed  ande 
From  iiB  btigbt  palh  by  woe*,  and  wrongi,  ana 


.  „Gooj^lc 


1)W 


MRS.  HEMANS'  WOREB. 


Ami  oDHud,  in  iu  new  tumultuoiu  coorav. 
Boms  with  too  nqiid  ■ml  intenn  a  fiwu 
To  pnuie  one  moment  in  the  dnutd  career, 
An  J  uk — if  Mieb  could  be  iti  nUiia  ■(diere. 
Now  are  thoee  ilaTi  oT  wild  deHiium  o'ei, 
Thcit  feui  and  hopes  eicila  hia  aoul  no  moi 
The  leieiich  energin  of  paiiBon  okas, 
And  hia  beart  ainka  in  deaoUte  repoaa, 
Tama  aickeniDg  from  the  world,  jet  ahiinlta  not 

Ian 
Prom  ita  own  deep  and  nltei  lonelineaa. 
There  ii  a  aound  of  voicea  on  the  air, 
A  dub  of  armour  in  tb«  auobeiun'a  glire, 
'Midal  the  wild  Alpuiarraa  i(37)  there,  on  tiigh, 
Where  moDOtun-aaom  ale  mingling  with  the 

■ij, 

A  few  brave  tribM,  with  afHiit  yet  unbrokfl, 
Haw  Bed  indignant  from  the  Spanianl'a  joke. 

O  ye  dread  ecenea,  where  Natara  dweUi  aloiw, 
Severely  glorioua  on  her  craggy  throne ; 
Ye  citadel*  of  rack,  gigantic  form*. 
Veiled  by  themirta,  and  girdled  by  the  alorma, 
Ravinea,  and  glaiu,  and  deep-reaounding  eaten, 
That  hold  communioD  with  the  torrent-wavea ; 
And  ye,  th'  uiwtained  and  ereiiaating  anowa, 
lliat  dwell  above  in  bright  and  (tilt  repose; 
To  yon,  in  etary  clime,  in  every  age, 
Pat  from  the  tyrant's  or  the  conqueror's  rage, 
Uith  Freedom  led  her  aona : — antired  lo  keep 
Her  fearleaa  ligila  on  the  barren  steep. 
Sbe  Uke  the  moantaia  eagle  stilt  delights 
To  gaie  eiulting  from  uneonqoenid  beiglila, 
And  build  her  eyrie  in  defiance  proud. 
To  dure  the  wind  and  min^  with  the  cloud. 

Now  her  deep  voice,  the  aoul'*  awakener,  awella, 
Wild  Alpularras,  through  your  inmoat  dells. 
There,  the  dark  glena  and  lonely  rocks  among, 
Aa  at  the  clarion's  call,  her  children  throng. 
She  with  enduring  itrengtb  batb  nerved  each 

And  mads  each  heart  the  temple  of  bar  Bnn«, 
Her  owit  misting  ■[urit,  which  shall  glow 
Unqnenchably,  anrviving  all  below. 

There  high'bom  maids,  that  moved  upon  the 

earth, 
MoTO  like  bright  creature*  of  atrial  birth, 
Nnnlingi  of  palaces,  hare  fled  to  share 
The  bts  of  brotben  and  of  ares ;  la  bear, 
All  undismayed,  privation  and  distress, 
Anu  smile,  Ibe  roeea  of  the  wildomea. 
And  motben  with  their  infants,  there  lo  dwell 
In  tbe  deep  fbreitt  or  [he  cavern  cell, 
And  rear  Ihrar  oftipring  'midst  the  rock*,  lo  be. 
If  now  no  more  the  mighty,  atilt  the  free. 
And  'nudst  that  band  of  veterans,  o'er  whose 

bead 
tJorrovrs  and  years  their  mingled  snow  have  shed : 
They  saw  thy  glory,  they  have  wept  thy  M, 
Uionldtyl  aodlha  wieek  of  all 


TlH7k)vad  and  hallowad  moat:— doib«i«ht  m- 

Fordieae  lo  prove  of  hapidneaaorpainl 
Life'*  cup  is  drained— earth  fulss  befbrs  tfadr  eye 
Thdr  task  is  dosing— they  have  but  to  die. 
Ask  ye,  why  fled  they  hitberl— (hat  their  doom 
Might  be  lo  onk  unfettered  to  the  tomb. 
And  youth,  in  all  ita  pride  of  atrengUi  ia  there; 
And  buoyancy  of  a|Krit,  brmed  to  dare 
A  nd  Bu^  all  things, — Men  on  evd  days. 
Yet  darting  o'er  the  world  an  ardent  gaio. 
As  on  tb'  arena,  wbere  ita  powers  may  find 
Pull  acopa  lo  atrivo  for  glory  with  mankind. 

Such  are  the  tenants  c^  ibe  mountain-hold, 
Tbe  high  in  heart,  Dnconqnered,  nncontndled; 
By  day  tha  boulsnian  of  tbe  wild— by  night, 
Unwearied  guardians  of  the  walch-fire'a  light 
Tliey  from  their  bleak,  majestic  home  have  Caught 
A  sterner  tone  ornnaubmitting  thought, 
While  all  around  them  bids  the  sonl  artM,' 
To  blend  with  Nature'*  dread  sublimities. 
— But  Ihesearetofly  dreams,  and  must  not  be 
Where  tyranny  is  near: — the  bended  knee, 
The  eye,  whose  gbmca  no  inborn  grandeur  fiiea, 
And  the  tamed  heart,  are  tributes  she  requirca; 
Nor  must  the  dwellers  of  tbe  rock  bnA  down 
On  regal  conquerors  and  defy  their  frown. 
Wbat  warrior.band  i*  toiling  to  explore 
The  mountain-pass,  with  pine-wood   ahadowod 

o'erl 
Startling  with  martial  sound  each  rode  reeea. 
Where  the  deep  echo  slept  in  loneliness. 
These  are  the  sans  ofSpain! — Your  fije*  are  nssr  i 
Oh,  exiles  of  tbe  wild  rienal  bearl 
Hear!  wakel  arisel  and  from  your  inmost  ea*a^ 
Pour  Ue  tbe  torrent  in  ita  might  of  waves! 

Who  lead*  th'  iniadera  on  1— his  features  bear 
Tbe  deep-worn  traces  of  a  calm  deipair; 
Yet  his  dark  t>row  is  haughty — and  bis  eye 
Speak*  of  a  aaul  thai  ask*  not  sympathy. 
'Tis  be  I  'tis  be  again  I  lb'  apostate  chief; 
He  comee  in  all  the  sternness  of  his  grief 
He  comes,  but  changed  in  heart,  no  more  to  wielil 
Falchion  tor  proud  Castile  in  battle-field. 
Against  his  country's  children — though  be  leads 
Castiban  band*  again  lo  hostde  'deeds ; 
His  hope  ia  bul  from  ceaaelesa  pangs  to  fly, 
To  rush  upon  the  Moslem  speai*  and  die. 
So  shall  remorse  anil  love  thy  heart  release. 
Which  dun  not  dream  of  joy,  butdghsfbr  psMci 
The  monntain-edioee  are  awake — a  sound 
Of  strife  is  ringing  through  the  rocks  around. 
Within  tbe  sleep  defile  that  wind*  between 
Clil£i  piled  on  cliffs,  adarlt,  ImiSo  scene. 
There  Mooti^  exile  and  CasliliBn  knight 
Are  wildly  mingling  in  the  serried  fight. 
Red  flows  the  foaming  streamlet  of  the  gten, 
Whose  bright  tnusparenee  ne'er  was  stained  IB 
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WUile  amJI  tlw  wh-doU  and  the  cUib  of  ^eui^ 
T«  ibe  bleak  ilweUingi  of  the  owantunMn^ 
Where  thy  uil  daugbten,  loM  Granndal  wait, 
In  ilieul  nspeDw,  tbc  tuUngi  of  their  Tale. 
But  Le,-  -»LoM  ipiril,  panting  Ibi  ita  rest, 
WaoliI  fain  euh  iiToii]  concsnlratoinhitbieut — 
W1h>,  whero  •  ipeu  i>  poioted,  oi  k  linM 
Aimeil  it  UHthar'a  bieBU,  vraold  idU  xlvuice — 
Courts  duth  in  run ;  each  neapou  gisncoi  by, 
A*  iTGnhim  't  weca  blin  loo  great  lo  die. 
Vta,  Abea-Zumh!  tbere  ara  deeper  woe* 
Reaerted  lor  Ibee  ere  Nature'*  laat  repoce; 
'iluu  knowart  not  yet  nhat  lei^suice  fate  ctm 

Nor  all  the  heart  can  taWit  ere  it  break. 
Doubtful  and  long  the  strife,  and  braTolj  fell 
Tbo  aaui  of  battle  in  that  narrow  dell; 
Yoult  in  ita  tight  of  beauty  there  bath  peat, 
And  age,  the  weary,  found  rapoaa  at  lael ; 
Till  few  and  faint  the  Moelem  tribn  reoHl, 
Borne  down  by  numben  and  o'erpoweied  by  toil. 
EKapsraed,  diahsartensd,  through  the  pan  tiiey  fly, 
ffeiMlbcdeep  wood,  or  moant  the  cliff  oa  high: 
While  Hamet'a  band  in  wonder  gaie,  nor  dare 
Trui  o'er  their  diiij  path  the  fbotstepe  of  de- 
q>air. 
Vet  ha  to  whom  each  danger  hath  becoma 
A  dark  delight,  and  eieiy  wild  a  home, 
Still  urges  onward — undismayed  to  tnad 
Where  tife'a  fond  loren  would  Teccii  with  dreoJ ; 
But  fear  k  for  the  happy — Ihty  may  shrink 
Prom  tha  tteep  predince,  or  hvTeiit'a  brink; 
They  to  whom  earth  ii  paradise — their  doom 
Lenda  no  atom  eourage  to  approach  the  tomb: 
No!  *uch  his  lot,  who,  schooled  by  fate  ■everp, 
Were  but  too  bl»t  if  anght  reaiaioed  to  fur,(3d) 
Up  the  rude  crag*,  whose  gianl-maaee*  throw 
Einnal  shadows  o'er  the  glen  below; 
And  by  the  fall  nhose  nMny^inctured  apray 
Half  in  a  tniat  of  radiance  veils  its  way, 
He  holds  hi*  Tentaroui  track : — nipporled  now 
By  noine  o'erhatigitig  pne  or  ilei  bough ; 
Kow  by  some  jutting  atone  that  seenM  to  dwell 
Half  in  raid-air,  as  balaneni  t^  a  spell : 
Haw  bath  hi*  footalep  gained  the  iniiuiiit'*  head, 
A  lerel  span,  wilh  emerald  verdure  epread, 
A  &iry  aide — there  the  heath-flowers  riae, 
And  the  rack-msB  onnotiDed  bloaajs  and  dies ; 
And  tnighlly  plays  the  stream,  ere  yet  its  tido 
In  loBiii  and  thunder  deave  [hamoqntain  aidaj 
But  all  is  wiU  beyond — and  Hamel's  eye 
Bores  o'er  a  worid  of  rude  aublimity. 
That  doU  beneath,  where  e'en  at  noon  of  day 
Eaith'a  chartered  guest,  the  sunbsam,  scarce  can 

stray 
Around,  trntfoddas  wooda;  and  far  abore. 
Where  mortal  Sxitslep  ne'er  may  hope  to  rma, 
Bare  granite  clifi,  whose  liiad,  inhetent  dies 
Rml  Uh  tints  Hut  Baal  e'ei  sunuBsr  Bki*s;(39) 
K  13. 


And  the  pure  glittering  ai 

That  BHios  a  part  of  Heaven's  eteruily. 

Then  is  no  track  of  man  where  Hamet  ilalKb, 
Palhlea  the  scene  as  Lybia'*  desert  sandi; 
n  the  calm,  still  air,  a  sound  ii  heard 
Of  distant  tuccb,  and  tha  gathering- word 
Of  lalam'i  tribes,  now  faint  and  fainter  grown, 
Now  but  the  lingering  ooho  of  a  tune. 

That  sound,  whose  cadence  die*  upon  his  ear, 
He  follows,  recklea  if  hii  bands  are  neat. 
On  by  the  rushing  stream  his  way  be  benda. 
And  throogh  the  mountain's  forest  lone  asoendsj 
Piercing  Ibe  stilt  and  stditary  ahadea 
"  *    icieut  pines,  and  dark,  luxuriant  gladn. 
Eternal  twilight's  reign;' — those  nuzea  past, 
The  glowing  sunbeams  meet  hii  eyes  at  lait, 
And  the  looe  wanderer  now  bath  reached  the 

Whence  the  wave  guabea,  foaming  on  lis  course. 
But  there  lie  pauses— for  the  lonely  seens 
Towers  in  such  dread  magnificence  of  mien. 
And,  mingled  oH  with  some  wild  eagle's  cry, 
From  rock-built  eyiie  mshing  to  the  ahy, 
deep  tlte  solemn  and  majestic  sound 
Of  forest^  andof  waten  murmuring  round, 
That,  rapt  in  wondering  awe,  his  heart  brgela 
lis  fleeting  ilruggles,  and  ita  •ain  regrets. 

'What  earthly  feeling  nnabaibed  can  dwell 
In  Nature's  mighty  preeencal — 'midst  the  swell 
Of  everlasting  hills,  the  toar  of  Boodi, 
And  frown  of  locke,  and  pomp  of  waring  woods  T 
These  their  own  grandeur  on  the  soul  impress, 
And  Ud  each  pa^oo  feel  ils  nothingneaa. 

'Midst  the  vast  marble  cliffa,  a  lofty  cave 
Rears  its  bnKul  arch  beside  the  rushing  wets; 
Shadowed  by  giant  oaks,  and  rude,  and  lone, 

nu  the  temple  of  some  power  nnknown. 
Where  earthly  being  may  not  dan  intrade 
^      lerra  the  sacrela  of  the  aolilude. 
Yet  thence  at  intervals  a  voice  of  wail 

ng,  wild  and  sd«nn,  on  tlie  gale. 
DkI  thy  heart  thrill,  O  Hamet,  at  the  tonel 
Came  it  not  o'er  theeae  a  spiriL's  moanT 
As  some  loved  soutullhallongfrom  earth  had  Bed, 
*"'     onlbrgoiten  accents  of  the  dead  1 

thin  it  mae — and  springing  fhim  bis  trance 
His  esger  fbotsleps  to  the  sound  advance. 

lounta  tbecliS^  he  gains  the  civem  floor; 
Its  dark  green  moss  with  Mood  is  sprinkled  o'er: 
Us  rushes  on — and  lol  where  Zayda  rends 
Her  locks,  ai  tf  er  her  ehtughlered  aire  abe  benda 
Lost  in  deapair; — yet  as  a  step  draw*  nigh, 
Disturbing  aomiw'a  famdy  sanetily. 
She  lifts  her  head,  and  all  aubdoed  by  grief, 
Views  with  a  wikl,  sad  smile,  tha  once-kiTed  cbieli 
WUIe  rove  hei  thoaghts,  tiiMODBcioasof  tiie  past. 
And  every  wo  fclgetting— hot  Iba  last 

'  Com'at  thou  to  ws^  with  nw  1-^br  I  sn>  Alt 
Alone  OD  saitb,  of  (SMT  Ii*  bNi*. 
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Low  Un  the  wtmor  on  ba  blood-aUinMl  bier', 
[lb  child  may  call,  bnl  be  no  more  ahkll  hur ! 
lit  riaep»— but  nenr  ■hall  thoae  ejtt  nncloM ; 
Tnai  not  tnj  voice  thst  lulled  him  to  repow, 
Nor  can  it  break  hisaluaiben. — DoetthounKMiml 
And  ii  thy  hrart,  like  mine,  with  anguiih  toral 
Weep,  uhI  m;  sool  a  joj  in  griefihall  know, 
Thai  o'er  biigTSTe  my  lean  with  Ilamet'n  flow!" 

But  ecarce  hor  vmre  had  breathed  that  well- 
When  nrifti;  nnhiDg  o'er  her  apirit,  came 
E^h  ilaik  Temrmbrancc ;  by  aiflktion'i  power 
Awhile  effaced  in  that  o'erwhdcniog'hoor, 
To  wake  with  tenibkl  rtrcngth ,— twae  then  her 

eje 
Reaomed  ita  light,  her  mien  ha  majeet;. 
And  e'er  her  wasted  chtek  a  baming  glow 
SpTeade,  while  ber  lips'  indignant  aeeenti  Bow. 

"  Away  I  I  dream—oh,  how  hath  eorTOtn  might 
Bowed  down  my  aoul  and  quenched  its  native  light. 
That  I  ahonld  thus  forget !  and  Ind  %  tear 
With  mine  be  minc1«l  o'ti  a  falher'a  bier  I 
I^  he  not  perish,  haply  by  thy  hand, 
In  the  lut  combat  with  thy  ruthlna  band  1 
The  morn  beheld  that  conflict  of  despair  ;— 
Twaa  then  he  fell— he  foil !-— and  thoo  wert  tbeie  I 
Thou!  who  thy  country's  children  hast  pursued 
To  thdr  last  refiige  midst  these  mounUiiu  rude. 
Was  it  for  this  I  loved  thoe1— Thoa  hart  taught 
My  mul  all  grief,  bH  bitternes*  of  thought : 
"T  will  soon  be  past — 1  bow  to  Heaven's  decree, 
Whkh  bode  each  pang  he  ministered  by  thee." 

"I  had  not  deemed  that  aitght  remained  below 
Por  me  to  prove  of  yet  antaated  wo; 
But  thus  to  meet  Ihee,  Zajdal  can  impart 
Ono  more,  ono  keener  agony  of  heait. 
Oh,  hear  me  I'd)— I  would  hare  died  tosavt 
My  foe,  but  still  thy  blher,  from  the  grsTs; 
But  in  the  fierce  conrosion  of  the  rtriltl, 
In  my  own  stern  despJr  and  scorn  of  lif^ 
Borne  wildly  on,  I  eawnot,  kn^not  aught. 
Save  that  to  peiuh  there  in  vain  I  nogfat. 
And  let  Rie  share  tl.y  Borrows — hadstthon  known 
Alt  I  have  felt  in  nlence  and  alone. 
E'en  Ihmi  mighl'st  then  relent,  and  deem  at  lart 
A  giief  like  mine  might  expiate  all  the  part. 

''Bot  oh  I  for  thee,  the  loved  and  precious  flower, 
^'v  fondly  reared  in  luioryV  guarded  bower, 
From  every  danger,  evei^  storm  secnrrd. 
How  hastltotisuntedl  what  bast  thou  endured! 
Daagbter  of  paUeea!  andean  it  bs 
'IMiat  this  bleak  devit  Is  a  home  for  thee  I 
Three  rocks  thy  dwelUngt  thoo,  who  shouldst 

haTskoowii 
ur  Uli!  the  sunbeam  and  the  sruil*  aJooel 
Oh,  yet  iorgWi— beall  mjr  gBllC  forgot, 
Nor  bid  me  leav*  UMStosomda  *  kt!" 

"Thatktisftxed;  t  ware  ftidtkas  to  repine, 
tItiU  mwt  •  gDir  dMds  my  fcia  feon  " 


1 1  may  forgive — but  not  at  will  the  heart 
Can  tudibdaric  remembrance* depart. 
'  No^  Homet,  no!— too  deeply  these  are  traced, 
I  Yet  the  boor  comes  when  all  ehaH  be  aflaced ! 
j  Not  long  on  earth,  not  king,  shall  Zayda  keep 
I  Her  lonely  vigila  o'er  the  grave  to  weep: 
I  E'en  now  prophetic  of  mj  early  doom, 
Speaii  to  my  eoal  a  presage  of  the  tomb; 
And  ne'er  In  vain  did  hopeless  mourner  foel 
That  deep  breboding  o'er  the  bosom  steal ! 
Soon  shall  I  ilomber  calmly  by  ths  ads 
Of  him  for  whom  I  lived  and  would  have  died; 
Till  then,  one  thought  shall  sacih  mj  orphan  lot, 
In  pain  and  peril— I  forsook  him  not. 

"And  now,  Ctrewelll — behold  the  sanuMrday 
Ii  passing,  like  the  dreams  of  lifii,  away. 
Soon  will  the  tribe  of  him  who  deeps  draw  nigh, 
Wiih  the  Ibis  rites  his  bier  to  sanctify. 
Oh,  jet  in  time,  awayl — tweie  not  wy  prayer 
Could  move  thdr  hearts  a  fbs  like  thee  to  span  I 
This  hour  they  come — and  dost  thou  scorn  to  0j1 
Save  me  that  one  last  pang — to  sse  (bee  die  I" 
''en  while  she  spe«ks  is  fasaid  tlicdr  echciiig 
tread; 
Onwanl  thej  move,  (be  kindred  of  the  dead, 
I  They  reach  the  cave— they  enter— dow  their  peee^ 
j  And  calm, deep  sadness  marks  each  moDtner's  faee, 
.  And  all  ii  hu^ed — till  hs  who  seems  la  wait 
In  silont,  stem  devotedness,  his  Ikle, 
iHith  met  their  glance — then  grief  lo  rnry  tuRti; 
•  Esch  mien  is  changed,  each  eye  indignant  bums, 
^  And  voices  rise,  and  swords  bave  left  their  sheath ; 
Blood  must  alone  for  blood,  and  death  for  death  I 
i  They  close  aronnd  him : — lofly  still  hi*  mlsEi, 
\  His  cheek  unaltered,  and  his  brow  sraene. 
.  Unbeard,  or  beard  in  vain,  ia  Zajda's  cry; 
Fruitless  her  prayer,  nnmaiked  bar  agon;. 
But  as  his  foremost  fos*  their  weapons  bnid 
I  Against  the  life  ha  seek*  not  to  defend, 
Wildly  she  daits  between — each  foaling  past. 
Save  strong  afledion,  which  prsvails  at  last. 
Oh  T  not  in  vain  its  daring — (or  the  blow 
Aimed  at  his  beait  hath  bade  her  lifoUood  Sow 
And  she  halh  aunk  a  martyr  on  the  breast. 
Where,  in  that  hour,  her  head  may  ealmlj  real. 
For  he  ii  saved :— behold  the  Zegri  band, 
Pale  with  dismay  and  grief)  anrand  her  stand ; 
While,  every  thought  of  hats  and  vengaanee  o'er. 
They  weep  for  ber  who  soon  shall  weep  no  monk 
8be,  itM  alone  is  calm :  a  foding  smiie. 
Like  sunset,  passes  o'er  ber  cheek  the  irtule; 
And  in  her  eye,  ere  yet  it  doses,  dwcA 
Those  last  Aint  rays,  the  parting  sonlVi  fioewdl 
*'  Now  Is  tba  oonfiiet  past,  and  i  have  ptOTtd 
How  wdl,  how  deeply  Ihoa  hut  been  belovedl 
Vest  in  an  hoar  like  this  'twere  vain  lo  bide ' 
The  heart  so  long  and  so  severely  tried : 
Still  to  tfay  name  (bat  heart  hath  fondly  Ui 
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Am  I  bl«t! — To  «TCTy  boMcr  do 
M^Kft  WBEraitbfbl,-~ancl  rorthealdwl 
Not  bIuII  the  [ove  n  puriflni  be  nun ; 
8enred  on  Mith,  no  vet  ihall  meet  agun. 
FiKwell '. — And  je,  nl  ZsyJa'a  dying  prajer, 
Span  him,  m;  kinJred  tribe  I  folgtm  tnd  (pan 
Ob  1  be  liii  guilt  forgotlcn  in  bii  wom. 
While  I,  besiite  my  art,  in  pnce  repoM." 
Now  luki  her  check,  her  t(hc«  htth  nitik,  ami 
ileilh 
Site  in  her  eye,  uii]  atragglei  in  her  breath. 
One  pang— 'tis  pait — hpr  task  on  eatth  ia  done. 
And  the  pme  aptril  toi  itt  loit  hath  flown. 
Bm  lie  fin  whom  ah*  died — Ob  I  who  may  paint 
The  frief,  to  which  all  other  woea  were  riint  1 
Tbem  ■  no  power  in  language  to  impart 
The  deeper  panga,  the  onloala  oTthe  heart, 
By  the  dmd  Searcher  of  the  soul  lurveyeii ; 
Tbeas  hue  no  words — nor  qre  by  wonli  por- 

A  dirge  ia  riung  on  the  moantaln-air, 
Wboae  Gifiil  ewoUa  iti  plaintin  mununrs  bear 
Par  o'er  the  Alpuxaiiaa; — wild  ila  tone, 
And  KM^  and  cavenu  echo  "  Thou  ait  gone  I" 

■  Daoghlet  of  henMi  I  tboa  art  goa« 
To  ahara  hta  tomb  who  gave  thee  bfath ; 

Peace  to  the  hndy  *|jri(  Sown! 
It  waa  not  fbnned  for  eartll- 

Thou  wett  a  aunbeam  in  thy  nee, 

Which  brigbily  pad,  and  left  nv  dace. 

"Bttcalmlyileept— fer  thou  art  Tree, 
And  hand*  unchained  thy  tomb  ahalT  rwM. 

Sleep !  they  are  eloaad  at  length  Hn  tbee, 
Life'e  fow  and  evil  daya  I 

Nor  ahalt  than  watch,  with  taarfiil  ^e, 

The  EDgering  death  of  liberty. 

*  Fiawwi  of  the  deaert '.  thoa  thy  bloam 

Di^  eariy  Mthe  atom  resign: 
"Wt  bear  it  >tU)-4*d  iiA  their  doom 

Who  ean  not  weep  Ibr  tkwe  1 
Vm  na,  wfaoM  etny  bopt  ia  Sa4, 
Tbe  tioH  ia  p«at  to  mmm  tha  dead 

**  The  daye  have  been,  when  o'et  thy  tan 
Far  other  atrainathan  tbem  bad  Ooml; 

Now,  aa  a  home  from  grief  and  tma, 
Wa  hail  ihy  dart  abode  I 

Wa  who  but  linger  to  heqnealh 

Dm  aoM  the  choice  of  chaint  or  death, 

■  Thoa  ait  wttb  Ihoae,  tha  free,  the  braaa, 

The  mighty  ofdepwrted  yean; 
And  far  the  alamheren  of  the  grave 

Our  fate  hath  left  no  tear*. 
Tboogh  land  and  kat,  to  weep  were  «aln 
Poi  thea,  who  ne'er  dialt  weep  again. 


"  Have  we  not  aeen,  deapoiM  by  liias, 

The  land  our  &Uien  won  cd'yorel 
And  ia  there  yet  a  pang  br  thosa 

Who  gaie  on  lUt  no  owm? 
Ob,  that  Uhe  them  'twen  oon  tu  ntt '. 
Moghterofheroeal  thou  ait  Ueat™ 

A  few  abort  yean,  and  in  the  londy  cavo 
Where  aleepa  the  Zegri  maiJ,  ia  Haniet'cgnra. 
Severed  in  life,  united  in  the  tomb— 
Soah,  of  the  hearte  that  lowl  eo  well,  tlio  doomt 
Tbair  dirge,  of  weeda  and  wavea  th'  etaMal  maaK; 
Tbab  aapakhie,  the  pinaaiad  loeka  ahoe. 
And  oft  bcaida  tha  midnight  watciv-Gre'a  bla>^ 
Amidit  thoae  lacka,  in  long  depailed  daya 
(When  Fraedao  fled,  lo  hold,  aegueetared  tLarck 
~~     item  and  IcAy  rouncat*  of  deapair). 
Boom  exited  Moor,  a  warrior  of  tba  wild. 
Who  tha  lone  boon  with  tnoninfnl  itraina  b»- 

guilad, 
Haifa  tangtil  hit  mountain-home  the  tale  of  thoaa 
Who  thna  have  toSsied,  and  who  thai  rrpoaa. 


NOTES. 

Note  I,  page  109,  coL  3. 
NotiheligMamln, 
Zambm,  a  Mootiafa  daneei. 

Note  3,  page  MW,  «<d.  3. 

Wlihin  ihi  ten  ef  Uana. 
The  hall  of  Liona  wai  the  prindpal  uui  of  Ibe 

Alhambra,and  waj  ao  called  firom  twetva  acalptor- 
ed  Bona,  which  sgpportcd  a 


alabaater  badn  in 


Note  3,  page  100,  col.  3. 


Aben-Zurraha ;  the  name  tha*  written  ia  taken 

m  the  tranalation  of  an  Arabic  MS.  given  in 

the  3d  volume  of  Bourgoanne'a  Travcb  througb 

Note  4,  page  IM,  col.  9L 
Ho  Vegt^fnea  eipaoBB. 
The  Vega,  the  plain  lumxinding  Gnnada,  lb* 
of  frequent  adioDa  between  the  M«on  and 


Note  ft,  page  IIO^  eoL  3L 

Scan  •mU*  iha  ndnsw  rf  tlw  iknnaMTB. 

Aneitrenw  redniaa  in  the  aky  iadwpnMfiao' 

the  Simoom.— See  Bnun't  TVaaeta; 

Note  G,  page  111,  aAL 
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TnvcU:  "  Tboe  windi  an  kiMmo  in  E^pt  bj 
the  general  nuiie  of  iba  irindi  of  6tlj  i^ja,  be- 
canae  tbey  preTUl  mors  (nqoend j  in  the  flilj  daji 
preceding  and  tbllowing  the  equinox.  Thej  an 
mentioned  bj  travellan  nnJer  the  mme  of  thi 
poiaonoai  irinik,  or  hot  vrtnda  of  the  deesrt :  thrir 
beU  ia  eo  eiccaaTe,  thai  it  ii  diffienll  to  form  an? 
idea  of  h*  Tiolenee  frhhaal  haring  eipertaneed  it. 
When  the?  begin  to  Mow,  the  Aj,  at  other  tinwi 
■0  dear  in  tbn  dimale,  bccanH  daik  and  heafj ; 
the  lun  loeei  hie  tplBDdouT,  and  appnua  oTa  *iolet 
eoloar;  the  air  ia  tiot  doad;,  bnt  gray  and  thick, 
and  b  fiUed  irith  a  aublita  doit,  which  penetratei 
erery  where :  re^ralion  becomn  ahmt  and  diffi- 
cult, the  dun  parabed  and  dry,  the  hingl  aie 
traded  and  painfu],  and  the  body  cenionied  with 
internal  tieat.  In  rain  is  coolnaa  aonght  for; 
niarble,  iran,  water,  though  the  inn  no  longer  ap^ 
peUB,  an  hot :  the  etmta  are  deaerted,  and  a  dm) 
nlenoe  appeaii  every  whei«.  ThanatiTeaartonna 
and  liltagea  thut  tbemaelvei  up  in  tbi 
and  thow)  of  (be  dtserta  In  lenta,  or  holea  dog  in 
the  earth,  where  they  wait  the  termination  of  this 
beat,  whidi  generally  laata  three  day*.  Wo  to  the 
traielieiwhomiteDrpriaeininaternimiheller:  he 
■nnat  auSer  all  Ua  drradfiil  eflecte,  wUch  are 

Note  %  page  tlS,  col.  1. 
ynOt  uariaii  eja  mjiix  Ihs  honox^oin  of  iIh 
"  Enjoy  the  h<aiiiy-heaty-dew  of  alnmbi 

rfoteS,  pagell3,eol.  3. 

Onllie;nanVegiinn  Inili^flehl. 

Gardliao  de  la  Tega  demod  hie  aurname  frnm 

aaingle  combat  (in  which  he  was  theTietoi)  with 

a  Moor,  on  the  Vega  of  Qranada. 

Note  9,  page  114,  ooL  1. 
Who  druik  at  man  ihe  Utter  mp  of  teara 
"  El  Rey  D.  Fenundo  boliiS  h  la  Vega,  y  paei 
ta  Real  &  la  liita  de  Huecar,  avcynta  y  aeya  dial 
del  mfs  de  Abril,  adonJa  fui  fortidcado  de  loda  Id 
neceaaario;  ponieiulo  d  Chriatiana  toda  ni  gente 
en  eeqoadnin,  eon  todai  aui  vandera*  lendidae,  y 
■0  Rul  Eelandatle,  d  quel  lleTava  por  diviaa  nn 
Chrialo  cmcificada." — Biiliiria  de  la  Ouemu  Ci- 
rSa  de  Oranada. 

Note  10,  page  114,  col.  1. 

Fnaa  jon  lich  pcDTlDce  of  iha  trtiuni  m^ 

Andaluaa  dgnifiee,  in  An)xc,theTtgiim<iflha 

ttming  or  qfOu  itai  t  in  a  word,  the  Betperia 

if   the   Qreeka.— See    Oinrt.   Bibliot.    Arabfca- 

/Aqu-u,  and  OiUoit'a  Dtdint  and  Fall,  <f«. 

Note  11,  page  114,  cid.  I. 

Hw  MBtmUia  uuiir,  and  iha  aula  am. 

"  LoaAlwiaeerTageaaalieninoonRuaooetambrada 


libm  atol  y  blanaa,  todoe  Umub  de  lieoe  teiidoe 
de  plata,  laa  plamas  de  la  inicma  color;  en  mi 
adargaa,  aa  acoatnmbrada  diriaa,  aalTagae  qoe 
deaqniialavan  leonea,  y  olroa  an  mnndo  que  b 
deabaiia  un  adiage  con  an  baelon." — Querra* 
Ciwiladt  Qranada. 

Note  12,  page  114,  cd,  ■2. 


Note  13,  page  114,  col.  3. 
IIM  waandtd  niflii  a  itHliu^-aDd  ai^ndL 
ft  ia  known  to  be  a  freqoent  circmnatancc  in  bat- 
tle, that  the  dying  and  the  woanded  drag  thent- 
■elvea,  aa  it  wen  mechanically,  to  the  abelter  wMcb 
may  be  aflbrdadby  anyboehoithicketontheSeld. 
Note  14,  page  116,  col.  3. 

"Severe  in  youthful  beauty." — Milton. 

Note  15,  page  117,  col.  1. 
Whila  oiaiD^  thai  bear  ibaa  tmaon  in  ibalr  wm 
Qranada  etandi  upon  two  hilla,  aeparaled  by  tb* 
Darro.    The  Genii  runi  under  the  walla.    Thr 
Darro  ia  eaid  tc  carry  with  its  atreBin  aniall  partt 
clea  of  gold,  and  the  Qenil,  of  lilTer.    When 
Chartee  V.  came  to  Qranada  with  die  Empteei 
laabdla,  the  diy  preaented  him  with  a  down  made 
of  gdd,  which  had  been  coOeciod  from  the  Darn. — 
See  Bovrgoamuft  ajut  other  TVawb. 
Note  16,  page  117,  ocO.  1. 
Hm  btam  cT  vairim  tdu  w  Na  (aB. 
"  At  thia  period,  while  the  inhabitanti  of  Qra- 
nada were  aunk  in  indolence,  one  of  thoaa  men, 
whoae  natural  and  impaieioned  etaqoence  ha*  iome- 
timee  arouaed  a  peo|rie  to  deedi  ot  beroiim,  raised 
hie  voice,  in  the  midit  of  the  cily,  and  awakened 
■be  inbabilantafhim  their  letiiargy.  Twmtylhoa- 
aand  enthueiaita,  ranged  nnder  hie  banners,  were 
prepared  to  aally  brtb,  with  the  tiny  of  deapna- 
1,  to  attack  the  bcalegere,  when  Abe  Abdeti, 
re  afraid  of  his  subjects  than  of  tbe  enemy,  ro- 
red  immediatdy  to  capitulate,  and  made  terrai 
with  the  Cfariitian*,  by  which  it  was  agreed  that 
the  Moon  should  be  alh>wed  tbe  line  ezeretaa  of 
relipoD  and  laws  |  should  be  petmilted,  if 
they  thought  proper,  to  depart  nnnwJ«rf»^  Wfth 
thdr  eflecte  to  Africa;  and  that  he  binndfl  If  he 
remained  in  Sjmin,  should  retain  an  extenai^e  ee- 
ate,  with  boaaesandslanSiDlbegraBtedanequl- 
ralent  in  money  if  he  preferred  retiring  to  Barba. 
ry."— See  Jatolft  TVoeeb  to  Spoilt. 
Note  17,  page  117,  ooL  Q. 
AxBiqea^  ZtfTH  Abnndl^  hiarl 
Axaiques,  Zegris,  Almoradia,  diOerenl  tribe*  ol 
the  Moms  of  Granada,  all  of  bigh  distinctioii. 
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NoUlS,  |MSiill7,col.S. 
Drcd  wlih  no  Mood  b-H  dui  DTIioane  bwi^ 
The  cooqnot  of  Gruiida  WW  gnatl;  iadliutcd 
ay  Ihe  dvil  digMtituiiu  nhjch,  u  thi*  period,  pre- 
*«il«l  in  tlie  city.  Semril  of  th«  Maoris  tribei, 
influenced  by  privBto  femji,  wera  lolly  prepued 
tat  (ubiuuiuiTi  Lo  tbe  Spuiinnli;  othcn  had  am- 
bnoFd  tbecMueof  Muley  el  Z>g(J,  the  anelauKl 
oompetitoc  for  tbo  Uirom  of  Abdilldi  (or  Abo 
Abileli),  uid  all  wai  jealomy  uiil  uiunaaty. 

Notel9,p.gBll7,col.2. 
WbcD  Tulk'i  twidi  o'lnprnd  d»  in««n  ibcn. 
Tuik,  Ebfl  firat  leader  of  tbe  Moon  and  Aiab* 
tnlD  Spain.— "Tba  Sancen*  landed  at  tbe  pillar 
or  point  of  Europe;  the  corrupt  and  familiar  ap- 
pedatioo  of  Gibraltar  (Gebel  al  Tarik)  dcKribee 
tba  iDouiilaia  of  Tank,  and  the  Intrencbmanti  of 
hii  camp  were  the  Grit  outline  of  tboee  bitifica- 
liDni,  which,  in  tba  hand*  oT  our  countrymr 
ban  Tcdited  the  art  and  power  of  the  Houae 
Beortun.    The  adjacent  goveraora  infiirmed  the 
eoait  of  Toledo  of  tba  descent  and  prcyicM  of  the 
Arab*!  and  tbe  defeat  of  bit  Uenteaant,  Edeco, 


of  TaMo,  occupied  tbs  muai  important  poet:  tbtdr 
well-limed  defection  broke  ibe  ranka  of  the  Chri^ 
tiam;  eacb  wairioi'  waa  prompted  bj  fear  or  aua- 
picion  to  consult  hi>  penenal  aafety;  and  the 
remaim  of  the  Gotbio  anny  were  acattend  or  de- 
■trqyed  in  tbe  ffight  and  purauit  of  the  three  tai- 
toning  dayi."— (KUon't  Decline  and  FOB,  <fv. 
^.  ix.  pp.  413, 474. 

NoteSl,  pagein.col.  8. 
And  Afrk'i  iMUrnaUadihtaofh  jwldlng  PfialiL 
The  laiMr,  the  about  of  onaet  Died  by  the  Sara- 
ini  in  battle. 

NoleSa,  page  118,ool.I. 
you  Unt  huh  TWdri;  VaJur^  dnuo  b  tf  e^ 
The  lerron  oecaaoned  by  thii  ludden  extile. 
ment  of  popular  feeling  aeem  even  to  bare  accela- 
rated  Abo  Abdeli'a  capitulation.  "  Alenado  Abo 
Abdeli  cm  d  alboioto,  j  teiniendo  no  ler  ya  el 
0  de  on  pueblo  amotiDadi^  ee  apreani6  & 
eonctaiiuaaca[ntulacioii,laineiiciduiaqus  podia 
nbtener  en  tan  urgentea  circDrutanciaa,  j  oftedo 
enlrrgar  d  Granada  el  dia  adi  de  Enero." — Pattoi 


bindtl 


1.1.  p.29( 

Na(e23,ingell8,egLI. 

y^  Ihu  uaoDd  Iba  oaken  am  alyiw*. 

The  oaken  croM,  carried  by  Palagiua  in  batUe. 

Note  34,  page  118,  eoLl. 

And  iho^  lite  waiTicir  bom  bi  liapi^  bour. 

Bee  Southey'a  Chronicle  of  the  CiJ,  in  wl^h 

int  warrior  iafioqoentlyatyled,  "hevha wot  born 

1  happi/  hmtr." 

Note  25,  page  118,  col.  1. 

Van  In  iherubiiofipliladMannilD 
A  (■»««■•  TlgUuKB,  roDMmbg(lii(8ia]nJ 
"Moreover,  when  tba  Miramamolin  braninit 
'Bi  from  Africa,  againet  King  Don  Alphoiuo, 
the  eighth  of  that  name,  the  migbtieat  power  of 
tlie  miabdiereri  that  had  ever  been  bronghl  egainit 
Spain,  sinre  the  deetniclion  of  the  kings  of  the 
Goths,  the  Cid  Campeador  mnembered  Ms  conn- 
try  In  that  great  danger ;  for  the  night  before  tbu 
'  Ha  was  Ibaght  at  tbe  Navas  de  Tokea,  in  the 
id  of  the  night,  a  nughty  aonnd  was  beard  in 
ragbt  of  multitudes,  and  the  plain  of  Xerei  was  the  whole  city  of  Leon,  as  if  it  were  tbe  tramp  at 
jrenpread  with  sixteen  thousand  of  tb«r  dead  a  great  army  passing  through ;  and  it  passed  ou 
wfiea.  '  My  biethren,'  said  Tarik  to  his  snrviv-  ;  to  the  royal  monastery  of  St.  [ndro,  and  there  was 
iRg  companions,  '  the  eaetny  b  before  jon,  the  sea  a  great  knocking  at  the  gate  thereof,  and  they 
ii  behind;  whither  would  yeSyl  Folkiwyuur  ge-  called  to  a  priest  who  was  keejHng  tigils  in  the 
nerat;  I  am  resolied  either  lo  Ima  my  lUe,  or  to  cbuicb,and  told  him,  that  the  captains (^ the  army 
trample  on  tbe  prostrate  king  of  tbe  Romans.' ,  whom  he  heard  were  the  Cid  Roydies,  and  Count 
Besdes  thereaonrce  (^despair,  he  confided  in  the!  Ferran  Gooulei,  and  tbal  they  came  there  to  call 
secret  correspondence  and  nocturnal  interriew*  of  j  up  King  £>on  Ferrando  the  Great,  who  lay  buned 
Count  Julian  with  the  sons  and  the  brother  of  in  tbst  church,  that  he  ipight  go  with  them  to  de- 
WitoB.    Tlu  two  princea,  and  (he  archUshop '  liver  Spain.  And  on  the  mnrrnw  that  jtml  Mils 


prewraptooua  strangera,  first  adnwnished  Rodeiic 
of  (be  msgnitude  of  tbe  danger.  At  tbe  royal 
■unmons,  tbe  dukes  and  counts,  the  biihope  and 
nobles  of  the  Golhie  monarchy,  anembleJ  at  the 
head  <rf'their  foilowen;  and  Ihe title  of  king  of  the 
Bomana,  which  is  employed  by  an  Arabic  histo- 
rian, may  be  excused  by  the  close  affinity  itt  lan- 
gmge,  reHgion,  and  manners  between  the  nalions 
of  Spain."— Oiiion's  Decline  and  Fail,  fc.  voL 
a.  pp.  4K,  473. 

No(e90,pegellT,eoL3. 
Wbeo  [be  long  combu  iiged  n  Xerci'  plaIrL 
"  In  the  nrighbourfaood  of  Cadii,  the  town  of 
XcTcahas  been  lUustraled  by  the  enomnter  which 
dctenninedthsfiileorthe  kingdom:  thestrcamor 
the  Qnailalete,  which  falli  into  the  bay,  divided 
tba  two  camps,  and  marked  the  advancing  and 
retieating  aklrmishee  of  three  saccesaive  days. 
On  (he  bmilh  day,  tbe  two  armies  joined  a  mora 
serious  and  dedsive  issue."  "Notwithstanding 
Ihe  valour  of  the  Saracens,  tbey  fuinled  Under  the 
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of  the  Nkvu  lie  Tokw  wu  bught,  wbenin  aiity 

UkhmmkI  ot  the  mubeUcTen  wen  lUio,  nbkh 

wu  doeof  tbegrealMt  uii]  noUwt  IwUlee  ever  won 

o*«r  the  Moon."— Sou^Aey'i  ChrmicU  nftU  Cid. 

Note  96,  page  IIS,  col.  1. 

O  mlm  of  innlnj 

The  tuuDB  of  Andiluaia,  the  rtgian  of  evening 

m^the  nett,  wm  appliei)  by  the  Anbm,  not  only 

to  the  province  n  caJlcd,  bat  to  the  whole  peain- 

Note27,p.gBlI8,col.  1. 

WhUtiunriu«nwiArftom  Vcln'i  lotterl 

"  En  cate  du,  pan  aempTe  memorable,  loa 

cMui^rta  de  !■  Cnn,  lie  St.  la^  ;  el  de  la* 

Rej'eadaCutilUn  tiemoluoneotan  b  ' 

alta,  lUmada  de  (a  Vela;  y  on  eiereito  protfei- 

'  tgrimu  de  gozo  ;  n 


Note38,pecell8,CDl.S. 

Andnidiilisf 

Swnbonie,  >Aer  dncrlbing  the  noble  paUce 
bailt  by  Chulee  V.  in  the  predncU  of  the  Alhun- 
bra,  thoi  pioceedi:  "Adjcnning  (to  the  nor^) 
Muidi  a  huge  heap  of  as  ugly  build inga  u  can  well 
be  nen,  all  huddled  together,  leemingly  without 
the  leaat  intenlkm  of  fanning  one  habitation  out 
of  tbem.  The  walli  are  entiidy  unonum«ited, 
■U  gravd  and  pebblea,  daubed  over  with  plaiier  by 
a  very  coane  hand;  yet  this  ia  the  palace  of  ' 
Mooriih  king*  of  Granada,  indisputably  the  moat 
curioue  place  within  that  eiiata  in  Spain,  perhapi 
in  Europe.  In  many  countriea  you  may  see  excel- 
lent modem  a*  weli  a*  ancient  aichiiectun,  both 
enlire  and  in  ruin*)  bat  nothing  to  be  met  with 
any  where  elae  can  convey  an  idea  of  ihia  edifice, 
eieapt  you  lake  k  from  the  decoration*  of  an 
opera,  or  the  Ides  of  the  genii." — Sainbarne't 
Travelt  fhrvagh  ^in. 

Note  29,  p*ge  I  IS,  col  9. 
Aganii  pulaM— aa  AraUio  btarm. 

"  Palling  round  the  comer  of  the  empeiDr'i 
paiaee,  you  are  adnutted  at  a  plain  ononianieDted 
door,  in  a  comer.  On  my  Gnt  viait,  1  confen,  I 
ym  tfruck  with  amaienMnt  ae  I  _ 
thrahohl,  to  find  uyulf  on  a  Hidden  tranipoilBl 
into BapedeaaTfairy land.  The£raC)ducayDueonie 
to  i*  the  court  called  the  Communa,  or  ^  Jfenicor, 
Ijiatia,  the  common  bath*:  an  oblong  iquare,  nitb 
«  <i«ep  bann  of  clear  water  in  the  miJiIle;  two 
dight*  of  marbta  Mep*  leading  down  to  the  bot- 
lomi  on  each  ude  a  parterre  of  Oowera,  and  a  row 
af  orange-troei.  Round  the  court  runa  a  peiiMjIa 
l«vea  with  marUai  the*  aidtei  beai  upon  very; 


alight  pillara,  in  pTOportioDi  and  ityle  diflereut 
from  all  tho  regular  ordera  of  architecture.  Tb« 
ceilingi  and  walla  are  incruataled  with  fretwork  in 
■tuceo,  ao  minute  and  intricate,  that  tha  mo*l 
patient  draughtanian  would  find  il  difficult  lo  fol- 
low it,  unlen  ba  made  bimwlf  muter  of  tlie  gene 
rai  pbui." — Smnlnime'i  I'raDeit  in  Spain. 

Nola30,  pageUS,  coLl. 
Baidaia  iba  walk  In  chiracun  DfenU. 
The  wall*  and  cornices  of  the  Alhambra  an 
coTered  with  inscriptions  in  Arabic  characters. 
"  In  eiamining  this  abode  of  magniliceuce,"  aays 
Bourgoanne,  "  the  observer  is  every  moment 
aatoniahed  at  the  new  and  tnternting  mixture  of 
aitdiitocturs  and  poetry.  The  palace  of  the  Al- 
hambra may  be  Called  a  colleclion  of  fiigitin 
pieA;  and  whatever  duration  these  may  have, 
time,  with  which  every  thing  passes  away,  haa 
too  much  contribution  to  confirm  to  them  Ihal 
title." — See  Bmtrgoannt'M  Travettin  ^min. 

Note  31,  page  119,  ool.  L 
Tunbonr,  and  Ihite,  and  Uital,  are  ihank 
Ataba),  a  kin^  of  Mooriih  drum. 
No(t  33,  page  119,  coL  I. 

(■nniLiI  Ibr  Cutlle  ami  Amgun ) 
"  Y  ann  entraron  en  la  dadad,  y  sulneron  si 
Albambra,  y  encima  da  la  torn  de  Comarei  tau 
lamosa  ee  levanl6  la  aenal  de  la.  SsnUi  Crui,  y 
luego  el  rval  eatandarto  de  In*  do*  Christiancs 
reyea.  Y  al  punU  lee  reyra  de  armas,  a  grondea 
boica  dizieron,  'Granodnl  Granada)  partu  ma- 
geatad,  y  por  In  royna  au  mugcr.'  La  aereniaeima 
reyna  D.  Isabel  que  vio  la  scnal  de  la  Santa  Cruz 
mbro  la  heimoaa  torre  de  Comores,  y  el  an  eatan- 
darte  real  con  clla,  ae  hinca  de  Rodillaa,  y  dio  in- 
Gnitas  gracias  a  Dios  por  ta  lictoria  que  le  avia 
dadocontra  oquclla  gran  ciudod.  Ln.  musjca  real 
de  la  capilla  del  rey  iu<^a  a  cantocloorgano  cantG 
Ta  Deam  lauilamus.  Pue  (an  grande  el  ploier 
quelodoalloravan.  LucgoJfl  Alhambra  sonaron 
mil  inatnimento*  de  musica  da  bclicas  trompetas. 
Los  Mores  amigoe  del  nj,  que  querion  acr  Chria- 
tianoi,  cuya  cabeza  era  el  valeroao  Mufo,  tomaron 
mil  dutlaynas  yanafitea,  aonando  gmnde  ruydoda 
atambores  por  toda  la  ciudad." — iHilaria  de  loi 
Ouemu  CitiUt  de  Oranada. 

Noto33,  paga  119,  col,  I. 

Tha  fani  tunpi  Innumoraliljr  Mua. 

"  Los  CBVoIlcroa   Moras    que    avemoa    dlcbo, 

aquella  noche  jugaron  galanamente  olcanciaa  y 

Andava  Oranada  aqiiella  noche  con  tanta 

alegria,  y  con  lantoa  luminarios,  que  pareda  que 

sa  ordia  la  lierra."' — Hiatoria  de  Joa  Oiumu  Ct- 

:  viltt  dt  Oranaiia. 
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Swubarne,  in  bk  Tnick  tbnMgh  Spun,  lai 
tkBTBu*  ITTAuxl  I'TG,  nnniwiu  lb»t  theuini- 
wiwj  itf  tbe  luneiKler  of  GruHiila  to  Fenlinsnd 
■Dd  Inbelli  wu  utili  ehwnnd  in  tbe  cil;  aa  a., 
gntt  fntint  and  da;  of  rajudjig;  md  thai  thej 
popoUca  on  that  miniifn  paiil  ui  umiul  nut  to  | 
Iks  MootUi  paUos. 

ntile34.P^119,MLI. 

TsAn-MwIldilhgnTdEdltlUi.  | 

"  Ln  Gomel«  todoi  le  pusaron  en  Africa,  7  el 

E«y  Chico  eon  eUoa,  quo  do  qui»6  *iiwf  en  Eapana, 

y  en  Africa  le  laalaron  lo  Moioa  de  tqudlu  partei, 

porquB  penlio  a  Granada." — Ouarat  Cirflc*  da 


if  their  granites.  Sonutimet  the  precipice!  wen 
>r  a  faint  pink,  thenofad«ep  red,  ndull  purple,  or 
1  blodi  appRncliing  to  lilac,  and  tonisliiDeegleiima 
if  a  pale  ;e!iow  mingled  nitb  ttia  low  ibnili*  that 
I  grew  upon  Uuw  ^ea.  The  day  wa*  doudleu 
I  and  hrif^t,  and  we  were  too  near  theae  hisghta  la 
be  dec(d«Ml  bj  the  illusioaa  of  aCriat  colouring ; 
tha  real  buei  of  tbeir  feeturaa  were  ai  beautiful,  aa 
their  mapiitade  waa  tublime." 


Note  35,  page  119,  coL  3. 
Of  Um  who  knair  ■>«,  •■  a  nun  M  ««. 
Abo  Abdeli,  upon  leaving  Granada,  after  iUr 
eonqnat  b;  Perdtnand  and  Iiabella,  atopped  on| 
the  bill  of  Ptdul  to  take  a  )aat  look  of  hie  city  and . 
palace.  Overeomo  bj  tha  "ght,  he  buret  into' 
lean,  and  waa  thna  reproached  bj  hia  mother,  the 


THE  WIDOW  OF  CRESCENTIUS. 


ADVEBTHEMENT. 

"  In  the  reign  of  OthoIII.  Einperoi 
ny,  the  Romans,  excileJ  tiy  thfrir  Con 


n  A  Via:  "  Thou  doot  well  to  weep, 
a  wo«an,  over  the  1«  of  th^  fcrngdom  which ,          ^^  ^^^           .    ^^^  ^  ^, j  ^  ^  ,^, 

tbottkoewertnot  howlodBbndanddieforbkaa  "- ^    „         '^ « 


,  '  centiue,  who  anientl;  ilesired  to  reitore  the  ancient 


off  the  Saion  yoke,  and  the  authority  of  the  Fepeis 
whijae  licea  rendered  them  objecla  of  univeraal 
contempt.  The  Conaul  was  besieged  by  Otho  in 
the  Mde  of  Hadriau,  which,  long  aibxwarde,  con- 
linuedtobecalledtheTowerofCreacentlua.  Otho, 
aAer  many  unavailing  altocke  upon  ble  foitreii,  at 

jada,  por  la  malJad  que  hiiieron  laat  entered  into  Begoliationa;    and  pledging  hia 

loa  Abencertagea,"— Guerma   CitOa  de  imperial  Word  to  reepect  the  life  of  Creacentius, 


Note  3G,  page  119,  coL  X 

TTi'  avengef^  ua*  to  ck«d- 

"  EI  rey  mando,  que  si  queJevan  Zegria,  que 


OrxiTtada. 

Note  77,  page  130,  ctd.  1 
lUdKllM  wUd  AlptLunaa 
■■  Tbe  AlpuuiToa  an  to  lolly  that  the  coaA  of 


and  the  right*  of  the  Roman  citizena,  the  untbitu- 
nate  leader  waa  betrayed  into  hia  power,  arul  im- 
mediately beheaded,  with  many  of  hia  partisan*. 
Stcphania,  hia  widow,  concealing  her  affliction  and 
:!*entinenta  for  tbe  insults  to  which  she  had 
..      ..      ,_      ^         jr.    ■      _|u«iieipoaed,*ecreayreeolYedtorBvengoherhus- 

BaitKU7,«ndthoeit«»ofT«igierandCent.^i  J™^,^     On  the  return  of  Otho  from  . 

di,oo™n«l  fi«n  their  «mmi^  they  are  aboot|  «,  Mount  Gargano,  which,  perhapa.  a 

.•nnteen  l«M!ae*  in  kngth,  fro"  Vele.  MjJag.  j^^*    "J  ^^^  ^^^  .^^^  ,,i^  j„  undertake, 

lo  Almeria,  and  eleren  in  breaAh,  aiMl  abound  _^_  ^°^^^, 

with  fmit  tree*  i^  great  beauty  and  pnidigioui  >iie. 


In  the»  mountains  tha  wretched  reniaina  of  tha 
Moora  took  (rfugB."— Bourg'ooiHia'a  l^avtU  In 

Note  38,  page  131,  ool.  1. 
Wan  iMt  iw  MM  ir  ai^ln  leaalDad  w  fear. 
"Plftt  ft    Ken  que  je  craigmaae !"— Jmfrs- 
Nole  39,  page  ISl,  col.  1. 

RlTil  ilu  ttDls  that  Sal  o'ac  Mauner  g 
Mn.  Radclide,  in  her  journey  along  the  bank* 


she  found  means  to  be  introduced  to  him,  and  Ut 
gain  hia  confidence;  and  apiuson  adminiatereJ  by 
allernarda  the  cause  oT  hia  painfii] 
dcBlh,"— See  SitmoTuii,  UUlvrs  of  the  lUUian 
Rejniblia,  vol.  i. 


PART  1. 

'Midst  Tiroli'a  Iniurianl  gladea, 
Biight-lbaming  Ula,  and  din  ahades. 
Where  dwelt,  in  days  departed  long. 
The  Hin*  of  battle  aot  of  aoog. 
shrub  its  foliage  rt 


tf  tba  Rhine,  th™  describee  the  colore  of  the  grt-  But  o'er  the  wreck*  of  other  year*. 
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Templfa  ini)  donia,  nbkli  long  bun  bven 
Tbe  toU  of  that  endiuHed  Haaat. 

Than  the  wild  Bf*m  md  Uw  Tin* 
O'er  Stdiiui'*  nxNildcring  niUa  twine  ;(1} 
The  cjynm,  in  funeraal  grue, 
Unirp*  the  vuiiibed  ealiuDn'a  plwej 
O'er  faJlen  •hrine,  tni  ruined  frien, 
Tbe  w*ll-flDwer  rmtlM  in  tbe  braeaa; 
Ac>nthu»ls>Tca  ihe  nuuUe  bide, 
Tbey  once  adorned  in  eculpCured  pride ; 
And  nature  hath  reaamed  her  throtw 
O'er  Ihe  Tait  warlu  of  egn  down. 

Wm  it  Tor  thii  that  man;  n  pile, 
Pride  of  Ihmu  and  of  Nile, 
To  Anio'a  banks  the  image  lent 
Oreatji  in^Mrial  monument  7(9) 
Now  Athena  weepa  her  abatteiwl  fuK*, 
Thj  lemplec,  Egypt,  (traw  thf  pUiiu; 
And  tbe  prood  fabrica  Hadrian  reared 
From  Tibur'a  Tale  haTi  diuppetied. 
We  need  no  fnvacient  dbjl  there 
The  doom  ofgraodear  lo  dedare; 
Each  alone,  where  weoli  and  ivir  climb, 
RcTeal*  eonw  oracle  of  Time ; 
Each  relic  ultera  Fale'i  decree, 
The  future  aa  the'  paat  ahati  be. 

Hallaafthedead:  InTibuc'i  *b1«. 
Who  DOW  ahall  tetl  jour  lo(l;  Ulel 
Who  trace  the  high  patrician'a  dome, 
The  hanl'a  retreat,  the  hero'a  home? 
When  moae-clad  wrecka  alone  nconl, 
There  dwelt  the  world')  departed  lonl ! 
In  BCenee  where  Tenlnre'a  rich  anaj 
Btill  abeda  joung  beautj  o'er  decay. 
And  aunahine,  on  each  glowing  hill, 
lldidBt  niina  £nd>  a  dweDing  atilL 

Sonk  ia  thy  palace,  but  thj  (omb, 
Hadrian '.  hath  abared  a  prouder  doain,(3] 
Though  Taniahed  with  the  daya  of  old 
Ita  ptUan  o(  Corinthian  mould ; 
And  the  fair  forma  by  enilpttini  wrought, 
Each  bodying  some  immortal  thought, 
Which  o'er  that  temple  of  the  dead. 
Serene,  bnt  aotemn  beauty  ahed, 
IlaTB  found,  like  glory'a  self,  a  graTe 
In  time'a  abyaa  or  Tiber's  wa»e;(4) 
Yet  dreams  more  lofty,  and  more  fair, 
Than  an'a  bold  hand  hath  imaged  e'er. 
High  tbooghlB  of  many  a  mi^ty  mind. 
Expanding  when  all  elae  declined, 
In  twilight  years,  when  only  they 
Recalled  the  radiance  paseeil  away. 
Have  made  that  ancient  pile  their  hoDH 
FoitTcaa  orfmlomand  of  Rome. 

There  he,  who  strove,  in  eril  dayi^ 
Again  lo  kindle  glM^'s  ray^ 
nrhoae  a[nrit  aought  a  foih  of  light, 
Poi  tbon  dim  age*  far  loo  bright, 


Ciewetllhn  long  m.l.w..iu>J  the  sliUe, 

Which  closed  bat  with  It*  Buitji'a  life, 

And  left  th'  imperii  tomb  ■  name, 

A  heritage  of  holier  bme. 

There  eloaed  De  Bresda's  mMaion  higti. 

From  thence  the  patriot  eame  lo  die  ^5) 

And  tbon,  whose  Roman  aoal  Ihe  laat, 

Spi^  with  the  voce  of  agea  past,(6) 

Whose  thonghls  ao  long  bom  earth  had  fled 

To  mingle  with  the  glorious  dead. 

That  'midd  the  world's  degenerate  race 

They  vainly  sought  a  dwelUng-ptww, 

Within  that  bouse  of  death  didat  brood 

O'er  vinons  to  thy  ruin  wooed. 

Yet  worthy  of  a  brightor  lot, 

Rienii  1  be  thy  fauEia  Gifgot  t 

For  thoo,  when  all  around  thee  lay 

Chained  in  tbe  slumbers  of  decay ; 

So  sunk  each  heart,  that  morta]  eye 

Had  aearce  a  tear  br  liberty; 

Alone,  amidst  the  darkness  there, 

Couldst  gaie  on  Rome — yet  not  despair  1(7) 

'Tia  mora,  and  Nature's  richest  dy«« 
An  Boating  o'er  Italian  skiea ; 
Tints  of  transparent  lustre  shine 
Along  tbe  Bnow-«lad  Afipenine ; 
Tlie  cloud'  have  left  Soracte's  height. 
And  yellow  Tiber  winda  in  light. 
Where  tomlM  and  Ulen  fanes  have  itrewed 
The  wide  Campagna's  aoJitode. 
'T  is  amidst  the  acvne  to  trace 
Those  relief  of  a  vanished  race ; 
Yel  o'er  the  ravaged  path  of  timp. 
Such  gloij  sheds  that  brilliant  clima. 
Where  nature  still,  though  empirai  fall. 
Holds  her  iriuoiphal  festival ; 
E'en  Dcaolation  wears  •  amile. 
Where  skit*  and  sunbeams  laugh  the  while; 
And  Heaven's  own  light,  Earth's  lieheat  bloom, 
Amy  (be  ruin  and  tbe  tomb. 

But  ahe,  who  ftom  yon  convent  tower 
Breathes  the  pure  freahness  of  Ihe  hour; 
She,  whose  rich  flow  of  mien  tiajr 
Streams  wildly  on  the  morning  air ; 
'  Heeds  not  how  fair  Ihe  scene  below. 
Robed  in  Ilalia's  brightest  glow. 
Though  throned  'midst  Latium's  classic  plaius, 
Th'  Eternal  City's  lowers  and  fanes. 
And  Ihey,  the  PItiailes  of  earth. 
The  seven  proud  hills  of  Empire's  Mrth, 
Ije  spread  beneath :  not  ttow  her  ^aooe 
Roves  o'er  that  vast,  sulfate  eipanse ; 
Inapred,  and  bright  with  hope,  'tia  thrown 
On  Hadrian's  massy  tomb  alima; 
There,  &om  tbe  atorm,'When  E>«ad«n  fled, 
His  fiithfid  few  Crewxntius  led  I 
While  she,  his  anxious  bride,  who  now 
Bends  o'er  the  sceoa  bar  youlUtal  brow, 
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Sought  nfuge  in  the  hallowed  lane, 
Which  then  couki  riteller,  not  in  v«in. 
But  no<r  the  lofty  ftrife  ii  o'er. 
And  Ubcft;  shall  vreep  ne  man. 
At  length  imperial  Otbo**  Toice 
Bub  her  iletotcd  eans  rejoice ; 
And  be,  who  battled  to  jrttan 
The  gloriee  end  ^e  rlghte  of  jore, 
Whoae  aeoenti,  Kke  the  elarion'e  eonnJ, 
CmU  bunt  the  dad  rqnse  eronnd, 
Agiin  hii  natire  Rome  ehiJI  aec, 
Ttw  eceptred  dtj  of  the  free  I 
And  yimng  Stephuiia  waiti  Uu  hoor 
When  teaTce  hei  lord  hi*  fbrtrese  tower. 
Her  aidoit  heart  irith  joj'  ehte, 
Thai  aeeiw  bofond  the  reaeb  of  Ale; 
Bei  mien,  like  creataie  fh>m  above, 
AH  nvified  with  hope  and  Iotb. 

Fidi  ii  her  fona,  and  in  her  eye, 
Urea  aU  the  eoul  of  Italy  I 
A  itifning  lo{^  and  iniplred, 
Ai  by  her  natiTe  day-etar  Itted; 
Such  wild  and  high  expreaaoii,  Gnught 
With  glaDcee  of  impurioned  thought, 
Aa  fancy  iheda  tn  *inont  bright 
O'er  piiceteaa  of  the  God  of  Light  r 
And  the  dark  lock*,  that  lend  her  face 
A  yoathfiil  and  hiiuriant  grace, 
Ware  o'er  bei  cheek,  whoae  kindling  dye* 
Seem  fitim  the  flie  within  to  liee ; 
But  deepentd  by  the  burning  heaven 
To  hei  ovn  land  of  ninbeuna  given. 
Itafian  ait  Ihat  lerrid  glow 
WooU  o'er  ideal  beanty  throw, 
And  with  meh  ardent  lift  eiprea* 
Her  lugh-wnxighl  dream*  of  loreUnoM; — 
Dieama  which,  anrriring  Emplre'a  fall 
The  ahade  of  gbry  *tiU  TttaSL 

Bnt  aee, — the  banner  of  the  teave 
D'er  Hadrian'*  tomb  hatii  eeaied  to  ware. 
T  i*  knrered — and  now  Slephania'a  eye 
Cut  well  the  martial  train  deecrj, 
Who,  iMoing  ftom  thai  ancient  dome, 
Poor  through  the  crowded  itiBeta  of  RonM. 
How  firra  ber  watch-lower  on  the  height, 
With  atep  a*  bUed  wood-nymph'*  light, 
She  Set — and  awift  her  way  puiroe* 
Tfarongh  the  kine  convent'*  avcnoea. 
Dtik  eyprta*  groTte,  and  ISelila  o'erapread 
With  neord*  of  the  conquering  dead, 
And  path*  which  track  a  glowing  waata, 
She  traierae*  in  breatble**  ha^ ; 
And  by  the  tomb*  where  dut  1*  Anati, 
Onee  tenanted  by  loftieat  mind, 
StOI  paMng  on,  hath  leached  the  gate 
Of  Rome,  the  prood,  the  desolate  I 
Thronged  are  the  atreeta,  and,  atill  renewed, 
Binli  on  the  gathering  moltitada 


la  il  their  high-aoaled  chief  to  greet 
That  Ihiu  the  Roman  thoiuand*  nmetl 
With  name*  that  bid  their  thoughia  aaceuu, 
Creaeenliaa,  tbine  in  aong  to  blend; 
And  of  triampbal  day*  gone  by 
Recall  th'  inapiring  pageantry  1 
—There  ia  an  air  oF  bnnlhlee*  dread, 
An  eager  glance,  a  harrying  ttead  j 
And  now  a  fearful  Nlence  round. 
And  now  a  filAil  mnrmDting  sound, 
'Midit  the  pale  crowd*,  (hat  almoet  seen 
Phantoma  of  BDme  tamnHaoua  dream. 
Oakk  )■  each  atep,  and  wild  each  nuen, 
Portentouf  of  aame  awAil  acene. 
Bride  of  Creacentiu*  I  aa  the  throng 
Sore  tfaee  wi^  whclndng  force  along, 
How  did  thine  aniiout  heart  beat  h^^ 
Till  roee  auapensB  to  agonyi 
Too  brief  m*pense,  that  *oon  *hafl  close, 
And  leave  thy  heart  to  deeper  woe*. 

Who  'midat  yon  guarded  preeinet  atinda, 
With  fearlea  mion,  but  (littered  hand*  1 

ministers  of  daith  are  nigh, 
Yet  a  calm  grandeur  light*  hi*  eye ; 
And  in  hi*  glance  there  Utcs  a  mind, 
Which  waa  not  fomwd  for  chain*  to  bind. 
But  caat  in  such  herMC  mould 
Aa  their*,  th'  ascendant  one*  of  eld. 
Cnscentiaal  li«edam'a daring  aon, 
la  Ifaia  the  guerdon  thou  haat  wonl 
O  worthy  to  hsTB  Hvsd  and  (Ued 
In  the  bright  day*  of  LaUam'*  pride  I 
Thus  mult  the  beam  of  glory  close, 
O'er  the  seren  hill*  again  that  rose. 
When  at  thy  Ttuee,  to  burst  the  yiAe. 
The  soul  of  Roma  indignant  woke  1 
Vain  dream  I  the  sacred  shield*  are  gDne,(8] 
Sunk  i*  the  crowning  city's  throne  {9) 
Th'  illnrions,  that  around  her  caat 
Th«r  guardian  ipeUa  have  long  men  piat(10> 
Thy  life  hath  been  a  ahot  Bur's  ray. 
Shed  o'er  her  midnight  of  decay; 
Thy  death  at  Freedom'*  nnned  ahrina 
Most  rivet  every  chain — but  thine. 

Calm  i*  hi*  aspect,  and  his  eye 
Now  fixed  npon  the  deep  blue  aky, 
Now  on  ibcse  wrecks  of  ages  fled, 
, Around  in  desolation  spread; 
Arch,  temple,  column,  worn  and  gray. 
Recording  triumph*  paned  away; 
Work*  of  the  nugbty  and  the  fne, 
Whose  itep*  on  earth  no  mora  shaU  be. 
Though  their  blight  course  hath  lefla  tnos 
Nor  yean  nor  sorrows  can  efiace. 

Why  changaa  now  the  patriot'*  miaa, 
Enwhile  ao  loftily  aeienei 
Thn*  can  approaching  death  contrDnl 
The  might  of  that  coaHnanUng  mmJ  1 
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No !— Hunt  ye  nut  that  Ihitlliog  aj 
WbJcb  tolJ  of  biUereit  agooj  7 

Bt  heard  il,  aiiJ,  at  once  lUbJueil, 

Bath  aunk  tbe  beiu's  fonitucle. 

ik  heard  it,  and  hU  heart  too  well 

Whence  rose  that  mice  of  wo  can  taD ; 

And  'audit  the  gaaiog  thiongi  around 

One  well  known  raim  Ida  glaiM«  lutb  taaai ; 

One  rondty  laving  and  beloved, 

In  grief,  ia  peril,  fakhfut  proTeJ. 

Yea,  in  Iba  wildnea*  of  deapair, 

Sbe,  hia  devoted  hride  ia  there. 

Pale,  breathleaa,  througb  tha  crowd  ahe  Aia^ 

The  light  of  from;  in  her  eyaa : 

But  ere  her  anna  can  claap  the  form 

Wliich  life  ere  long  muM  ceaae  to  warm ; 

Ent  on  hia  agaoiuBg  breaat 

Her  heart  can  hanTe,  her  head  can  real; 

Checked  in  her  eouna  bj  luthleH  honda, 
Mute,  motionleia,  al  noca  ahe  Btaiula ; 
With  bloodlencheek  and  vaoant  glance, 

Froien  and  fiiad  in  horror'*  trance ; 
Spell-bound,  aa  every  aenae  werra  Sad, 
And  thought  o'erwhelmed,  and  feeling  dead. 
And  the  light  waving  of  her  hair. 
And  veil,  far  floating  on  the  air, 
.  Alone,  in  that  dread  moment,  ahow 
She  ia  no  aculptmed  forai  of  wo. 

Tha  Bcena  of  grief  and  death  ia  o'er, 
Tbe  patriot's  heart  shall  throb  no  more : 
But  Aert — ao  vaintjr  fermed  to  prove 
The  pure  davoteJiKM  of  love. 
And  draw  (rom  fund  afTection'a  eye 
All  thought  BUblime,  all  feeling  higli ; 
When  coneciouinea*  agun  shall  wake 
Hath  DOW  no  refuge — but  to  break. 
The  spirit  long  inured  to  jisln 
Mity  (mile  al  fate  in  calm  diadoia  ; 
Survive  its  darkeat  hoar,  and  rise 
In  more  majestic  eneigiea. 
But  in  tbe  glow  of  vernal  pride, 
If  each  warm  hope  ai  anee  hath  died. 
Then  sinks  the  mind,  a  blighted  Sowet. 
Dead  to  the  sunbeam  and  tha  shower : 
A  broken  gem,  wboas  inborn  light 


PART  II. 
tliST  thou  a  scene  that  ■■  not  apnad 
With  reconk  of  thy  glory  Sudi 
A  moQumant  that  doth  not  tall 
The  tale  of  liberty's  brewell  1 
Italia  I  thou  art  but  a  grave 
Where  Ooweim  luluriats  tf ar  ths  brava, 
And  naion  givca  her  tnasurea  birth 
U'«  all  that  ball)  baeagrck  on  earth. 


Yet  Bulla  thy  beaiena  as  ooce  tbey  smiled. 

Whan  thou  wert  Fieedom's  favoured  child : 

Though  iane  and  tomb  alike  are  low, 

Time  hath  not  dimmed  thy  aunbeun'a  gloir( 

And  fobed  in  th^  eiulting  ray, 

Thou  seem'at  ta  liiumph  o'er  decay; 

O  jet,  though  by  thy  sorrowa  bent, 

In  nature'a  pomp^magni^cent; 

What  marvel  if;  when  alt  nia  l«t, 

Slill  on  thy  bright  enchanted  cout. 

Though  many  an  omen  warned  him  theocs^ 

Lingered  the  lord  of  eloquence  !(11) 

Still  gaiing  on  the  lovely  aky, 

WhooB  radierkce  wooed  him— but  to  i&; 

Like  him  uAa  would  not  linger  theca. 

Where  heaven,  earth,  ocean,  all  ue  fair  1 

Who  'midst  thy  glowing  aceucs  could  dwell, 

Not  bid  awhile  hia  grieb  farewell  1 

Hath  not  thy  pure  and  genial  air 

Balm  fbr  ail  aadnesa  but  deapair  1(13) 

Nol  there  aro  pangs,  whose  deep-want  traca 

Not  all  thy  mi^  can  efface  1 

Hearts!  bj  uokindneai  wrung,  may  leam 

Tha  warld  and  all  its  gills  to  spurn ; 

Tuna  may  steal  on  with  dient  tread. 

And  dry  the  tear  thai  maurna  tlia  dead ; 

May  clunga  fond  love,  subdue  regret 

Aim]  leaeh  e'en  vengeanee  to  forget ; 

But  thou,  RcmorsB  1  there  ia  no  charm, 

Thj  sting,  avci^cr,  lo  disarm  1 

Vain  are  bright  suns  and  laughing  skiea. 

To  Booth  thy  victim's  agonies : 

Tbe  beart^nce  mads  thy  burning  tbrotis, 

Still,  while  it  beala,  is  thine  alone. 

In  vain  (or  Otho'a  Jajloa  eye 
Smile  the  fair  acenos  of  Italy, 
As  througb  her  laDdaeapcB'  rich  array 
Th'  imperial  pilgrim  bcnda  his  way. 
Tbv  f^rm,  Cresccntlus  on  hia  aigtit 
Rrva  when  nature  laughs  in  light, 
Glidn  miDd  bini  at  the  midnight  hour 
If  present  in  bis  fextal  bower. 
With  awful  vpiaa  and  frowning  mien. 
By  all  but  him  unheard,  unseen, 
Oh  1  thus  to  shadows  af  the  grave 
Ba  every  tyrant  still  a  slave ! 

When  through  Gargano'a  woody  dells. 
O'er  bending  oaks  the  north-wind  swelle,'13) 
A  sainted  liermil's  lowly  tomb 
Is  boaomed  in  nmbragaoui  gloo,-^ 
In  shades  that  saw  Um  live  ami  Hr 
Beneath  their  waving  canopy. 
'Twaa  hi^  as  legends  tell,  to  ehara 
Tha  converse  of  immortals  there  ; 
Around  thai  dweller  of  the  wild 
There  "bright  appcnnncea'!  havei  i  \  t  (M) 
And  angel-minga,  at  eve,  hane  been 
Gleaming  the  sbailowy  bougha  beiweeo. 
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And  oft  from  thai  Kclwlad  bower 
BMb  breathei],  at  nuJnight'a  cilnMi  hctu, 
A  iHril  of  viewlsu  harpa,  ■  (ouihI 
Of  iTKtbtal  anthFina  pciJing  roiuul. 
Oti,  nnnu  but  TiHcea  of  the  *kj 
Might  Raka  that  thrillkng  barmoDj, 
Whoae  lonea,  wboae  itry  ecboei  made 
An  Eden  of  the  lonely  abule  ! 

Ycara  baia  gooe  \iy ;  Ifae  bermit  akepi 
Amidat  Gaiguio'a  WDnda  and  aleepi  I 
Iij  and  flowen  hare  half  o'ergtonn 
And  vdleJ  his  low,  aepulchral  •looe: 
Yet  Sill  tha  spot  b  holy,  (till 
Cdeatial  fintatepa  haunt  tha  hill ) 
Ajid  oft  tha  ■.we-atiuek  mounlaineer 
Atrial  veaper-hjinna  maj  hear 
Around  tboae  fbrect-predncti  Soot, 
Soil,  loleinn,  clear, — hut  eUll  remote. 
Oft  will  Affliction  breathe  her  plajnt 
To  that  rude  Bhrinr'a  ileparlad  iwnt. 
And  deem  that  spirits  of  the  bleat 
There  alied  awect  influence  o'er  her  brcK>L 

And  Ihitber  Olho  now  repaira, 
To  noth  hia  loul  with  tows  ani]  prnjera; 
And  if  ibr  turn,  on  holj  ground. 
The  loat  one,  Peace,  ma;  yet  be  found, 
"Midal  rocka  and  foreita,  bj  the  bed, 
Whera  calmt;  tleep  the  tainted  deul, 
She  dwell*,  lEmote  from  heedkaa  eye, 
With  Nature'a  lonely  majeatj. 

Vain,  Tain  the  acarcti — his  troubled  breast 
No  TOW  nor  penance  iulla  to  leat ; 
The  weary  pli^mage  is  o'er 
The  bopea  that  cheered  ll  are  no  more. 
Then  oolu  hii  aoul,  and  day  by  Jay, 
Toath'a  buoyant  enargiea  decay. 
The  Bght  of  health  bis  eye  bath  flown, 
Tbe  glow  that  tinged  his  cheek  is  gone. 
Joyke*  as  one  on  whom  ii  laid 
Some  baleful  epcll  that  bida  bim  Guk-, 
Extending  its  mygterioaa  power 
O'er  erery  aecne,  o'er  every  hour; 
E'en  thnabe  withcra;  and  to  bim, 
Italia'a  brilliant  akiea  are  dim. 
Ha  wtihera — in  that  glorioua  clime 
Where  Natun  laughs  in  scorn  of  Time ; 
And  tun*,  that  ihed  on  all  below 
Their  fiill  and  livifying  glow. 
From  bim  alone  tbeir  power  withhold^ 
And  leave  his  heart  in  Jaikneaa  cold. 
Earth  blooma  around  him,  heaven  u  fair. 
Hi  only  leenu  to  perish  there. 

Yet  sometime*  will  a  troiurient  imils 
Pky  o'er  bia  faded  check  awhile, 
Wb*n  bieatbea  hia  minstrel-boy  a  strain 
Of  power  to  IjII  all  earthly  pain; 
8«  wildly  Bweet,  its  notes  might  seem 
Th'  ethereal  muuc  of  a  dream. 


A  apiiil's  voice  from  worlds  unknown, 
Deep  thrilling  power  in  every  tone  I 
Sweet  is  that  lay,  and  yet  its  flow 
Hath  language  only  given  to  wo ; 
And  if  at  times  its  wakening  swell 
Some  talc  of  glory  seems  to  teU, 
Soon  the  proud  notes  of  triumph  die, 
Lot  in  a  dirge'a  hirmony: 
Ohl  many  a  pang  the  heart  hath  pTOTeJ, 
Hath  deeply  auSered,  Ibnilly  loved, 
Era  the  ssd  strain  could  catch  from  thince 
Sacb  deep  impassioned  eloquence  I 
Ye*  I  gaie  on  bim,  that  minsliel  boy — 
Ha  ia  no  chilli  of  hope  and  joy ; 
Though  lew  his  yeai  i,  yet  have  they  been 
Such  as  leave  traces  m  the  nuan. 
And  o'er  tbe  n»e*  ol  our  prime 
Breathe  other  blights  than  those  of  time. 

Yet,  seems  bis  spirit  wild  and  proud, 
By  grief  unsoftened  and  unbowed. 
Obi  there  are  sorrows  which  impart 
A  steranesB  fotc^  to  the  heart, 
And  rushing  with  a.n  earthquake'a  power. 
That  makea  a  deaert  in  an  hour ; 
Rouso  the  dresd  pssalons  In  th«r  coorao. 
As  tempest  wake  (he  Mllows'  force  [ — 
"Tis  sad,  on  youthful  Guide's  lace, 
The  atamp  of  weea  like  th^  to  trace. 
Ob  <  when  can  ruins  awe  mankind 
Dark  aa  the  ruins  of  the  mind  1 

His  mien  is  lofty,  but  his  gaia 
Ton  well  ■  wandering  soul  betrays : 
Hi*  fbll,  dark  eye  at  times  ia  blight 
With  strange  and  momentary  light, 
Whoac  qaick  uncertain  Siuhe*  throw 
O'er  bis  pale  cheek  a  hectic  glow; 
And  oft  his  features  and  hia  tit 
A  shsde  of  tiDubled  mystery  wear, 
A  glance  of  hurried  wildneas,  fraught 
With  ■ante  unfathomable  thought, 
Wbate'er  that  thought,  still  unexpressed, 
Dwelb  the  sad  aocret  in  his  breast ; 
The  pride  bis  haughty  brow  reveala, 
All  other  paasioii  well  conceals. 
Ho  breathes  each  wounded  leeling'a  tone 
In  muMc'a  eloquence  alone ; 
Hi*  soul's  deep  voice  is  only  poured 
Through  Usfiill  song  and  swelling  chord 
He  seeks  no  friend,  but  shuns  the  train 
Of  COUItioB  with  a  proud  disdain ; 
And,  save  when  Otho  bids  bi*  lay 
Ita  half  unearthly  power  e*ny. 
In  hall  or  bower  the  heart  to  Ibiill, 
Hi*  haunts  are  wild  and  lonely  MiO. 
Far  distant  from  the  heedless  throng, 
He  roves  ohl  Tiber's  bwnks  along, 
Where  Elmpiie's  desolate  remain* 
Lie  ■calmed  o'er  the  lilvnt  plains: 
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Or,  fingering  'miJit  «*ch  rainnl  ahrinii 
That  Miewi  the  dewit  Pdttlne, 
With  raaumTuI,  jet  comaiudinc  mien, 
Like  the  td  Oeniaa  of  the  axne, 
Entnaeed  in  awful  thoaglit  >.ppcu« 
To  connnuno  with  depsited  yehn. 
Or  It  the  deid  of  night,  when  Rome 
Seean  of  heroic  ahadei  the  home ; 
When  Tiber'!  munauring  voice  reoHa 
The  mighty  to  their  andenl  hdJa ; 
When  bushed  i>  CTer;  mraner  eonnd. 
And  the  deep  maonlight-ciJm  uroDnd 
LeiTee  to  Ifae  ealeoin  icene  alone 
The  majeal  J  of  agee  flown ; 
A  pilgrirn  to  each  ben'*  tomb, 
He  wanden  through  the  eacred  gloom ; 
And  'midBt  those  dwellings  ordecaj, 
At  time*  wilt  breathe  so  nd  aUj, 
80  wild  a  grandeuT  in  «cb  lone, 
Til  like  a  dirge  for  empire!  gonel 

Awake  tbj  pealing  harp  again. 
But  brealbe  a  more  exulting  strain, 
Yoong  Guiilo !  for  awhilu  Ibrgot 
Be  the  duk  secrets  of  thy  lot, 
And  louH  tb'  inajHiing  soul  of  song 
To  speed  the  banquet's  hour  along!— 
The  feast  is  spread ;  and  unxic's  call 
b  echoing  Ibnugh  Ibe  rojal  hall, 
And  banners  wave,  and  trophies  ahine, 
O'er  stately  guota  in  glittering  line ; 
And  Otho  eeeki  awbile  to  ehaia 
The  thoughts  he  nercr  can  eraM, 
And  hid  the  Toice,  whoae  murmurs  deep 
Rise  like  a  spirit  on  hia  steep. 
The  slUI  anuill  Toice  of  conscience  die) 
Lost  in  the  din  of  revelry. 
On  lu*  pale  brbw  dijection  bweta^ 
But  that  shall  yield  to  featal  hours; 
A  gloom  is  in  his  laded  eye, 
But  thai  from  music's  power  shall  fly: 
Hk  wasted  cheek  is  wan  with  <:ate, 
But  roirtb  shall  spread  fresh  crimson  there. 
Wake,  Galda '.  wake  thy  numbers  high 
Btrike  the  bold  chord  eiultingly  I 
And  pour  npon  th'  enraptured  oar 
Sochitrains  as  waniora  lore  to  hearl 
Let  the  rich  maiilting  goblet  flow, 
And  banish  all  reacmbliiig  wo ; 
And,  if  a  thought  intrude,  of  power 
To  mat  the  bright  eonviiial  hour. 
Still  moat  i(a  influence  lurk  unseen, 
And  cloud  the  heart — but  not  the  mien  I 

Away,  Tain  dream  I — on  Otho's  brow, 
Still  darker  lower  the  shadows  now; 
Changed  ate  his  featurei,  now  o'erspread 
With  the  cold  pnlenaa  of  the  dead; 
Now  crimsoned  with  a  hectic  dye, 
11m  burning  flush  of  agony  I 


His  lip  is  quivering,  and  Us  breast 
Heaves  with  convulnvs  pangs  oppressed ; 
Now  his  dim  eye  seems  fixed  and  glsxed. 
And  now  to  heaven  in  anguish  rabud ; 
And  aa,  with  noavailing  aid, 
Around  him  throng  his  guests  dismayed. 
He  ainka— wbile  scarce  his  struggling  breath 
Hath  power  to  btler— "  This  is  dsathJ" 

Then  rushed  that  haughty  child  of  Bong 
Dark  Onido,  through  the  awe-tCruck  throng; 
Filled  with  a  strange  delirious  Bgbt, 
His  kindling  eye  abona  wildly  bright, 
And  on  the  suflerer'a  mien  awhile 
Oaiing  with  stem  vindictive  smile, 
A  feverish  glow  of  triumph  dyed 
His  burning  ched,  while  thus  bs  eried  :— 
"YesI  theM  are  death-pangs — on  thy  brow 
Is  set  the  seal  of  vengeance  now! 
Oh!  well  waa  mixed  the  deadly  draught, 
Attd  long  and  deeply  haat  thou  quafled; 
And  bitter  as  Ihj  pangs  may  be, 
They  are  but  guerdons  meet  &om  met 
Yet,  these  are  but  a  moment's  throes, 
Hoare'ar  intense,  they  soon  shall  doae 
Soon  shall  thou  yisld  thy  fleeting  breath, 
My  lile  hath  been  a  lingering  death ; 
Since  one  dark  hour  of  wo  and  crime, 
A  Uood-spot  on  the  page  of  time  I 

"Deemest  thou  my  mind  of  reason  void 
It  is  not  [frenzied, — but  destroyed ! 
Ay  I  view  the  wreck  vrith  shuddering  Ihought,— 
That  work  of  ruin  tboa  hast  wrought  I 

"  The  secret  of  thy  doom  to  teU, 
My  name  alone  suffices  well  I 
Stephanial — ones  a  hero's  bridet 
Otho!  thou  knoweat  the  rest — he  died. 
YesI  trusting  to  a  monarch's  word, 
The  Roman  lell,  untried,  unbeard! 
And  thou,  whose  every  pledge  was  vain. 
How  couliletfl^  trust  in  aught  againl 

"  He  died,  and  I  was  changed — my  sou^ 
A  lonely  wanderer,  epnmed  control. 
From  peace,  and  light,  and  glory  buried, 
The  outcast  of  a  purer  world, 
I  saw  each  brighter  hope  o'erthrown. 
And  lived  for  one  dread  task  alone. 
The  task  is  closed— fulfilled  the  vow, 
The  hand  of  death  is  nn  thee  now. 
Betniyerl  in  thy  (am  betrayed, 
The  debt  of  blood  shall  soon  be  paid! 
Thine  hoar  is  come — the  time  hath  been 
My  heart  had  shrunk  from  such  a  scene ; 
tW  leeUng  long  is  past — my,  fate 
Hath  made  me  stem  aa  desolate. 

"  Ye  that  around  me  shuddering  stand, 
Ye  chie&  and  princes  of  the  land ! 
Moom  ya  a  guilty  monarch's  doomf 
—Ye  wept  not  o'er  the  patriot's  tombi 
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To  ihuv  hit  low,  neglected  •hiub 
Hii  KHil  with  freedom  find*  *.  beae, 
Hit  gnn  ji  that  of  gloi7 — Rome) 
An  not  the  great  of  old  with  her, 
rbot  dtj  of  the  eepakhrel 
LmJ  me  to  daalhl  umI  kl  me  ehare 
The  slatDbere  of  the  mighty  then !" 
TIh  d>}  depute— that  Idurful  ihf 
Peilea  in  calm  iorelineei  awaji 
From  putfAe  heavena  ita  liDgering  beam 
Seema  melltng  ialo  Tibei'l  atream, 
And  tMy  tinta  each  Rofoan  hill 
Wilb  gtuwing  light,  aa  clear' aod  alifl, 
Ae  if,  nnaUined  b;  crime  M  wo, 
Ita  hoon  had  paaaed  id  nlent  Bow. 
The  d>7  vU  calmlj— 4t  hath  been 
Marked  with  a  etruige  and  awful  acene; 
One  guilty  bosom  Ihiobe  no  more, 
And  Otho'a  panga  and  life  are  o'er. 
And  thoa,  ere  jet  onotbei  ftnn 
Bia  bumiiig  race  hath  bright] j  ran, 
ReleaKd  from  angoiah  b;  thj  fi>ea, 
Dangfaler  of  Rome!  dlslt  And  Kpoae. — 
Veal  on  thy  countrj'a  lovely  Aj 
Fix  yet  once  more  thy  parting  eye  I 
A  lew  ebort  boon — and  all  ahall  bo 
Tite  ailent  and  the  pait  for  thee. 
Oh !  thiM  with  lempetta  of  a  da^ 
We  rtniggle.aiid  we  paaa  away, 
like  the  wild  Inllowa  ai  they  eweep 
Leaving  no  Tcatige  on  the  deep ! 
And  o'er  thy  dark  and  lowly  bed 
Tbe  eooe  of  fiitare  daya  ihall  treaJ, 
The  pang*,  the  conQkta,  of  thy  lot, 
By  them  unknowa,  by  thee  forget. 


US 


lopendre,  dau  la  TerdarB  utin< 
ctHnnw  on  travail  en  moeaique  aur  la  blancheur 
dee  marbrei:  ^  etii  ds  hantacypree  reniplafaient 
lee  colonnea  tomb^  de.ra  ce*  pdaia  de  la  Moit; 
TacanthB  aaurage  lampait  i.  tenn  piede,  aur  dee 
dChiia,  comme  ai  la  nature  a'6tait  plu  i  reprodaire 
am  ce*  cbe&^'cBuvre  mutilte  d'architedura,  IWna- 
ment  de  leor  bewt£  paiafa." — ChaieavMaad. 
Sruvenirt  iTItatie. 

Note  2,  page  128,  col.  1. 

Of  tach  Impsrial  manuiKni. 
The  gardent  and  building*  of  Hadrian'*  *iOa 
were  eopiea  of  the  moat  celebrated  acene*  and 
edificee  in  hi*  dominiana ;  the  LycBwn,  the  Aca- 
demia,  the  Pyrtaneum  of  Atheo*,  the  Temple  of 
Setapia  at  Aleiandria,  the  Tale  at  Tempe,  &c. 

Nol«3,  page  138,  col.  1. 
Bunk  la  thj  palAU,  but  thy  tomf^ 
HKlitoil  bub  rfiMnd  a  iHVjdef  dmrm. 
Tbe  maaaotcani  of  Hadrian,  mw  Ibe  caatle  of 
St.  Angelo,  wa*  fint  converted  into  a  citadel  by 
BeHuuiua,  in  hit  anceeaaful  defence  of  Rome 
■gunat  tbe  Ootbe.  "Tbe  lorer  of  the  arte,"  laye 
Gibbon,  "ronat  read  vith  a  ugh,  that  the  woiki 
of  Praiitele*  and  Lyelf^Kia  wen  torn  from  their 
loAy  pedeatala,  and  hoiled-inlo  the  ditch  oa  the 
heul*  of  the  besiegera,"  He  aJdi,  Id  a  note^  that 
the  eelebrateJ  Bleeping  Faun  of  the  Barbaiim 
palace  wa*  found,  in  a  muliloted  date,  when  tbe 
ditch  of  St.  Angelo  wa*  cleanaed  under  Urban 
VIII.  In  tbe  middle  agea,  tlie  mole*  Badriaitt 
wa*  made  ■  permanent  liiTtreB  by  the  Roman 
government,  and  bajtioiu,  ootwoikB,  &o,  were 
added  to  the  original  edifice,  which  had  been 
■tripped  of  ita  m^ble  covering,  it*  Corinthian  pil- 
lar*, and  the  bruen  cone  which  crowned  it*  ram 

Note  4,  page  1S8,  coL  1. 
Han  lbDn4  like  ikeA  ■Hi  ■  r*'^ 


O'er  Badriu'a  maiUerini  vUk  iwIik. 
n taia  alU  peaiet  qnelqnea  jooi*  aeul  a  TlvotL 
Je  paTConra*  lea  envirom,  et  ■uriout  ccUe*  de  la 
TiUa  Adiiana.  Bnrpri*  par  la  ploie  at 
ma  eoone,  je  me  rtfugiui  dana  le*  Sallea  dee 
THennet  voinns  da  PleOa  (montunena  de  la' 
villa),  aoai  on  flguier  qnj  avait  lenvereC  le  pan 
d^m  mnr  en  a'Alevant  Dun  un  petit  aoloa  oelo- 
gone,  onveit  devant  moi,  nne  vignt  vierge  ivait 
perc6  la  voQte  de  l'£diGce,  et  aon  groe  cep  li**e, ' 
nogtt,  et  tortaem,  montait  le  king  da  mar  oomme 
Bn  aeipeut.  Antoor  de  nxA,  i.  tnver*  lee  arcade* 
da*  nrinn,  *'ou*Taient  de*  point*  de  vne  ear  la' 
Campagoe  Bomaine.  De*  bDia*an*  de  nireau 
remplieialint  le*  ealle*  d£*erte>  oQ  venaient  te 
rtfugier  qoelqne*  merle*  eoUtaire*.  I.ea  fragmena 
'  '  •Ml  tapiief*  de  buille*  de  aco- 
U 


"Lea  plna  beaux  monumen*  de*  arti,  le*  pin* 
admirable*  *tataea  ont  £ti*  >et«e*  Jam  le  Tibn, 
el  *ant  oachte*  aoni  «e*  flot*.  Clui*tit*i,  potir  1m 
chereher,  on  na  la  diloumora  pa*  on  jour  de  eon 
litl  Mwi  qnuid  on  eonge  que  lei  chef-d'teavrea 
dn  gtnie  hnmain  *ont  pentttTB  ]i.  devant  Boo*,  et 
qu'un  aH  plua  perfant  le*  verrxit  k  ttavera  le* 
onde*,  I'dh  Sproute  Je  ne  aai*  qoelle  imotioa  qoi 
renall  K  Rome  mm  <xwe  •on*  diverae*  forme*,  et 
Gut  tiouver  nne  aodCtf  poor  la  pem^  dan*  ks 
objet*  [diysqou,  muet*  paitout  aiileuT*."~tfacI. 
de  Stall. 

Note  5,  page  I23,eti.i. 

Htm  doad  Da  BiaKliV  mlarion  h%b, 
FRan  ibeoc*  Un  pMtfc*  eami  lo  Urn. 
AtoM  de  Brewii,  tbe  luidaiinlad  and  doquaiM 
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Radud  KbcR]',  kftcr  i 
ra  ths  kncient  cooitiludon  or  the 
republic,  wu  pat  to  dmth  in  tfae  yeu  1156  bj 
Adrian  IV.  Thii  event  ii  thui  demibed  bj 
SUmondi,  Bitloire  df  RipabUqaa  BaHtTinet, 
roL  h.  pages  68  uid  69.  "La  prifect  demean 
dnni  l(  chSlsM  Baiat  Ang«  &ne  Kin  prieoanier; 
il  In  fit  Inuuporter  an  mttin  iiir  la  piftce  dealinfe 
■ui  ciicutionB,  dovant  U  Pi»ta  dn  Peiiple.  Ar- 
iHud  da  BreKik,  ele46  lar  un  b&cher,  fut  attache 
k  un  potaoa,  en  lace  ilu  Cotuo.  II  pooToil  me» 
tec  <t«  jeox  les  trna  longuea  niea  qui  obouti 
nientdafant  oon  iehafuud;  ettei  font  preoqu'  ui 
moietd  de  Rome.  C'est  ti  qa'haUloient  I 
liommei  qu'il  arait  A  loavenl  appel^  &  la  Inbertb. 
Us  repcaoienl  sneora  in  ptil,  ignorant  le  dagger 
de  lear  lAgiilateui'.  Ijb  tamuhe  de  I'e:  ' 
la  Rooime  du  bdcher  rfiveiUiicnt  lea  Roouini ;  its 
a'anndrRnt,  il*  uzooururent,  moil  tiop  toid;  M  lea 
cnhortea  du  pape  repoDioArent,  a*ee  kun  lanoa, 
ccuiqni,  n'a^ont  pu  nureT  Amaud,  rouloienldu 
nioina  recoeilUr  aes  oendna  omuhb  de  prficieuoea 
reHuea." 

Note  6,  page  138,  coL  3. 
flpAa  irilh  Iba  Tciln  oTigH  IM. 
"Portsrity  will  eompaie  the  vjrtaea  and  ftilingi 
of  this  exlraordinaij  man ;  but  In  a  long  period 
uf  anarchy  and  aervitude  the  name  of  Rienzi  liai 
often  been  celobiatcd  aa  the  deliverer  of  Ida  coun- 
trv,  ondthe  laatof  tbo  Roman  patriota." — (JfUnt't 
Decline  and  Fall,  if^.  vol.  lii.  p.  3C3. 

Note?,  page  128,0(4.8. 
Cooldac  ia:e  on  Kama— rel  (Mdaipaii:. 
"  Le  consul  Tetentiua  Vonoa  avMt  fui  hon- 
tanaament  joaqn'^  Venooae:  oet  homme  de  b 
plna  baaae  naiMonce,  n'avcit  (ti  fleii  au  ee 
que  pour  mortlGer  la  nobleaae;  mail  la  g£i 
TooluE  paajnairdeee  nudhennax  triomphe 
comluen  it  6loil  n6ce«aaire  qn'ila'ottirildani  cette 
•eeooioD  la  eonfianee  do  peajde,  fl  alia  aD-<lavant 
Vamn,  at  le  remerda  de  oe  ju'U  n'avaU  jna 
d/KipJr^A/arEpuUlfiK."— Ifenleafnitnt.  Onm- 
dwr  el  Dkadaax  det  AMiaiiu. 


and  ahonkl  be  kept  with  great  care:  that  eleieu 
othera  ehonld  be  mado  as  like  it  aa  pnadlile 
in  nze  and  fiuJiinn,  in  order  that  if  anj  penon 
were  iBopoaed  to  aleal  it,  he  might  not  be  oMs  to 
distinguish  that  which  ftlt  from  heaven  from  tin 
rest.  He  fUrther  dactared,  that  the  place,  and  tbo 
Dieadaw*  about  it,  where  he  fraqaently  conversed 
with  the  Muiea,  should  ha  eonaecnia)  to  those 
divinities ;  and  that  the  spring  whicfl  watered  the 
ground  should  be  aacreJ  to  the  use  oT  the  Vealil 
Virgins,  dailj  to  iprintile  and  parifj  their  temple. 
The  immediale  cessation  of  the  pestilence  is  said 
to  have  confirmed  the  truth  of  this  acconnL" — 

Nc«sS,pagel39,  coLSL 

Sank  II  iba  croinitaf  dij^  itanns. 

Wbo  faaCb  taken  counsel  against  Tjre,  the 

Bning  eily,   whose    merchants    are    princis. 

whose  traffickers  ore  the  honourable  of  the  earth  1" 

■Itaiali,  chap.  ZulL 

NetelO,pagel39,  ccd.S. 
Thdi  (osidiui  qnlh  hsT*  Itng  been  pan. 
"  Ca  milange  faiiorre  de  grandeur  d'una,  rt  de 
ibkoaacntrofldis  cette  £poquB(roniiian  diela) 
dam  le  emmiLim  des  Rotnaina. — Un  mouvemsM 
gfsireax  vers  les  grandee  choses  laisoit  {rises 
tout-a-ooup  B  rabottemsnt;  its  paasoitml  da  U 
libertd  la  plus  OTogeuie,  k  k  servitude  la  jdm 
aTilisBanta.  On  annil  dit  hob  las  raiaes  leucient 
■ea  habitaus  dans  les  sentinieDt  de  leur  irapoiael 
lea  portiqDss  diserts  da  la  capitals  du  nuHide,  <m- 
lu  Btitisu  de  ees  monuiiiens  de  lent 
domination  paste,  lee  dtojeos  <ipcoDToieiit  il'noa 
mojuire  trc^  dCcourageante  leur  proprs  nulliti. 
Le  nom  des  Romaini  qulls  portoicnt  nuumoil 
frfiqnenuDent  leur  enlhouaioaiiM,  comma  il  la  [«• 
ninw  encore  aujoanfhul;  mak  Uent^t  lavneda 
Rome,  du  Pocum  disert,  des  sspt  colUaes  de  noo- 
vera  reailuca  au  piturage  doa  tioupeaux,  des  lan^ 
plea  disoljs,  des  monnmens  tombant  en  ruine,  le» 


Nola8,pag 
odnant  IhiBSi 


9,  col.  3. 


Of  the  sacred  bucklers,  or  ajttilia  of  Rome, 
nhich  were  kept  in  the  tempts  of  Mais,  Plutarch 
([ives  the  followiiig  account.  "  In  the  eighth  year 
nf  Noma's  lelgn  a  pestilence  prevailed  in  Italy; 
Rome  also  felt  iU  ravages.  While  the  peopli 
were  greatly  di^ectsd,  we  ore  told  that  a  broien 
buckler  fell  from  heaven  into  the  hoods  of  Numo. 
Ctf  this  he  gave  a  very  wonderful  account,  n- 
cMved  Irom  Ep^a  and  the  Muiea:  that  the  buck- 
In  vas  aent  down  £>i  the  preservation  of  the  dly, 


Note  11,  page  130,  col.  S. 

Unfsred  tbs  ksd  of  ekqnuKst 
"  Asfi>rCicero,he  woa  carried  to  Aatjra,  where, 
finding  a  veasel,  be  Immediately  went  on  board, 
coasted  along  to  Circaum  with  a  favourable  wind. 
The  [nlota  were  preparing  Immediately  to  aail  from 
tlMnce,  but  -whether  il  waa  that  be  feared  the  ses, 
had  not  yet  given  up  all  hopes  in  Cmbot,  he  dl*. 
emboriled,  and  travelled  a  hnndred  farlonga  on 
foot,  oa  if  RoBM  hod  be«i  the  place  of  his  destl> 
notion.  Repenting,  however,  afterwords,  he  left 
that  nod  and  mode  ffiti  (or  the  sea.    He  paoiil 
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ib«nighlintbcm«ti»r|ileiing  had  huniil  thiHifhli; 
OBomoeta,  thai  he  wu  laEnetinM*  indiotd  to  go. 
priratdj  {nln  Ccaar'a  hoau  &nd  ttkb  hiauHf  sp-' 
on  Ibe  kitkr  of  hia  dan>e«lic  gods,  lo  bring  Ibe  di- 
vine tengeance  upon  hii  bctnyer.  But  be  wu 
deterred  frwn  thti  by  the  fcer  nf  luitare.  Other 
•Heniatne*  eqaelij  dictcewful  pcceenled  tbem- 
•alTea.  At  Ust  he  pnt  himself  inthehuidaof  hu 
•eiTuita,  and  ordered  Ihem  to  ctirry  blin  b^  tea  to 
Cejete,  nhere  be  had  a  delightfnl  retreat  in  the 
lammer,  when  the  Eteiiui  wiodi  act  in.  There 
Iras  a  temple  of  Apollo  on  tbat  coMt,  (rom  which 
a  flight  of  croiTi  come  witii  great  notM  tonanla 
Ciceni'aTeaeelM  it  was  making  land.  Theyperch- 
ed  on  both  aides  the  teil-jard,  where  lonie  nt 
Cloaking,  end  otbeie  peeking  the  ends  of  the  npe*. 
All  knked  upon  this  u  an  ill  omen  ;  yet  Cicero 
went  on  shore,  and,  entering  his  house,  U7  down 
torqnaa  himself.  In  the  mean  time  aniunbei  of 
craws  settled  in  the  chambei-window,  and  croak- 
ed in  the  moat  doleful  nuuiner.  One  of  Ihem  eren 
(utered  it,  and  alighting  on  the  bod,  attempted, 
wHb  its  beak,  to  draw  off  the  clothes  with  which 
be  had  corereil  hia  &ce.  On  sight  of  this,  the 
wrranls  began  lo  lepmeeh  themeelves.  '  Shall 
we,'  HUi  they,  '  remain  to  be  spectators  of  our 
natter's  nmrdeil  Shall  we  not  protect  bim,  so 
Itatooeal  and  so  great  a  lofrerer  as  he  is,  when  the 
bnile  creatines  give  him  marks  of  theii  care  and 
■ItentioDl'  Then,  partly  by  entreaty,  partly  by 
face,  ifaey  got  him  into  his  litter,  aid  carried  him 
bnraids  the  sua."— PJufarcA.    Lift  of  Cieere. 

Note  13,  page  130,  coL  a 

Balm  for  aU  wdva  but  iti^ak  I 

"  Now  purer  air 

Meets  his  approach,  and  to  the  heart  insure* 

Teroal  delight  and  joy,  aUe  lo  drive 

All  sadness  bat  deepali." — Afilton. 

Note  13,  page  130,  col.  8. 
(yci  bendlnf  oaks  the  Tunh-wiod  iwoDi. 
Monnt  Gargano.  "  This  ridge  of  mountains 
ibnns  a  my  laige  promontory  advandag  into  the 
Adriatic,  and  separated  from  the  Apennines  on 
Uw  west  by  the  plains  of  Locera  and  San  Sevoto. 
We  look  a  lide  into  the  beait  of  the  mountwn* 
IhnMghshaiJydellsand  noble  wood*,  which  brought 
Id  oar  nunds  tbe  venerable  groves  that  id  ancteet 
time*  bent  with  the  bod  vrinds  sweeping  along  the 
ngged  4dei  of  Oarganns. 


Nets  14,  page  130,  col.  % 

ttm  'brtgbl  appwimw"  haTe  niiBiA 

tn  yonder  nethei  worid  where  aball  T  seek 

Hisbright  appearaneei,  or  Ibolslep  tracer— .VZUton 


"  Tbne  is  a  recpecUble  breel  of  evergreen  and 
oeouncn  oak,  pine,  hotnbeam,cheilnut,anJmiuina- 
ash.  The  sbdterad  vallays  are  induKrioudy  cul- 
tivated, and  enm  to  be  blest  with  luxuriant  vege- 
tatjoo." — fheiniume'a  TVoeeli. 


"  Antont, concluding  that  he  cootd  not  die  mors 
honourably  than  in  bailie,  deleraJned  to  attack 
Cteaaratihesainelimebothbyseaandland.  Tbs 
night  preceding  the  cieculioa  of  (his  design,  he 
ordered  )us  aervsnts  al  supper  lo  render  him  their 
beat  serrjees  that  evening,  and  fill  the  wine  ronod 
plentifully,  for  the  day  following  tbey  ndght  belong 
to  another  master,  whiirt  he  hy  extended  on  tb* 
ground,  DO  longer  of  consequence  either  lo  them 

to  hiniaelC  His  friende  were  afiected,  and  w^ 
to  hear  him  talk  Ihns;  which  when  he  perceived, 
heenoonraged  them  by  aSBDrancea  thai  his  eipao- 
I  glorioDB  victory  were  at  least  equal  to 
those  of  an  hononrable  death.  At  tbs  dead  of 
mght,  wbeo  univeml  nlince  reigned  through  Un 
nlence  that  was  deepened  by  the  awlbi 
Ihou^t  of  the  ensuing  day,  on  a  sudden  was  heald 
the  sound  of  nutsioaliastnunants,  and  a  ntnae  which 
Teaenbled  the  exclamations  of  Baochanala.  Thb 
lunoltuoni  proeeaston  seeioed  to  paM  through  the 
whole  city,  and  to  go  out  at  the  gale  which  led  to 
lb*  eoetny's  camp.  Those  wb»  MIected  on  this 
prodigy  oondnded  that  Baochn,  the  god  wboo) 
Antony  afleeted  to  imitate,  had  then  forsaken 
him." — littnglutme'i  Plutardi. 

TsT  foes  had  ^  thee  with  tbnr  dread  array, 
O  stalei;  Alexandria! — yet  the  sound 

Of  mirth  and  music,  at  the  close  of  day, 
Swelled  from  thy  splendid  fabrics  iar  around 

O'er  camp  and  nave.    Within  the  loyal  hall, 
niagniGcenoe  the  feait  was  ipread ; 

And,  brightly  streaming  from  the  pictured  wall, 
A  thouaand  lamps  tlieir  trembling  lustre  shed 

O'er  many  a  colamn  rich  with  precious  dyes. 

That  tinge  the  marble's  vein,  'oealh  Airic's  bnn- 

And  soA  and  dear  that  wavering  radiance  ptayeJ 
O'er  sculptured  forma,  (hat  round  Ihe  piBaial 

Calm  and  msjeslie  nse,  by  art  arrayed 
In  godlike  beauty,  awfally  serene. 

Oh  I  how  unlike  the  troubled  gossta,  reeliseil 
Ronnd  that  Iniuiious  board  ! — in  every  faoi^ 
inte  shadow  from  the  lempetf  01*  the  miuJ 
Rising  by  fits,  the  searching  eye  migh  Inet, 
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Though  vtdnty  mukcil  id  Mailia  irbicb  ue  not 

But  the  pmul  qnnt'a  ra}  throwD  o'er  the  woet  of 
euth. 

Thdr  browi  are  bound  «rith  nrwthi  nhom  tron- 

Ma;  Mill  ■arrive  the  nearer*— and  the  tom 
Percbance  ma;  Kaire  be  nilhered,  nben  tbe  tomb 

Recc'iTea  the  imghtj  to  it>  dark  repoael 
The  day  mDit  dann  on  battle— and  may  s«t 

In  death — but  fiU  the  manllm^  niii»«up  bjgb  I 
Deapair  is  fearleu,  and  the  Fata  e'en  yet 

Lend  her  one  bouf  for  parting  rerelry. 
Thej  who  the  em^  of  the  world  poaaeiwd, 
Would  uate  its  joja  again,  ere  all  aicbanged  for  rest . 

It!  joji !  oh !  mark  jon  ptood  ttiuniTir^  mien. 

And  md  their  annali  on  that  brow  of  can  I 
'Midrt  p9esnire'i  lotua-bowen  hit  atepi  have  been  ; 

Earth 'a  brighteat  pathway  tad  him  to  despair. 
Tmat  Dot  the  glance  that  fain  would  yet  iiwpire 

The  buoyant energiea  of  days  gone  by; 
There  ii  delusion  in  its  meteoT-Sre, 

And  an  wiihin  ia  ■hams,  is  agony  t 
Away  1  the  tear  in  bitlemea  may  flow, 
Butthere  are  amilea  which  bear  astamp  ofdeeper  wo. 

Thy  cheek  ia  sunk,  and  laded  a>  thy  bnte, 

O  icat,  devoted  Roman !  yet  thy  brow 
To  that  aaoendant  and  undying  name, 

Pleads  with  atembftinealhy  right  e'en  now. 
Thy  gkny  ia  departed— but  hath  left 

A  lingering  light  aronnd  the»— in  decay 
Not  IcH  than  kingly,  thoogh  oT  all  bereft. 

Thou  seem'et  aa  empire  had  not  pasaed  away. 
Buprwne  in  ruin  t  teaching  hetrta  date, 
A  deep,  prophetic  diead  of  still  my>t«rioua  fiile '. 

But  tboo,  endiantreaa.qaeeD !  wboae  k>va  hath 

Ilia  deaolation — thoa  ait  by  hn  aide, 
[n  all  thy  aovendgnty  of  chaima  arrayed. 

To  meet  the  atorm  withalill  aaeonqmred  pi^da. 
Impeiial  being )  e'en  though  manj  a  stain 

Of  enor  be  upon  thee,  then  ia  power 
In  thy  commanding  nature,  which  ahall  feign 

O'er  the  atem  gvniua  of  mitfortaDe't  hoar 
And  the  dark  beauty  of  thy  ttonbleil  eye 
G'en  mw  ia  aU  illumed  with  wild  anUimity. 


Thine  napcct,  all  fmpai 
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ing  and  ina{ared — thy  cheek  a  dye. 
Which  riaes  not  frtm  joy,  but  yet  la  bright 

With  the  deep  glow  of  feverish  energy. 
Pi oud  aren  of  the  Nile  I  thy  glance  ia  friught 

With  an  immortal  flte — in  every  beam 
tt  ilarta,  there  kindles  eoma  heroic  tbought, 

But  wild  and  awAil  aa  a  abyl's  dream ; 


For  thoa  with  death  haat  cooimaned,  to  attaia 
Dread  knowtedgs  of  tbe  panga  that  (anatoi  ften 
thechain^l) 

And  the  atem  courage  by  auch  moi^ga  lent, 

Daughter  of  Afric !  o'er  thy  beauty  throws 
The  grandeur  of  a  regal  apirit,  blent 

With  all  the  majesty  of  mighty  woca  I 
While  he,  ao  fondly,  fatally  adored. 

Thy  fallen  Roman,  galea  on  thee  yrt, 
Till  acaree  the  aaul,  that  once  eiuhing  aoarcd, 

Can  deem  tbe  day-star  of  its  glory  set ; 
Scarce  his  charmed  heart  believes  that  power  can  he 
In  BDvercien  fate,  o'er  him,  Ihui  fondly  loved  bv 
thcB. 

But  thcr»U  sadness  in  the  eyci  around, 

Which  mark  that  ruined  leader,  and  survey 
Hia  changeful  mien,  whence  oft  the  gloom  profound 

Strange  tnuinph  chaaea  haughtily  away. 
"  Fill  the  bright  goblet,  warrior  guests!"  hecrien 

"CLualT,  ere  we  part,  the  generous  nectar  deep  I 
Ere  sunset  gild  once  more  the  western  skies, 

Vour  chief,  in  cold  forgeCfulnesa,  may  sleep. 
While  sounila  of  revel  float  o'er  shore  and  aea, 
And  the  red  howl  again  is  crowned — but  not  for 

"  Yfet  weep  not  thoa— the  atn^Ie  la  not  o'er! , 

O  victors  of  Pbilippi !  many  a  fidd 
Hath  yielded  palma  to  oa: — one  eSbit  more, 

ByoTMstemconflictmust  our  doom  besealal! 
Foiget'nol,RomansI  o'er  a  subject  world 

How  royally  your  eagle's  wing  hath  apread. 
Though  from  hie  eyrie  of  dominion  buried, 

Now  burat  the  tempeat  on  hla  crested  head; 
YetaOTeieign  still,  jfbanished  from  the  aky, 
The  ann's  indicant  Urd,  lie  moat  notdnx^i — but 

he  least  is  o'er.   'T  la  night,  the  dead  of  night- 
Unbroken  atillneas  broods  o'er  earth  and  deep; 

From  Egypt's  heaven  of  soft  and  starry  light 
The  moon  looks  cloudless  o'er  a  world  of  sleep: 

For  Ihoae  who  wait  the  mom's  awakening  besma, 
The  battle  signal  to  decide  their  doom. 

Have  eunk  to  reverish  rest  and  trouhled  dreams; 
Reel,  that  shall  soon  be  cabner  in  tlie  tomb, 

Dreama,  dark  and  oounous,  but  then  to  cease. 

When  sleep  the  lords  of  war  in  solitude  and  peaoa. 

Wale,  dumberers,  wakel  Haikl  heard  y«  tnt  a 

kOUDd 

Of  gathering  tumnltT— near  and  nearer  still 
Its  murniar  swella.    Above,  below,  aroand, 
BoTBta  a  atrange  choros  finlh,  confbaed  and 
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or  ppe,  anJ  lyre,  ukI  tnimpat,  wild  and  dread, 

!■  beud  upon  the  midnigbt  air  lo  Boat ) 
And  voices,  damoTooa  aa  in  phnnziad  miitb, 
Mingle  their  IhauMnd  taiK*  wbkh  are  not  of  tl 
eutb. 

Thcae  are  no  morlal  Mundi — their  tbrilUng  slrai 
Hath  more  myaterioua  power,  and  birth  QW 

And  the  deep  horrar  chiOii^  enery  vein 
'  Owni  them  of  item  terriSc  aiigiirr. 
Beinp  of  woMt  anknown  1  je  paaa  awa;, 

O  ye  iniiable  and  awful  throng  I 
Your  echoing  lootalepa  and  reaaaiiiliag  lay 
To  Ccaar'a  camp  exalting  move  along. 
Thy  godalbnake  thee,  Anton;!  theik; 
Bj  that  dread  lign  rev«ala— thj  doora— "  Dcqiair 
and  dIel'X2} 


Note  I,  page  136,  wL  3. 

on  fhu  dw  chain. 


Cleopatra  mada  a  coDedion  of  pviioDoiii  dmgt, 
and  being  detiriNia  to  know  which  wai  leaal  pain- 
fid  in  the  operation,  ahe  Wied  them  on  the  capital 
eniTktL  Snoh  poisona  a<  were  quick  in  their 
«peralian,  ibo  fcnnd  lo  be  attended  with  nolcnt 
pain  and  conTnlaionaj  such  m  weis  mildeat  were 
daw  in  their  efleel;  ihe  therefore  applied  henelf 
to  the  eiaminalion  of  imoDwua  crealnrea ;  at 
length  ahe  £iund  that  the  bite  of  the  aip  waa  the 
UDat  eligible  kind  of  death,  for  it  brongbt  on  a 
graa_a>  kind  of  lethargy. — See  Pltit»rch. 

Hole  S,  page  137,  coL  L 


ALAKIC  IN  ITALY. 


After  deaciitnng  the  eonqoeit  of  Greece  and 
Italy  by  the  Qennan  and  Scythian  hordea,  aniled 
under  the  comsiand  of  Alarici  the  hiiloriaa  of 
*  The  Docline  and  Fall  of  Ihe  Ronian  Empire," 
thoB  proceedt : — "  Whether  fame,  or  conqneat,  or 
ncHM,  were  the  otject  of  Alarle,  be  punned  that 
otject  irith  an  Indebtigabla  ardor,  wUch  conld 
Beilhei  be  qodled  by  adrenity,  nor  aatiattd  by 
iniij  No  Boooar  had  he  reached  the  extreme 
bikl  of  Italy  than  be  waa  attiaeted  by  the  neigh- 
booring  proapect  of  a  bir  and  peaceful  iiland. 
Yet  even  the  poaaeeaicn  of  Skily  ha  conaideTed 
Kily  m  an  inlarmediate  alep  to  the  impoitant  az- 


pedition  which  he  already  meditated  agiinal  Ihe 
continent  of  Africa,  The  atraiti  ofRhegium  and 
Meauna  are  twelve  milea  in  length,  and,  in  the 
narmweit  parage,  aboot  one  mile  and  a  half 
broad ;  and  the  faboloaa  monttera  of  the  diiep,  the 
Tocka  of  Scylla,  and  (he  whirlpool  of  Charybdi*, 
could  tenily  none  but  the  moat  tinuil  and  uniUl. 
fill  tnarinela:  yel,  aa  soon  aa  the  firit  diiiaion  of 
the  Gotha  had  embarked,  a  indden  tempeat  aroae, 
which  aunk  or  scattered  many  of  the  tranaporta: 
their  courage  waa  daunted  by  the  terrora  of  a  r>ew 
element;  and  the  whole  deaign  waa  defeated  by 
the  premature  death  of  Alaric,  which  fixed,  aftw 
a  short  Uincas,  the  fatal  term  of  his  conqneMs 
The  brocioua  character  of  the  barbarians  waa  dia- 
played  in  the  funeral  of  a  hero,  iriiose  valor  and 
fortune  they  celolirated  with  mournful  applawe. 
By  the  labour  of  a  captive  multitude  Ihey  fondbly 
diverted  thecourae  of  the  Busentinus,BsmallriT<r 
that  waahea  the  walla  of  Conaentia,  The  loyal 
aeiiulchro,  adorned  with  the  aplendid  apoils  sind 
trophies  of  Rome,  waa  oonatnicted  in  the  vacant 
bed;  the  waten  were  then  restcred  to  their  nallt' 
ral  channel,  and  the  sacnt  apot,  where  the  re- 
mains of  Alaric  had  been  dcpoaileJ,  waa  for  ever 
concealed  by  the  inhnman  masaacre  of  the  priinn- 
er>  who  had  been  employed  to  exscute  the  work.** 
—See  TTte  Dttline  and  Fail  ^tht  RBM«n  Em- 
pire, v(4.  V.  p.  339. 


Ur.iso  ye  the  Gothic  tnnnpct'*  biwtl 
The  march  of  hoiti,  aa  Alaric  pasaed  1 
Hia  Btepa  hare  tracked  that  gtotiona  etime^ 
The  Irirth-place  of  heroic  time; 
But  he,in  northcm  deaerts  hred, 
Spared  not  Ihe  living  (or  the  dead^I) 
Nor  heard  the  vmce,  whoae  pleading  die* 
From  lemple  and  from  tomb  arise. 
He  passed — the  light  of  burning  bnea 
Hath  been  hia  torch  o'er  Grecian  plains; 
And  woke  they  not — the  brave,  the  ()«•, 
To  guard  their  own  Theimopylal 
And  left  they  not  their  silent  dwelling. 
When  Seythia'a  note  of  war  was  ewellingl 
Not  where  the  bold  Three  Hundred  alapt. 
Sad  liMdom  battled  not— bat  wept  I 
For  nerveleaa  then  the  Spaitan'a  hand, 
And  Thebes  could  rouee  no  Sacred  Band, 
Nor  one  high  soul  from  slumber  broke. 
When  Athena  owned  the  rtorthem  ycjte. 

But  waa  there  none  for  tliee  to  due 
The  conffict,  aeoming  to  despairt 
O  city  of  Ihe  seven  proud  hUlal 
Whose  Dante  e'en  jft  the  spirit  thiflla, 
Aa  doth  a  clariim'a  batU»calI, 
Didrt  thou  too,  ancient  emptesa,  fitUt 
Did  Dot  CamilluB  from  dw  chain 
Raonm  thy  Capitol  again  1 
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Oh!  itIio  (hall  lell  the  <)af(  to  K 
No  piIriM  rone  to  bleed  Ibr  thcc1 

HvMilye  tKoOothiclnimpet'ablutl 
Tbe  (DUi^  or  hiMM,  u  Aliric  puaed  1 
Tliat  feBrful  •ounJ.  il  muinight  Ueep,(2) 
Bunt  on  th'  tiemal  dtj'a  ilcep : 
How  vAt  the  mightj  ?  Shs,  whoM  nil) 
So  long  hod  bill  tliB  itdtU  tie  ititl. 
Her  iworJ  «  accptre,  uiJ  lui  e;> 
Th'  ucemlKnt  Mar  of  JeMinj! 
Sha  woko— to  new  tbo  ilreid  *rwr 
or  ScythtNU  nuhing  to  Uuvt  pre?, 
To  hnr  her  itreeta  rewound  tbs  erica 
PDiinsd  fiotn  a  thaiMUH]  ■genital 
White  \ht  itTange  light  of  lluttM,  that  gate 
A  ruJd'  glow  lo  Tiber's  w«Te, 
Bunting  in  that  larrific  hour 
Fraio  fane  uiJ  palace,  dame  and  tower, 
tUrraled  Ibe  throngs,  Tor  aid  divine 
Clinging  to  nianj  k  wonhipped  ahrine ; 
Fierce,  fitfiil  radiance  wildly  abed 
O'er  apear  ami  aword  with  carnage  reil, 
Shone  o'er  tbe  eopi^iant  and  the  flying, 
And  kindled  pyna  tot  Rooi^na  dyinj. 

Weep,  Italy  1  alail  that  e'er 
bnotlld  leu*  alone  thy  wrongi  declare! 
The  time  hath  been  when  tAydiatreaa 
Had  fouanl  Dp  empina  Tor  redreia  I 
Now,  het  long  race  of  glory  rnn, 
^Vithout  a  combat  Rome  la  won, 
And  fhim  hci  plundered  tsmples  forth 
Roih  the  £srca  children  of  the  north, 
To  abate  beneath  nioie  genial  akiea 
(^ach  joy  Ibcir  own  rude  cUdw  deiiiea. 

Ye  who  on  bright  Campania's  abore 
Bade  your  (air  nihtf  rin  of  jon. 
With  all  their  graceful  colonnkdea, 
And  cryital  hatha  and  myrtle  ahaile<v 
Along  the  blue  Uetperian  deep, 
Wboae  gtany  wavea  in  auneMm  deep; 
Beneath  your  olive  and  your  Tine 
Far  uther  inmates  now  recline,     - 
And  tiie  tall  pUne,  whose  rooU  ye  fed 
With  rich  libadona  duly  ■hed,(3) 
O'er  gueati,  nnlike  your  Taniahed  friende, 
Its  boweiy  canopy  eilends : 
For  them  Ibe  aoulbem  heaven  it  glowing, 
The  bright  Falemiun  nectar  flowing; 
for  tbem  the  marUe  halls  unTold, 
Where  nobler  binngs  dwelt  or<iM, 
tVbose  children  for  barbarian  Ionia 
Touch  tho  iwHt  lyre's  rosoundbg  chorda, 
Or  wreath*  a(  Paslan  roses  twine, 
To  crown  tbe  sona  of  Elbe  and  Rhioe. 
Yvt  tbuugh  luiuriuus  thej  lepoaa 
Beneath  Corimhioii  portieoei. 
While  nmnd  Ihflm  into  being  start 
Tbe  muvA  al  trimopbant  alt: 


Obi  not  for  tbem  hath  Genius  given 
To  Parian  atooe  the  Ere  of  heaven, 
Ensbilning  in  the  form*  hewrooght 
A  blight  eternity  of  IhougbL' 
In  vain  Ibe  native*  of  tbe  skies 
In  breathing  marble  round  Ibem  rise, 
And  sculptured  nympha,  of  fount  OT  gtaJa^ 
Pao[rfetlie  dark-green  taurd  abade; 
Cokl  are  the  conqoerot't  heart  and  eye 
To  visions  of  divinity; 
And  nido  his  hand  which  dares  delkoa 
Tbe  models  of  immortal  grace. 

Arouse  ye  Trom  your  soft  delighta ! 
Cbieflains!  the  war-notE'a  call  invites ; 
And  other  laiule  must  yet  be  won, 
And  other  deedi  of  havoc  done. 
Warrion !  yoai  flowery  bondage  break, 
Smu  of  Ihe  stormy  north,  awake! 
Tbe  bark*  ara  launching  from  the  alaep. 
Soon  shall  tbe  lale  of  Ceres  wcep,(4) 
And  Afiic'a  burning  winda  afar 
Waft  the  shrill  sounds  of  Alaric's  war. 
Wheni  shall  hi*  race  of  victory  close  1 
When  shall  the  ravaged  earth  repose  1 
But  bark  1  what  wildly  mingling  cries 
From  Scythia'a  camp  tumulluon*  ri*e7 
Why  swella  dread  Alaric's  name  on  air? 
A  Blemer  conqueror  hath  been  there  1 
A  conqueror — yet  bis  paths  are  peace, 
He  comes  to  bring  tbe  world's  release; 
lie  ol  the  swonl  that  knowe  no  sheath, 
Til'  avenger,  Ibe  deliverer— Death ! 

Is  then  that  daring  s[nrit  fledl 
Dolh  Alarie  slumber  with  tbe  dead  1 
Tamed  are  the  warriors  pride  and  strengtiti 
And  be  and  earth  are  calm  at  length. 
Tbe  buid  where  heaven  unclouded  shines, 
Where  sleep  the  sunbeams  on  Ibe  vines; 
Tbe  land  by  conquest  made  bis  own. 
Can  yMd  bid  now — a  grave  alona. 
But  his— her  lord  frooi  Alp  to  sea — 
No  oonunon  sepulchre  shall  be  I 
Obi  moke  his  lomb  where  mortal  eye 
Its  buried  wealth  may  ne'er  descry! 
Wbera  mortal  loot  may  never  Iread 
Above  a  victor-monarcb'a  bod- 
Let  not  his  royal  dust  be  hid- 
'Nealh  sta^as|nring  pyramid ; 
Nor  Lid  tbe  gathered  moDtid  arise, 
To  bear  hi*  memoij  to  Ihe  skisiL 
Year*  fdl  away — oUivton  claims 
Her  triumph  o'er  bernc  names; 
Atkd  hands  pro&ne  ditturb  the  clay 
That  once  wa*  lired  with  glory'*  ray  I 
And  Avarice,  from  their  aecrat  gUnai, 
Drag!  e'en  tbe  trewsurea  of  tbe  tocob. 
But  thou,  O  leader  oT  Ibe  free  I 
Tbatfeoent  dMOiawaiUNtllMi 
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TliDQ,  where  no  step  may  e'er  intruJe, 
Shalt  i«t  in  rpg^il  oolilude, 
Till,  bursting  on  Ihy  sleep  proround, 
The  AwKkencr'a  flnal  trumpet  iound. 
Tom  yo  the  w»tf  ra  from  thw  caane, 
Bid  Ifalure  yield  to  human  Ibrec, 
And  hollow  in  the  torrcnt'i  bod, 
A  clumber  fbt  Iho  mighty  drad. 
The  work  b  done — the  captive's  huid 
Hath  ireli  obeyed  hii  lord'i  eomiiund. 
Within  that  royal  tomb  are  fast 
The  rieh«t  trophies  of  the  psit, 
The  n«a1th  of  many  a  atately  dotne, 
The  gold  and  gems  of  plundered  Rome: 
And  when  the  midnight  stars  are  beaming, 
And  oeeBD-n'aves  in  stillaen  gleaming, 
Stem  in  thdr  grief,  lii*  warriors  bear 
TbeChastcner  ofthe  Nations  there ; 
To  real  at  length  froio  tictorj'a  toil, 
Akine,  with  all  an  empire's  epdt  I 

Then  the  freed  currenl'a  rushing  wave 
Ridlso'er  the  secret  of  the  grave; 
Then  stream*  the  marljred  captive*'  blood 
To  crinmn  that  aepulchral  flood, 
Wbcae  conacions  tide  atone  shall  keep 
The  mjstery  in  its  bosom  deep. 
Time  halh  past  on  rinee  then — and  swept 
Prom  e«rth  the  uma  where  beroe*  dept ; 
Temples  of  god*,  and  domes  of  kings, 
Are  monldering  with  forgoltei)  thing* ; 
Yet  shall  not  ages  eVr  molest 
The  nevrlea*  home  of  Alaric's  rest; 
StiU  rolls,  like  them,  th'  nnfaiHng  rifer. 
The  guardians  of  hi*  dust  for  STer. 


silently  opened,  and  the  inhabitants  wcni  awaken- 
ed b;  the  tremendous  sound  of  Iho  Gothic  trumpet. 
Elevea  hundred  and  sixty-three  ycnn  alter  the 
foundation  of  Rome,  lbs  impenal  city,  which  had 
subdued  and  civitiied  m>  oonnderable  a  portion  of 
mankind,  was  de&rateiJ  to  the  licention*  fury  of 
the  IribGsaf  Germany  and  Seythia." — Dediaeand 
F>iUiiftbeJi<miMEmpirr,vaLr.^Sl\. 


NOTES. 

Note  I,  page  137,  ed.S. 
fl|H«d not  the  IlTlng  forilM da^ 
After  the  (aki«|  <if  Athens  by  Sjlla,  "  though 
Boeh  numbers  were  put  to  Aa  sword,  them  wi 
V  many  who  laid  violent  hand  upon  themselTes 
giief  for  their  nnking  country,  What  rsdneed  tits 
beat  men  among  them  to  this  despair  of  finding 
any  010117  ^  moderate  tenns  for  Athens,  was  tlie 
weU-koewn  cruelty  of  Sylla;  yet  partly  by  the  in- 
terccMon  of  Midias  and  Calliphon,  and  the  exiles 
who  threw  themaeltes  at  his  feet,  partly  by  the 
•ntreatiaof  the  senatora  who  attended  him  in  tliat 
expedition,  and  being  himself  satiated  with  blood 
besides,  he  was  at  last  prevailed  upon  to  atop  bis 
hand,  and  in  compliment  (othe  indent  Athenians, 
he  said, '  ha  forgave  the  many  for  the  sake  af  the 
few,  Ihc  tiring  fitr  the  dead."— PluianA. 

Nolo  2,  page  138,  coL  I. 

■n*l  (wTal  Buwi  Bi  mliUfhi  d(^ 

*  At  the  hour  of  midnight,  the  SalariM  gala  WM 


38,coLl. 


Note  3, 
WhhriekUt) 

The  plane-tree  was  mudl  cultivated  amwlg  the 
omana,  on  account  of  its  extraordinary  shade; 
and  they  used  to  nourish  it  with  wine  inilead  of 
water,  believing  (as  Sir  W.  Temple  obaervee)  that 
"  thb  tree  loved  that  liquor  as  well  as  those  who 
sed  (o  drink  under  its  shade."-  Set  tlu  Halt*  ta 
MelmotKt  Pliny. 

Note  4,  page  138,  cd.  3. 
Bra  ibiai  Ihg  iria  of  C«ns  wa^i. 
ily  was  anciently  considered  as  the  &vaarad 
and  peculiar  dominion  of  Ceres. 


THE  WIFE  OP  A8DRDBAL. 


"  This  governor,  who  had  braved  death  wbeii 
it  was  at  a  distance,  and  protested  that  the  ami 
should  never  see  him  survive  Carthage,  this  fieica 
Aadnibal,  was  so  mran-spiiiled,  as  to  come  alone, 
•nd  privalely  throw  himaelf  at  the  conqoeror'a  feel. 
The  general,  pleased  to  aee  his  proud  rival  bumbled, 
granted  his  life,  and  kept  him  to  grace  his  triumph. 
The  Carthaginians  in  the  citadel  no  sooner  under- 
stood that  their  commander  bad  abandoned  tbu 
place,  than  thej  threw  open  the  gates,  andputtba 
insul  In  posMiiion  of  Byrsa.  The  Romans 
had  now  no  enemy  to  contend  with  but  the  nine 
hundred  deserters,  who,  being  reduced  to  despair, 
retired  into  the  temple  oFEscutapius,  which  was  a 
second  citadel  wilhin  the  first:  there  the  proconsnl 
attacked  them ;  and  these  unhappy  wretches,  find- 
ing there  was  no  wsy  lo  escape,  set  fire  to  the  tem- 
ple. As  the  flames  spread,  they  retreated  fhun  one 
I  part  to  another,  till  they  got  \o  the  roof  of  the 
'building;  therv  AsdrubsTs  wifi)  appeared  in  her 
beat  apparel,  as  if  the  day  of  her  death  had  been  a 
day  of  triumph ;  and  after  luving  uttered  the  moat 
bitter  imprecationi  against  her  husband,  whom  she 
saw  standing  below  with  Rmi&anus, — *  Baas  cow- 
ard!' said  she,  'the  mean  thing*  thou  hast  done  to 
leave  thy  lile  ahall  not  avail  thee;  thou  shall  din 
this  instant,  at  least  in  thy  two  children,'  Having 
thus  spoken,  she  drew  out  a  dagger,  stabbed  ttum 
.both,  and  wUle  tbey  were  jM  stiug^ing  fca  lift. 
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Uircw  Ihein  rrom  thn  to|i  of  ihc  Uraple,  »nil  lespoj 
down  »ftei  tlieai  into  the  flaivie»." — ArKient  Oni- 
mriat  HittoTy. 

Thi  ran  let*  brightly — but  &  ratldiet  glon 
O'er  Arnc**  bttven  tbc  BaiDM  of  Carthage  Ihnw  J 
H>T  wklli  have  nink,  and  pynunida  of  fire 
[n  lurid  aphndor  feini  h«r  donoM  u^ ; 
Swayed  hj  the  wind,  tliej  wave— while  glarea  the 

Aa  wfaeD  Ihe  detert'a  red  Simoom  i<  nigh: 
The  iculiituiBd  altar,  aod  the  pillared  hiJI, 
Shine  out  in  dreadtal  brighlneB  ere  they  fall; 
Par  o'er  the  aeai  the  light  of  ruin  atreaBH, 
Rodi,  wave,  and  ide  are  eiimioDsd  by  iti  beanM; 
While  captiTethouiandt,  bound  in  RiHiian  ehaiu, 
Que  in  mate  tionDr  on  their  baming  bnea ; 
And  ahonti  of  triumph,  echung  lar  around, 
Snell  frtaa  the  victer'a  tents  with  iTj  crowned.* 
But  marki  from  yon  lair  lemple'a  loftieet  height 
What  towering  form  baiati  wildly  on  the  aight, 
All  regal  in  magniBcent  attire, 
And  atemly  beauteou*  in  terrific  iral 
She  might  be  deemed  a  Pjthia  in  the  hour 
Of  dread  communion  and  delirioui  power; 
A  being  more  than  earthly,  in  whoce  eye 
There  dwell*  a  atrange  and  fierce  aacendaney. 
The  Same*  are  gathering  round — inten*ely  bright, 
Full  on  her  feature*  glim  th«r  meteor-light, 
But  a  wild  courage  Mti  triumphant  there. 
The  atormy  grandeur  of  a  proud  despair; 
A  daring  a^drit,  in  ili  woe*  elate, 
Mightier  than  death,  untameable  by  fata. 
The  diilc  profusion  of  her  locks  unbound. 
Wave*  like  a  warrior's  floating  plumage  roand ; 
Flushed  is  ber  cheek,  inqibed  her  haughty  mien, 
She  seems  th'  avenging  goddesi  of  the  acene. 

Are  tboae  her  infants,  that  with  suppliant  cry 
Cling  round  her,  ahiiniring  as  the  flame  draws 

Clasp  with  their  feeble  hands  lier  gorgeous  vest, 
And  Iain  would  rush  for  shelter  to  her  breast  1 
I*  that  a  mother's  glance,  whem  stem  disdain. 
And  paanon  awfully  rindictive,  reign  1 

Fixed  ii  her  eye  on  Asdrubal,  who  stands, 
Ignobly  saft,  aoiidst  the  conqusring  bands; 
On  him,  who  left  tier  b>  that  burning  tomb. 
Alone  to  share  ittt  children's  maityrdom; 
Who  when  aM  ooontry  perished,  fled  Ihe  atrift. 
And  knelt  to  win  the  wofthless  boon  of  liie. 
"£iTo,tiaitof,liTar  she  cries,  "  unca  dear  to  thei 
£,'tu  in  th;  fetten  ean  eiialence  be ! 
Scorned  and  dishoaioted  liiel— with  blasted  ansru 
The  Roman's  tnumph  not  to  graoa,  but  shame. 
O  slave  in  spiiil]  bitter  bo  thy  chain 
With  tenfold  anguish  to  avenge  iny  painl 


M  unMorTlctaR  irtdi 


Still  may  the  manh  of  thy  children  rise 

To  chose  catm  slumber  from  thy  wearied  eyoa; 

Still  may  their  vmees  on  the  Iiaunted  air 

In  tearful  whispen  tell  thee  to  despair. 

Till  Tain  remorse  thy  withered  heart  consume, 

Scourged  by  relentless  sh^uJowa  of  the  tombl 

E'en  now  my  sons  shall  die — and  thou,  their  sin, 

In  bondage  safe,  shall  yet  in  Ihem  eipira. 

Think'st  thou  I  io>e  them  notl— Twaa  thioe  la 

fly- 
'Tis  mine  wkh  these  to  taSer  and  to  die. 
Behold  their  fste  1— th*  arm*  that  can  not  save 
Have  Ixen  their  cradle,  and  shall  be  Iheir  grave.* 

Bright  in  her  hand  the  lifted  dagger  gleams, 
Swift  from  her  children's  hearts  the  life-blood 

With  frantic  laugh  she  clasps  them  to  the  Itresst 
Whose  noes  and  passions  soon  shall  be  at  rest ; 
Lifts  one  appeaUng,  frenBsd  glance  on  high, 
Then  deep  'midst  rolling  flames  is  tost  to  mortal 


HEL10D0RU3  IN  THE  TEMFLS. 


Pn>mMaacal>eei,book2,ch*pteriu.31.  "Then 
would  have  pitied  a  man  to  see  the  falling  down 
of  Ihe  multitude  of  all  aorta,  and  the  fear  of  th* 
high  priest,  being  in  >uch  an  agony.^^.  They 
then  called  upon  the  Almighty  Lord  lo  keep  the 
things  commhted  of  trust  saie  and  sure,  for  thosa 
that  had  committed  them.— ^.  Neveithelea* 
Heliodorus  executed  that  which  naa  decreed. — 
S4.  Now  as  he  was  there  present  himHclfnlth  his 
guard  abont  the  treasury,  the  Lord  of  Spirits,  and 
the  Prince  of  all  Power,  caused  a  great  apparition, 
•o  that  all  that  presumed  to  come  in  with  him 
wen  astonished  at  the  power  of  God,  and  fainted, 
and  wen  sore  afiaid. — OS,  For  there  appeared 
unto  them  a  horse  with  a  terrible  rider  upon  him, 
and  adorned  with  a  <eiy  fair  oorering,  aivllie  fan 
fieroely,  and  smota  at  Beliodnus  with  bis  fors- 
liwt,  and  it  seemed  that  he  that  sat  upon  thehotaa 
had  complete  harness  of  gold. — 36.  Moreover,  twa 
other  yonng  nun  appeared  before  him,  notable  io 
strength,  eicellenl  in  t>ewity,  and  comely  in  appa> 
Ttt,  who  stood  by  liim  on  eUher  eide,  and  scoo^eil 
him  continuaily,  and  gave  hin  many  sore  stripes. 
— 97.  And  Eeliiidorul  foil  suddenly  to  the  giound, 
and  was  compassed  with  gnat  darkoess ;  but  tbey 
that  were  with  liim  took  Um  up  and  put  him 
into  a  Utter.— 38.  Thwhimtiwt  lalelycamewitli 
great  train,  and  with  all  his  gvord  into  the  said 
treorary,  they  eonied  out,  being  unable  to  help 
himself  with  his  weapons,  and  maniiestly  they 
acknowledged  the  power  of  Ood.— 89.  Fw  he  t^ 
the  hand  of  Ood  was  cast  dowB,  ssd  ky  tpeeeb. 
lass,  wllbost  ftll  hops  of  tib," 
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A  toeuo  of  wo  ia  Suleni !— mournrul  cnea 
Roae  from  bet  <lwBlting>— yoaUtfill  cheeks  wan 

T«n  flowing  bit  6aa<hm  ukI  aged  <?«■, 
Anil  voices  mui^B in  tumuhDotu  wail; 
nam]*  rai«d  to  boven  in  igonj  of  pnjn, 
And  poweriea*  wnlh,  uxl  tenor,  •mi  ikopm. 
Thj  dwghten,  Jad«h  1  weeping,  laM  adcln 

The  r«g«l  iplendour  of  their  fsir  irraj, 
Wilh  the  rude  mckcloth  girt  their  besnty'i  priJe, 

And  thn)ng«d  the  gtreetj  in  harrying,  wiU  die- 
While  kndt  thy  prieets  before  hit  awflil  shrine. 
Who  nude,  of  old,  renown  and  empire  ihine. 
Bat  on  the  ipailer  move*— the  Icmpie'i  gate. 

The  bright,  the  beauUful,  hit  giurdi  unfold, 
And  all  the  scene  reveals  its  sideim)  state. 

Its  courts  and  piUon,  rich  with  sculptarad  gold-. 
And  nisn,  with  eye  unhallowed,  views  th'  abode, 
Tbe  levered  spot,  thedwelling-i^Bcaof  God. 
Where  art  thou,  Mighty  Presence  1  that  of  yoie 

Wert  wont  between  the  ehmilnm  to  r«t, 
Veiled  in  a  dood  of  glory,  shadowing  o'er 

Thy  saoetusry  the  chosen  and  the  bleati 
Thout  that  dktst  make  fair  Sion'i  ark  thy  throne. 
And  csU  the  oracle's  recess  thine  own  I 
Angel  of  Qod!  that  through  th'  Anyrian  host, 

Clotlied  witbihe  darimesaof  Ihe  midnight  hour, 
To  tune  ibe  proud,  lo  hush  th'invsder'B  boast. 

Didst  pass  tiiumphint  in  avenging  power. 
Tin  Iwrsl  the  day-spring  on  the  silent  scene. 
And  death  alone  revealed  where  thou  hadst  been. 
Wilt  thoa  not  wake.  O  Chaslenetl  in  thy  might, 

To  guard  thine  ancient  and  majestic  hiH, 
Where  oft  fran  beaven  the  fiill  Shechinah's  light 

Hath  streamed  tbe  house  of  holiness  to  filll 
OhI  yet  once  mors  defend  thy  loved  domain, 
Elenial  one !  Deliverer  I  rise  sgsta  I 
Peariess  of  thee,  the  plunderer,  nndismayed. 
Hastes  on,  the  sacred  chambers  lo  eiptore 
Where  the  bright  tressum  of  the  bne  are  laid, 
Thi^  orphin'i  portion,  and  the  widow's  store 
What  ncka  hit  heart  though  age  unsuocoured  die, 
And  want  consume  tbe  cheek  of  infancy! 
Away,  iolraders! — hsrki  *  migh^  soand  t 

Bebokl  a  ourst  of  Ugbt  t— away,  Mnty ! 
A  ftaiful  glory  fills  the  temple  round. 

A  vision  bright  in  terrible  array  I 
Andlol  a  Btetd  of  no  ■emstrisi  firsoie, 
Uia  path  a  whiilwind,  and  his  breath  a  flame  I 


•aRnngthl  But Oma clothed 


Is  s  meteor — ardent  with  disddn 

Hie  glartce— hia  gesture,  fieroe  in  Majesty ! 
Instinct  with  light  be  seenu,  and  Ginned  lo  bear 
dread  archangel  throogh  the  fields  of  sir. 

But  who  is  he,  in  panoply  of  goU, 
Throned  on  that  boining  ehaigerl — blight  his 

Yet  in  its  hngbtoas  awful  to  befaold. 

And  girt  with  all  tl>e  lemirs  of  the  stcml 
Lightning  is  on  his  helmet's  creM — and  fear 
Shrinks  from  the  splendour  of  his  brow  seven. 

And  by  liis  side  two  radiant  warriors  stand 
All  ainned,  and  kingly  in  commanding  gncS'— 
hi  more  than  kingly,  godlike  1 — sternly  grand 
Their  port  indignant,  and  each  danlii^  face 
Beams  with  the  beauty  to  inunortals  givsn. 
Magnificent  in  all  tbe  wrath  of  heaven. 

Then  nnka  each  ganr^  heart — oaeh  knee  is  boWM) 

In  ttenibling  awe— hot,  as  lo  fieldsof  flght, 
Th'  unearthly  war-steed,  ruling  through   tb 

Bursts  on  Ibeir  leader  in  terrific  might ; 
And  the  stem  angels  of  that  dread  abode 

Puiiue  its  plnndenr  with  the  sconige  of  Ciod. 

Daiknens-^tUck  darkness  1 — ktw  on  earth  he  Tht, 
Rash  Heliodorus — motianleH  snd  pale — 

Bloodless  his  chedi,  and  o'er  his  rinooded  eyes 
Mists,  as  irf  death,  auspmd  their  shadowy  veO ; 

And  thus  th'  oppresscv,  by  his  Aar^track  train, 
from  that  invioltdda  Eum. 

Theliglit  returns — the  warriors  of  the  akj 
~      passed,  with  all  theirdreadfutpompiawlyi 

Then  wakes  the  timbrel,  swells  Ibe  sgng  on  high 
Triumphant,  as  in  Judah'i  elder  day; 

Rejoice,  0  dty  of  the  sacral  hilt  I 

Salem,  einlt!  thy  God  is  with  thee  stilL 


NIGHT-SCENE  IN  GENOA. 


En  mtrae  temps  que  lea  Gtnob  p£ 
avec  ardeuT  la  guerre  oantre  Pise,  ils  itatetitd6- 
chires  euxmAmes  per  uoe  discords  civile.  Lei 
consuls  de  I'onnis  I IG9,  pour  Ctsblir  la  paii  dana 
Icur  patrie,  an  milieu  da  factions  aourdea  &  leor 
'Oil  et  plus  puiMantes  qn'  eui,  fbrent  iMgiw 
d'ourdir  en  quelqne  sorte  one  conspiration.  lis 
coromencirent  par  s'assnrer  seerClement  dea  dis- 
poaitions  paciGqoe*  de  [Jasinirs  des  dbiyens,  qui 
cependant  iltdent  entialnis  dons  he  imeules  pal 
lenr  parait6aveclesebeCidebction;  pnis,sec«n- 
certant  avec  le  vinArslite  viollard,  Hugue^  km 
I  arcbevAqne,  ils  flrent,  kng-tonps  ai  uit  hi  lew  ih 
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tdai,  appdei  ui  Mm  <k«  clocbea  la  ciUjoiu 
]iarleQMDt;  Ui   n  flatloient  qua  b  wupTue  el 
I'alUDW  ilecetU  conTOCatian  uiatlcndiie,  au  mill 
de  I'abscuriti  lie  U  Duit,  nitdtoit  I'uiembUe 
pliu  CDmpt£U  at   phu  Jocila.     Lc*  dtoyani, 
•ccourant  su  parismeDt  gtninl,  linnt,  an  miliea 
4e  la  place  pablique,  le  Tieil  an;lIaT^1la,  entourfi 
da  ion  cliTgi  en  habit  de  c6r6inoniei,  et  poitant 
■lea  lorchei  allamiei,  tandu  qua  lea  reliquea  de 
Saint  Jean  Baptiite,  le  protecteur  de  Gtnea,  floi- 
ent  expoata  dennt  loi,  et  que  lea  citofena  lea 
plua  leapectablea  portoient  k  leura  miirw  dea 
anpplinntea,    D^  que  raaaemUfie  fut  tanaie,  le 
Tieillaid  ae  leva,  et  de  ea  tcAs  ca»4e  il  conjui 
cbtlk  de  patti,  au  nain  du  Dieu  de  paii,  an  nom 
duaalutde  lean  una,  au  aam  deteorpatrieatde 
In.  liberty,  dont  loun  diaccrdea  entralnraoient  la 
TuiiH,  de  junr  Mir  I'DTaiigile  I'oitbli  de  leura  que- 
reltea,  el  la  paix  i,  venir. 

"  ha  heruit^  dAa  qu'il  eut  llni  d«  parier,  a'a*t 
cirent  auaait&t  Ten  Roland  Atvgado,  te  cber 
Tone  dca  facliana,  qui  £loit  prieent  a  Taaeeinbl^, 
et,  iteoniia  pat  lea  aectaiDaliona  detout  lepeuple, 
et  par  lea  priina  de  aea  puena  eui-mfiiuea,  ila  le 
aDmmirenl  de  ae  conlbnnet  au  laa  de*  coiuuU  et 
de  la  nation. 

"Roland,  1  leur  approche,  dfehira  aca  halnta, 
et,  a'aaaejvDt  par  terra  en  Tenant  dea  larmee,  il 
appela  &  baata  loil  Isa  ntorta  qu'il  avail  jui 
lengel,  et  qui  ne  lui  permetloient  pas  de  pardon- 
net  leura  vieillea  ofieniea.  Camma  on  ne  poQicHt 
le  dflenninei  i  I'aTancer,  le>  conaub  eoi-mtmea, 
I'archevAque  et  la  clarg6  a'apprDchirent  de  lui,  et, 
retHmvelant  lean  priim,  ila  I'entrainiient  enfin, 
et  tui  Grent  jarer  aur  I'tvanglla  I'oubli  de  aea  ini- 
mitiia  paaaiea. 

"  Lee  chef*  dn  paiti  contraire,  Foulquea  de  Caa- 
tro,  et  Inga  de  Volta,  n'itdent  pw  preune  a  I'as- 
eemblSe,  mail  le  people  et  le  cterg£  ae  pottirent  en 
(bule  a  lenra  nuiatna;  ilt  le*  Irouvarent  deji 
6branl£a  par  ce  qu'il*  lenoienC  d'apprcnJn,  et, 
ptofilant  de  leur  itnotian,  U*  leur  firent  juier  nne 
nScondliatioa  Bocin,  et  donnei  le  baieer  da  paix 
aux  cbeft  de  U  fac^n  oppe«6e.  Alon  lea  clochea 
da  la  T^le  aonnirenl  en  titnoignage  d'all^greaae, 
Ct  farcherAque  de  retour  aur  la  place  publiqi 
entonna  un  T»  Deim  aiec  tmta  le  people,  < 
honneut  du  Dian  de  paii  qui  avoit  ianv6  teur 
patrie."— Hiitolr*  ilm mpabUqutt  Raiieme»,in\. 
iL  p.  11»-1W. 

1  Genoa,  nhen  the  annaat  gave 
Ita  laat  warm  purple  to  the  wave, 
No  aoand  of  war,  no  voice  at  fear, 
Waa  heard,  aonouncuig  danger  near: 
Tbongn  deadlleat  Ibee  wen  there,  whoae  hate 
But  alumbend  till  it*  hour  of  late, 
Yet  rolmlj,  at  the  twilight'*  doae, 
Sank  'be  wida  dt;  to  reptae. 


But  when  deep  midnight  reigned  around, 
All  Buclilen  woke  the  alanivbell'*  HHind, 
Pull  awelling,  while  the  faolbw  bree» 
Bore  ila  dniad  aummona  o'er  the  aoai. 
Tben,  Qeuoa,  from  (heir  alumber  darted 
Tb;  aona,  tb*  free,  the  fearlev-heartal; 
Tben  nungled  wiUi  th'  awakening  peal 
Voicea,  and  atspa,  and  claah  of  iteeL 
"  Arm,  wairion,  arm  \  tot  danger  calla, 
Arise  to  guard  jour  native  wallar 
With  brealhleaa  haate  the  gatherinf  throng 
Hun7  the  ecbcnng  *[reets  along ; 
Through  daikne**  Tuabing  le  the  iceae 
When  Ihdr  bold  coundl*  elill  convene. 
— But  there  a  Uhm  of  loichea  bright 
PouTB  ita  red  radiance  on  the  niglit, 
Oar  lane,  and  dome,  and  column  plaj'ing, 
With  every  fitfal  nighl-wind  awaybg. 
Now  SootiDg  o'er  each  tall  arcaile, 
Around  the  [nUarBd  acene  ditplaycd. 
In  light  lelieved  by  depth  of  ahade; 
And  now,  with  ruddy  meteor-glare, 
Full  alrcaming  on  the  ailiery  hair 
And  the  bright  croea  of  him  who  aland*, 
Reaiing  that  ugn  with  Buppliont  honJa, 
Girt  with  hi*  conaecrated  train, 
The  hallowed  aervanta  of  the  lane. 
Of  life'*  pa*t  woe*  tha  fading  trace 
Hath  ^ven  that  aged  patriarch's  faca 
Expresaion  holy,  deep,  rcaigned, 
The  calm  eublimity  of  nund. 
Yean  o'er  hia  inowy  head  had  pasaed. 
And  left  him  of  hia  race  the  laat; 
Alono  on  earth— yet  itill  hia  mien 
Il  bright  with  mnjcaly  serene  [ 
And  thoee  high  hope*,  whoae  guiding-itn 
Shinea  Irom  th'  clcinal  world*  afar. 
Have  with  that  light  illiyned  hi*  eye, 
Whose  (bout  ia  immortalily. 
And  o'at  hia  fealurea  pourod  a  ray 
Of  glory,  not  to  paaa  away. 
Ha  aeema  a  being  nbo  bath  known 
Communion  with  hi*  God  atone, 
On  earth  by  nought  but  pity'*  lie 
Detained  a  moment  from  on  high  I 
One  to  sublimcr  world*  allied. 
One,  from  all  pasaian  puriiioJ. 
E'en  now  half  mingled  with  the  >ky, 
And  alt  prepared— oh  I  not  to  die- 
But  like  tha  prephet,  to  aaiare, 
In  heaven'*  triumphal  car  of  fire. 
He  apeak* — and  from  the  thronga  aruaud 
b  beard  not  e'en  a  whiipered  aound; 
Aw»«truck  each  heart,  and  £ied  each  glance, 
They  atand  a*  in  a  apell  baund-tiance : 
He  ipeaka — oil !  who  can  hear  nor  own 
The  might  of  each  prevailing  tone  I 

"  Chieflaina  and  worriora!  ye,  ao  king 
Arouaed  to  atrifa  by  mutual  mrang, 
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WlKMe  fietca  umI  fiu-traminitlei]  tula 
Hlth  wait  Jaui  countrj  (Icmlilr ; 
Now  lij  the  Idt*  ;e  bear  her^lMDa, 
Bjr  tlut  pure  spuk  of  hotj  fluna 
On  fieeilom'*  altar  brigKtJj  burning, 
But,  once  eitinj[idah«l — ne'er  niturmng ; 
Bj  all  jrour  bopea  of  blue  to  caow 
When  bunt  Ihs  bondage  of  the  lomb ; 
Bj  tiiia,  the  God  who  bade  n*  lira 
To  aid  ead^oliier  anJ  fbrgira; 
I  etil  upon  je  to  mign 
Yoor  iltKonla  at  your  country'!  (hriiie, 
Eaeli  ancient  &ud  in  peace  atnno, 
Wield  your  keen  ■wordi  for  her  alocia, 
AnJ  iweai  upon  lb«  crow  to  raut, 
Oblivion '■  mantki  o'er  the  paat." 

No  tvice  repliee — the  holy  banil* 
Ailrance  to  where  yon  chieltain  ctanda. 
With  folded  iirTm  and  brotr  nrgtoom 
O'cnhadowed  by  hi*  noating  plume 
To  birn  they  lilt  the  eroei— in  lain 
He  turns — oh  I  any  not  with  diwiain, 
But  nith  a  mien  oT  haughty  grief. 
That  aeeka  not  e'en  from  heaven  ndief: 
He  rend*  hia  rolica— he  rternly  »pe»k»— 
Yet  lean  are  on  the  warrior'a  eheokt. 

"Father!  not  thu»  the  wound*  maycloso 
lodictcd  l>y  rtrrnal  foce. 
Deem'nC  thou  li^  mandate  can  efface 
The  dreul  tolcanu'*  burning  tracst 
Or  bid  the  cnrtbijuake't  ravaged  (cena 
'  Be,  imiling,  ne  it  once  hatb  been  1 
No  t — lor  the  deeds  the  enonl  hath  dom 
Forgivenns  is  mil  lightly  vitm ; 
The  worda,  by  luitrnl  spoke,  may  not 
Be,  H  a  summer  brrcze,  forgot ! 
Til  njn — we  deem  the  war-feud's  rage 
A  portion  of  our  heritage. 
Loukra,  now  alumliering  with  th«r  fame, 
Bequeathed  us  that  undying  flame; 
Beans  tliat  have  long  been  >till  and  cold 
Yet  rule  UB  from  thrir  silent  mould. 


I,  heard  oi 


Speak  lo  ourspiiitsosof  yore. 
Talk  not  of  mercy — blood  atone 
Tba  tfain  of  bloodshed  may  alone ; 
Nought  elae  can  pay  that  mtghtf  debt, 
Tbe  dead  fbibid  u*  lo  forget." 

He  paosCT — from  the  patriaich'i  brew 
There  beams  mora  lolly  grandeur  nowj 
His  revereitd  form,  his  aged  ham^ 
Asanme  a  geMure  of  commani^ 
Bis  ince  a  awful,  and  his  eya 
Filled  with  prophetic  majnty. 

"Tbe  dekdl — and  deem'it thou (A<y retain 
Aught  of  terrettrial  paauon's  stninl 
or  guilt  incuned  tn  day*  gone  by, 
Aught  of  the  iearfiil  penalty  1 


And  aay'st  thou,  ntortall  blood  alone 

For  deed*  of  slaughter  may  stone  I 

There  hath  been  blood— by  HIM  twaa  ahej 

Toeiinate  every  crime  who  bled; 

Th'  absolving  God  who  died  to  savt^ 

And  rose  ui  victory  from  the  grave  I 

And  by  thai  stainless  oflering  given 

Alike  on  all  on  earth  lo  heaven ; 

By  that  inevilalde  hour 

When  death  shall  vanqnlsh  pnde  and  ponn. 

And  each  departing  paeaion'*  force 

Concentrate  all  in  laU  remorK ; 

And  by  the  day  when  doom  shall  be 

FaMed  on  earth's  millions,  and  on  Ihoe, 

The  doom  that  shall  not  he  repealed. 

Once  uttered,  and  for  ever  Kaled; 

1  summon  thee,  O  child  of  clay '. 
,  To  cut  thy  darker  thoughts  away 
i  And  meet  thy  foes  iq  pesce  and  love, 
I  A*  thou  wouldsljoin  the  blest  above." 
I      Still  OS  he  speaks  unwonted  feeling 
!  Is  o'er  the  chieftain's  boaom  stealing ; 
lOhl  not  in  vain  tlie  pleading  eiies 
i  Of  aniioni  thnosanda  round  him  rise. 

Ho  yields — devotion's  mingled  scnvi 

Of  bith,  and  fear,  and  penitence. 

Pervading  all  his  soul,  he  bow* 

To  offer  on  the  cross  his  vowa, 

And  that  best  incense  lo  the  skiee. 

Each  evil  passion's  aaerifice. 
Then  tears  from  warriors'  eyea  were  flowii^ 

High  he«na  with  aoft  emotion*  glowing. 

Stern  foes  as  long-loved  brothsn  greeting, 
I  And  ardent  Ihrongs  in  Iranaport  meeting. 
I  And  eager  foolateps  forward  pressing 

And  accents  loud  in  joyous  blessing ; 
{ And  when  their  Gtat  wild  tumults  ceoae, 
'  A  thousand  voices  echo  "  Peace  F' 
'      Twilight's  dim  mist  hath  rolled  away 
'And  tbe  rich  Oncnt  bams  with  day; 
I  Then,  as  to  greet  the  sunbeam's  birtb, 

lUses  Ihe  choral  hymn  of  earth; 
I  Th'  exulting  strain  through  Genoa  sweltii^, 
I  Of  peace  and  holy  rapture  Idling. 
i  Fat  float  the  aound*  o'er  vale  and  sleep, 
I  The  saaman  heara  theiD  on  the  deep, 
<  So  mellowed  by  Ihe  gale,  they  seem 
j  Ak  the  wild  music  of  a  dream; 

But  not  on  mortal  ear  alone 

Peals  the  triumphant  ontbem'i  (one, 
'  For  beings  of  a  pnrer  sphere 

Bend  with  oelisatial  joy,  to  hear 


"  Hot  only  the  place  of  Richard's  oonfinemsni 
(whan  thrown  into  prisoa  by  the  Duke  of 
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*  if  w«  beliere  Ihe  literuy  hutoi;  of  the  time*,  but 
arm  the  cireunutuice  of  hU  c^ilivity,  vru  caie- 
fullf  coneeBled  by  hii  rin JiMive  BDemiei :  ind  both 
might  have  remiineJ  unknomi  but  lor  the  giaU- 
M  altsehnwnt  of  a  Proi-enfd  bud,  or  toinatrd, 
nMoed  BtonileJ,  who  had  ihareJ  that  prince's 
friendship  anJ  tajted  hii  bounty.  Having  travel- 
led over  all  the  European  continent  to  learn  the 
dntin;  of  hiabeloreJ  patron,  Blondd  acculentally 
got  intelligence  of  a  ceitata  cutis  in  Gemuuiy, 
where  ■  prisoner  of  Jiatinctton  wai  confined,  and 
guarded  with  great  vigilanee.  Penuaded  by  a  •»■ 
ciet  impulse  tbat  ihii  priaoneT  was  the  Einf  of 
England,  the  minitret  repaired  to  ths  ptaes)  but 
the  gates  of  (he  castle  were  shut  ngiinit  him,  and 
he  coutd  obtain  no  information  relative  to  Ihe  oaUM 
or  quality  of  the  unhappy  person  it  •ecurcd.  In 
this  eilremity,  he  bethought  Mnuelf  of  an  expe- 
dient for  making  the  desired  discovery.  He  chant- 
ed, with  a  loud  voice,  sonM  vcraca  of  a  song 
had  been  eumpoied  pully  by  himoelf,  partly  by 
Richard;  and,  to  his  unspeakable  joy,  on  nuking 
a  pause,  he  beard  it  re.echDed,  and  continuod  by 
the  royal  captive."— (flirt.  Troubadtmri.)  To 
this'  discovery  the  English  moaarch  is  said 
ereutually  owed  his  release." — See  RuuelCt  Mo- 
dem EvTope,  toL  L  p.  369. 


The  TrmbadouT  o'er  man;  a  plain 
Hath  roamed  unwearied,  but  iri  vain. 
O'or  many  a  rugged  mountain-scpne. 
And  forest- wild,  his  track  hath  been; 
Beneath  CalBhria's  glowing  sky 
Ho  hath  sung  the  songs  of  chioalry, 
His  voice  hath  swelled  on  the  Alpine  brecoe. 
And  rung  through  the  snowy  Pyrenees ; 
Fcom  Ebro's  banks  to  Danube's  wave, 
H«  hath  sought  his  prince,  the  loved,  the  brave, 
And  yet,  if  still  on  earth  thou  ait, 
O  monaroh  of  the  lion-heart  I 
The  faithful  spirit,  which  dislteas 
But  haghlens  to  devotedneas. 
By  toil  and  trial  vanquished  not, 
Shall  guide  Uly  minstrel  to  the  spot 

He  hath  reached  a  mountain  hung  with  vine. 
And  woods  that  wave  o'er  the  lovely  Rhine; 
The  feudal  towers  that  exett  its  height 
Frown  in  unconquerable  might ; 
Dark  is  their  aspect  of  aullen  state, 
No  helmet  hangs  o'er  the  massy  gate(l) 
To  hid  the  wearied  pilgrim  rest. 
At  the  chieftain's  board  a  wekame  guest ; 
VainiV  rich  evening's  parting  smile 
Would  chase  the  gloom  of  the  haughty  pile. 
That  'midst  bright  aunshine  loweri  on  high, 
Like  a  thunder-cloud  in  a  aammer-sky. 

Not  these  the  halls  when  a  child  of  song 
Awtkik  may  speed  the  hours  ak>ng; 


Tbdr  echoes  should  repeat  akaie 
The  tyrant's  mandate,  the  prisono's  mMn, 
Or  the  viild  huntsman's  bugle.blast, 
Whin  his  phantom-train  are  huriyir^  paM. 
The  weary  nunstiel  paused — his  eye 
Roied  o'er  the  scene  despondingly ; 
Witliin  the  lengthening  shadow,  cast 
By  the  fortrea-towen  and  ramparts  vast, 
Lingering  he  gaied — the  rocks  around 
Sublime  in  savage  gmtdear  frowned  y 
Proud  guardiana  of  the  regal  flood. 
In  giant  strength  the  mountains  stood ; 
By  torrents  ciell,  by  leoipests  riven. 
Yet  mingling  with  the  calm  blue  heavai. 
Their  peaks  were  bright  with  a  sunny  glow, 
But  the  Rhine  all  ^adowy  rolled  below ; 
In  purple  tints  the  vineyards  nniled. 
But  the  woods  beyond  waved  dark  and  wild; 
Nor  pastoral  pipe,  nor  convent's  bell. 
Was  beard  on  the  sighing  broeie  to  swell, 
But  sit  was  lonely,  silent,  rude 
A  stem,  yet  glorious  solitwle. 

But  hark  I  that  soleinn  stillness  breakii^. 
The  Troubadour's  wild  song  is  waking. 
Full  oft  that  song,  in  days  gone  by. 
Hath  cheered  the  sons  of  chivalry ; 
It  hath  swelled  o'er  Judah's  nuuntsins  lone, 
Hcrnwn  <  thy  eclioee  have  learned  its  tone ; 
On  the  Oreat  Flain(3)  its  notes  have  rung, 
The  leagued  Crusader's  tenia  among) 
'T  was  loved  by  the  lion-heart,  who  vroa 
The  palm  in  the  field  of  Ascalon; 
And  now  afar  o'er  the  rocks  of  Rhine 
Peals  the  bold  strain  of  Faloslins. 


Thine  hour  is  come,  and  the  stake  is  set," 
The  scildan  cried  to  the  captive  kntgfal, 

And  the  sons  of  the  Prophet  iu  tluongs  j,n  I   4 
To  gaie  on  the  fearful  sight. 

Bat  be  our  fiiith  by  thy  lips  professed. 
The  fiiith  of  Mecca's  shrine. 
Cast  down  the  red-cross  that  marks  thy  ret*. 
And  life  shall  yet  be  thine." 

I  have  seen  the  Dow  of  my  bosom's  Uoml, 
And  gazed  with  undaunted  eye ; 
I  have  borne  ths  blight  cTcies  through  Bre  and  flood, 
And  Ihinkest  thou  I  fear  to  die  1 

I  have  stood  where  thousands  I7  Salem's  towsn, 
Have  fallen  for  ths  name  divine; 
And  Ihe  bith  that  cheered  Iheir  closing  hoitn 
Shall  be  tb«  light  of  mine." 

Thus  wilt  tbou  die  in  (be  pride  of  health, 
And  the  glow  of  youth's  fresh  bloom  1 
Thou  art  offered  life,  and  pomp,  and  wealth. 
Or  torture  and  the  tomh." 
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■]  taw  been  i*twrathecrown  of  thonw  wa>  twined 

Fur  B  dying  SBTiourt  bro*  ; 
Be  <i|>uniBl  the  iTeumea  that  luta  muikinil, 

And  1  reject  tbem  nowP' 
*  Art  thou  lbs  MHl  oT  ■  nobis  Una 

In  a  Uiul  that  U  fwr  snd  UeM  1 
AuddoUiDotthjiiHrit.pnHideapliyll  piaa, 

A^siiian  Ui  abom  to  nat  1 

•Tbinoown  ii  die  cboica  to  hail  once  mora 

The  aoil  of  ihy  falhera'  Hrth, 
Or  to  deep  when  Ihy  Ungeiing  panga  aie  o'er, 

FoiEaUea  In  foreign  eaith." 

■Oh!  Air  are  the  line-clad  bilk  that  TIM 

In  (he  country  oT  my  lore; 
Bat  yet,  though  douilleM  my  natire  ikiea, 

Tbue'e  a  biightei  dime  aboTe  I" 

Th«  baid  baA  panaed— fbi  anctbei  tMS 
IHaiila  nilh  thnmnwr  nf  hii  rfm: 
And  hk  heart  baati  high  with  hope  agaia, 
' »  prolonga  the  itiaiiL 


iurited  to  enter,  and  partake  of  haspitBlity.  So  ia 
the  romance  of  '  P«rcefbf™l,'  "  11*  baoinet  meu>« 
BU  pla*  haalt  de  leur  hoatet  un  licaulme,  en  Bi|;M 
que  lou*  lea  gentili  homntea  et  gentillo*  (emtnea 
bardiawotea  lewluatel  comme  en  lent 


■Are  there  none  within  thy  lather's  hall, 

Fu  o'er  tbe  wide  blue  main, 
Toong  Chrialian !  left  to  deplore  thy  laD, 

With  Borrow  deep  and  •nial" 

"  There  are  bearti  that  elill,  through  all  the  paat, 

Unebanging  have  lored  me  well  i 
Then  are  eyea  whoae  leara  were  itraaining  faM 

When  I  hade  my  home  fiuvwelt. 

*B(Uer  they  wept  o'er  the  warriia'a  bier. 

Than  th'  apoatata'a  tiling  itain ; 
There's  a  land  where  those  who  loVed,  «b«D  here, 

Shall  meet  to  love  again." 

T  is  ha !  Ihy  prince — long  (ought,  loi^  lo*, 
The  leader  of  tbe  red-cnas  host[ 
T  k  he  I— to  none  thy  joy  betray, 
Toung  Troubadour  1  away,  anayl 
Away  to  the  island  of  the  brave. 
The  gem  on  tba  beeom  of  ihe  waTe,(4) 
Arouse  tbe  nns  <^  the  nobis  soil, 
T*  win  tbeir  lion  ftom  the  toil; 
And  bra  tbe  wassail-cup  shall  dow, 
Blight  in  escb  hall  the  hearth  abiU  glow; 
The  festal  board  shall  be  richly  crowned. 
While  knights  and  cbieflaias  revel  round. 
And  a  tbouaond  barps  with  joy  shall  ring, 
Whan  merry  England  haib  hei  king. 

NOTEa 

Note  i,  page  144,  eoL  1. 

Ko  ktlniM  liBii(i  <ta  Uh  na^  gsM. 

It  was  a  cuMom  in  teuitl  times  to  hang  out  i 

Mmet  on  a  castle,  as  a  token  that  etrangen  wen 


Note  3,  page  144,  col.  S. 

Or  tha  irild  hiHUsnan-glwgMiUM, 

When  Us  ^saun^TaiD  an  hiDijrlni  | 

Popalar  tradition  haa  made  several  m 

Qermany  tbe  haunt  of  the  uiW  Jager,  or  iiip**- 

natural  huntsman — the  supprstitioos  tales  relating 

to  the  Unterburg  am  nworded  in  Eustau'a  Cliut- 

sicalTonr;  and  it  is  etill  believed  in  Ihe  romantle 

'disliict  of  the  Oden  wild,  that  tbe  knight  of  Boden- 

issuing  from  hit  rtiined  castle,  announce! 

the  ipprosch  of  war  by  travening  Ihe  air  with  • 

nrnsy  armament  to  the  opposite  castle  of  Schnd> 

lerts. — See  Ihe  Manael  pour  lei  Vai/ageitTi  rarlt 

Un,  and  Au/umn  on  the  Rhine. 

Note  3,  page  144,  eoL  3. 
On  ibe  OnM  PWd  lis  mut  hiTe  nuig. 
The  plain  of  Esdraelon,  calteil  by  way  of  end- 
nence  the  "  Great  Plain ;"  in  Scripture,  and  eW 
here,  the  "field  of  MegidJo,"  the  "GalibeD 
Plain."   This  plain, themoMfertileofalithe  land 
of  Canaan,  has  been  Ihe  scene  of  many  a  memof- 
able  contest  in  the  lirst  ages  of  Jewish  history,  aa 
during  the  Raman  empire,  the  Ciuuulei, 
and  even  in  later  timea.    It  has  been  a  choeen 
encampment  in  every  contest  carried  on 
in  this  country,  from  the  days  ofNabuchodonosor, 
'  the  Aaayiions,  unUl  the  diastroua  march 
of  Bonapsile  from  Egypt  into  Syria.    Warrioia 
out  of  "  every  nation  which  is  under  heaven"  have 
pitched  their  lenls  opon  the  Plain  of  EMrsrioo, 
and  have  behrld  the  various  bannerB  of  their  na- 
wet  with  [he  dens  of  Hsrmoa  and  Thabdr. 
—Dr.  Clarke'*  JVaeeit. 

Kola  4,  [ttge  115,  col.  1. 
llieiaiDoaUiftbcsomDf  tba  wsTih 
is  pteeiona  atone  set  in  the  ulver  sea." 
SiKJaplarf  JtlcHari  lit 


THE  DEATH  OP  CONRADIN. 


"  La  dCbite  do  Conradin  n«  devoit  meOra  une 
mne  ni  ii  se*  malhenra,  ni  aux  vengevneea  da  rd 
l(Charies  d'Anjoo^.  L'amourdnpen  te  pwjrl'h*. 
ritierUgitiniedatrAne,av(ut«clBU  J'onemanitre 
'efTrayante ;  il  pouvnt  causer  de  noavellcs  rivolit- 
jtions,  «  Conradin  demeuratt  «  tie;  at  Chariab 
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MTdunt  (a  d6£ance  ct  w  craiuU  dn  foriDM  da  la 
jaitke,  rjsolut  de  bira  p4rir  nir  I'icha&ud  ledor- 
nier  nriclim  de  la  Mauon  de  Souabe,  I'unique  »' 
pirance  do  un  poitL  Ua  wul  jugs  PrDvcii(al  et 
kDJeldeCluul«,JoDt )«  hutonena  n'oDt  pu  vddIu 
conKTver  le  nom,  oa  Toler  pour  la  mort,  d'autre* 
m  renlermiren t  dani  un  timiile  et  i»upabl<  ulcnca; 
ct  Charien,  mr  rautorili  de  ce  wul  jugs,  Gt  pro- 
nouncer,  par  Robert  da  Ban,  protonotaira  du  id;- 
aume,  la  aantance  de  laott  centre  Conradin  et  loue 
tt  campagnona.  Cette  eenlence  fut 
qu£e  a  Conradin,  commG  il  jouoil  aai  Acheci; 
'ui  laina  peu  de  leiO[ia  poiirie  priparor  &  ion  eiS- 
cutioD,  et  le  S6  d'Oclobre,  il  fut  conduit, 
*ei  amis,  aur  la  Place  du  March6  do  Naples,  le 
long  du  riTaj^  de  ta  mer.  Chulea  6lMt  prtaeat, 
tivec  loulf  >a  couT,  et  one  tbule  imnnenee  enlouroit 
le  mi  vainqueur  et  le  nu  condamni,  Conradin 
6toit  entre  lea  maim  dea  bouriBaux ;  il  dutacha  tui- 
mAme  aon  manteau,  et  a'utant  mis  a  genoux  pour 
prier,  il  ae  rcleva  en  •'ioriant:  'Oli,  ma  mftro, 
quelle  profbnde  ilouleurtecauseralanouveUequ'on 
*a  te  porter  de  moi ! '  Puis  il  tourtia  leu  jeux  aur 
la  foute  qui  I'entouroit ;  il  vil  lee  larmei,  il  enten- 
dit  lei  aangloCa  lis  aon  peuplc;  alora,  dftadiantion 
gant,  il  jela  au  milieu  de  sea  auj^ts  ce  gage  d'un 
combat  de  Tengeance,  et  rondilaatStcauboutreau. 
Apria  lui,  eur  le  mSma  Gchafaud,  Charles  fit 
trancher  le  tdte  au  Due  d'Autrichc, 
Guallerano  et  Baitolommeo  Lancia,  c 
Gerard  de  Galvano  Donoratico  de  Pise.  Par  une 
rafinement  da  cruaul£,  Cllarlca  voulut  quo  le  pre- 
mier, GIb  Ju  eecond,  proc&Jat  son  pire,  el  mourilt 
eatre  aei  broa.  Lea  cadavrce,  d'apria  ees  onlrea, 
furenl  exclua  d'une  t<rre  aainte,  et  inhumOa  aane 
pumpe  lur  le  rivnge  de  la  mer.  Charlea  II.  cepcn- 
dant  Gl  dana  la  auiU  boUr,  aur  te  mfime  lieu,  une 
igllae  de  Carmelites,  comma  pour  appaiaercesom- 


No  cloud  to  dim  the  aplendonr  of  the  day 
Wbid]  breoke  o'er  Naples  and  her  lonl;  baj, 
And  ligbti  that  brilliant  eea  and  magic  ahore 
With  every  tint  that  charmed  the  great  of  yore ; 
Th'  imperial  onea  of  earth — who  proadly  Iwde 
Their  marble  domea  e'en  ocean'g  realm  invade. 

That  race  ia  gone — but  gloriouB  Nature  here 
Mainlaina  unchanged  her  own  aublime  career, 
And  bida  theae  refioaa  of  the  aun  diapla  j 
Bright  hues,  aurviving  emfttrea  past  away. 

Tbe  beam  of  heaven  ei  panda — ita  kindling  amile 
Beveala  each  charm  of  many  a  fuij  iale, 
Whoee  image  floata  in  aoAer  colouring  dreat, 
With  all  itji  rocka  and  nnea  on  ocean'i  breaaL 
Miaenum'i  <.\ve  hath  caught  the  vivid  ray, 
Or  Roman  •t.'samera  there  no  more  to  [day ; 
fatill  on  of  otJ,  unalterably  bright, 
Lurnly  il  aleepa  on  Ponlippo'a  hdght, 


With  all  llalia'a  aunahirie  to  ill'ima 
The  ilex  canopy  of  Virgil'i  tomb. 
Campania'a  plaina  rejoice  in  light,  and  apread 
Their  gay  luiuiianco  o'er  the  mighty  dead; 
Fair  glittering  to  thine  ofn  tranaparent  ikies,  . 
Thy  palacea,  exulting  Napleal  riae; 
White,  far  on  high,  Veauriua  reara  hia  peak, 
Furrowed  and  dark  with  many  a  lava  atreak. 

0  ye  bright  ahoree  of  Circe  and  the  Mnae  I 
Rich  with  all  nalura'a  and  alt  fiction'a  hues; 
Who  ahall  explore  your  tegiona,  and  declare 
The  poet  erred  to  paint  Elynum  there  1 
Call  up  hii  apirit,  wanderer!  tod  him  guide 
Thy  atepa,  thoaefjcen-haunted  aeaa  bende, 
And  all  the  acene  a  lovelier  light  ahall  wear. 
And  apelb  more  potent  ahall  pervade  the  aii. 
What  though  hia  duit  be  acattered,  and  hia  um 
Long  from  ita  nnctuary  of  iluiDl)erlOTn,(l) 
Still  dwell  the  beinga  of  hia  verae  around. 
Hovering  in  beauty  o'er  the  anchautoi!  ground; 
Hia  lays  are  murmured  in  each  breeu  that  rovel 
Sbll  o'er  the  aunny  waves  and  orange-grovea. 
Hia  memory's  charm  is  apread  o'er  ahore  and  lea,. 
The  ioul,  the  genius  ofParthcnope; 
Shedding  o'er  myitle.ahade  and  vine-clad  bill 
The  purple  radiance  or  Elysium  still. 

Yet  that  fair  soil  and  calm  reeplendant  aky 
Have  witnessed  many  a  dark  reality. 

lose  bright  blue  seaa  tbe  gale  hath  bonw 
The  sigia  of  eiiica  never  to  retum,{2) 
There  with  the  whisper  of  Caupania'a  gale 
Hath  mingled  ofl  ofTeclion's  funeral  wail, 
Mourning  for  Ciuried  heroes — white  to  her 
That  glowing  land  was  but  their  sepulchre.(3) 
And  there  of  old.  the  dread,  mysterious  moaa 
Swelled  from  strange  voices  of  no  mortal  lone; 
And  that  wild  trumpet,  whose  unearthly  nolo 
Wkt  heard  at  midnight  o'er  the  liilla  te  float 
Around  the  spot  wliere  Agripfrina  died, 
~  S  vengeance  on  tlie  malricide.(4) 

thoeo  ages — yet  another  crima. 
Another  wo  must  stain  th'  Elyiian  clime. 
There  stands  a  scaRbld  on  the  sunny  shores 


eri 


There  is  a  throne  in  regal  pomp  arrayed, — 

no  of  death  from  thence  must  bo  surveyed. 
Marked  ye  the  rushing  throngs  7— each  mien  is 

ft. 

Each  hurried  glance  rereala  a  fearfui  lalej 
Butihe  deep  workings  oflh'  indignant  breast, 

h,  hatred,  pity,  must  be  all  sUj^Kaaed: 
The  burning  tear  awhile  must  check  ita  course, 

iTh'  avenging  thought  concentrate  all  itsfiirc«. 
Foe  tyranny  ia  neu  and  will  not  brook 

I  Aught  but  submission  in  each  guarded  took. 

'     Girt  with  his  fierce  Provenfala,  and  with  mlon 
Auatere  in  triumph,  gaiing  on  the  acpne,(5) 
And  in  his  eye  a  keen  aoapicious  glance 
Of  jealoua  pride  and  reetleas  vigilance, 
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Bebolil  tha  comiaeRn'  1— vun' j  in  hi*  fu*, 
Of  gender  feding  hope  wou  'wk  &  trac; 
CdIJ,  pnuil,  wverc,  the  iplrit  much  hkth  lant 
Ito  haoghty  sUmp  to  e*ch  dut  liMwnenl; 
And  pleailiiq;  ibbicj,  in  tba  tUtnuem  there, 
Ui;  reiHl  st  once  ha  ■entenee~-lo  (Inpeiil 

Bat  Ibou,  f&ir  boy!  the  beautiful,  the  bnie, 
Thu*  paining  from  tha  dungraii  to  tha  gr>ve, 
While  all  ia  jrt  «round  thee  whieh  can  give 
A  chnrm  to  earth,  ami  make  It  Hina  lo  live; 
Thno,  on  whoae  form  hath  dwell  a  mnther'a  eye, 
nil  the  deep  love  that  not  whh  (hte  ihall  dia 
Halh  gmnn  loo  full  for  ulterance — can  it  beT 
And  ia  thia  pomp  of  death  prepared  for  llieeT 
Young,  royal  Conndin  t  who  ahoul  J'st  have  known 
Of  Kfe  a.4  yet  the  sonny  mile  alone  I 
Oh  1  who  can  view  thee,  in  tha  pride  and  bloom 
Of  youth,  arrayed  ibiu  richly  for  (he  (omh, 
Hat  ieet,  deep-awelling  in  hia  inmoct  aoul, 
Emotion*  tyranny  may  ne'er  control ) 
Bright  victiml  to  amlilton'i  altar  led, 
Clowned  with  all  flower*  that  heaioD  and  eutb 


Who,  from  th'  oppreaeor  lowering  In  hll  pride, 
May  hope  for  mercy — if  lo  thee  denied  1 
There  i*  dead  nlence  in  the  breathleaa  tbtoDg, — 
Dead  lilence  all  the  peopled  shore  along. 
At  on  the  captive  move* — the  only  aound. 
To  break  that  calm  ao  fearfully  profound, 
Ttie  low  Bweet  nrnrmuroribe  rippling  wave. 
Boll  BB  it  glide*  the  aniiltng  (bore  to  lave ; 
While  on  that  abore,  hi*  own  Cur  heritage. 
The  yoothfol  martyr  to  a  tyrant'*  ra^ 
b  poaing  lo  hi*  fata — the  eye*  are  dim 
Wliich  gaia,  through  learathat  dare  not  Bow,  or 

lie  moanta  he  acaObld— doth  hi*  footatep  Iain 
Doth  hi*  lip  quiver?  doth  hi*  cheek  turn  pale^ 
Oh  I  it  may  be  forgiven  him,  if  a  thought 
CEog  to  thai  world,  for  him  with  beauty  frooght, 
To  all  tba  hope*  that  pT«nii*ed  Glory'*  meed, 
And  all  th'  afiection*  that  with  him  abidl  bleed  I 
If  in  hi*  life'*  young  day-apring,  while  tha  roie 
Of  boyhood  on  hi*  check  yet  freahly  glow*. 
One  human  fear  convulse  hi*  parting  breath, 
AudiLrink  from  all  tha  bitterneaa  of  death  1 
'  But  no! — the  apirit  of  hi*  royal  race 
Sill  brightly  on  hi*  brow — that  jouthful  face 
Bpud*  with  hemie  beauty — and  hi*  eye 
I*  eloquent  with  injured  majeilf. 
Be  kneel* — but  not  to  man — hi*  heart  ahall  own 
&ach  deep  >uhmi**ion  to  his  God  alone  I 
And  who  can  tell  with  wjtat  suat^ning  power 
Tliat  God  may  virit  him  in  fate'*  dread  hour  7 
fluw  the  ftill  vince,  which  aniwen  every  tnoan, 
Uay  speak  of  hope,— when  hope  on  earth  i*  gonel 
That  *olemn  pause  i*  o'er — the  youlh  halh  given 
One  Klance  of  parting  love  to  earth  and  heaven; 


rcjuees  in  th'  undouded  aky. 
Life  all  around  lum  ghiw* — and  lie>mu>t  dia  I 
Yet  'inidat  hi*  people,  uoiiiunayed,  he  thrawa 
The  gage  of  vengeance  fur  a  thouaaml  woe*; 
Vengeance,  that  like  their  own  volcano's  Bra, 
May  sleep  auppreaaed  awhile — but  not  eipirs. 
One  aoller  image  riae*  o'er  hi*  breaat, 
One  fond  regret,  and  all  iliall  be  at  rest  I 

Alaa,  for  thee,  my  mother!  who  shall  Iwal 
To  thy  sad  heart  the  tidings  of  despair, 
When  thy  lost  child  m  gone  1"— that  thought  cut 
thrill 

aoul  ni(h  pang*  one  moment  more  shall  ibtL 
The  lilted  axe  ia  glittering  in  the  aun — 
It  &ll»-the  race  of  Conndin  a  run  1 
Yet  from  tlie  l-lood  wliich  flow*  that  shore  lo  stain, 

*hall  cry  to  heaven— and  not  in  vaini 
Q*ze  thou,  triomfrijant  from  thy  gorgeous  throDS, 
In  proud  supremacy  of  guilt  alone, 
Charicaof  Anjoul— but  that  dread  voiee  shall  be 
A  fearful  sumiDoner  e'en  yet  to  thee! 

The  Kcne  of  death  i*  cluaed — the  throng*  depMt, 
A  deep  atern  leewm  graved  on  every  heart 
No  pomp,  no  funeral  rites,  no  streaming  eye*, 
High-minded  boy !  may  grace  thine  obeequie*. 
O  Vainly  royal  and  beloved !  thy  grave, 
UnsanctiRed,  i*  bathed  hy  ocean'*  wave. 
Marked  by  no  stone,  a  rude,  rtegleeteil  spot, 
Unhonoured,  unadorned— but  unfiirgtti 
For  thy  deep  wrongs  in  tameless  hearts  shall  live, 
Now  mutely  sufTcring — never  to  foigive ! 

Tho  sunset  fades  from  purple  heavens  away, — 
A  bark  bath  anchored  in  th'  anntffled  bay; 
TItencs  on  the  bench  deacend*  a  female  formXB) 
Her  mien  with  hope  and  tearful  transpoil  warm; 
But  life  halh  lefl  *ad  irace*  on  her  cheek, 
And  her  soil  eye*  a  chastened  heart  bespeak, 
Inured  lo  woes — yet  what  were  all  the  past  I 
She  sunk  not  l^bly  'nc*th  afflicUon'*  blast. 
While  oiM  bright  hope  remained — who  now  ihaQ 


tell 


Th'u 


iwned,  the  widowed,  bow  her  loved  oi 


fein 

To  claap  her  child,  to  ransom  and  lo  save, 
Tho  mother  came — and  she  hath  found  hisgrsvc! 
And  by  that  grave,  transfixed  in  apeecble**  giief| 
Whoso  death-like  trance  denio*  a  tear's  relief, 
Awhile  *he  kneel*— till  mtuad  al  length  lo  know, 
To  fell  tbe  might,  the  fulne**  of  ber  wo, 
On  tbe  (till  air  a  voice  of  angniah  wild, 
A  iDolher'*  cry,  is  heanl-— "My  Connidln!  mr 
ebild!" 

NOTES. 

Note  I,  page  146,  col.  3. 

Idng  Own  k>  siuKUBry  of  riumbit  IB)k 

The  uin,  suppoaed  to  contain  tbe  asbea  u'"  Yir 
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NoU  2,  piga  146,  col.  3. 
Thaa^toiTHtla  BW  u  ntwn. 
M*nj  Ron»n«  of  mtwd  rank  mn  fbrmerl; 
lianUbeJ  to  WMne  of  tlia  tiaM  isUndt  in  IheMedi- 
lemnMit,  on  thecout  of  Italj.    Julia,  the  d>agh-| 
Icr  of  AagHtua,  nia  confined  nn.nj  jttn  in  the : 
tale  of  Paniltlaila,  am)  her  ilaugbler,  A^ppina, 
tbe  willow  of  Geriranicua,  afterwMiU  dtad  ' 
on  the  aauN  deeolata  ipat. 

Note  3,  page  1^  col.  i. 

Thai  iloving  land  Ini  but  ilsir  aapukhia, 
*  CLuelquea  aouvenin  ilu  conir,  ^uekpiea  nam* 
de  fcmtnea,  itclament  aoaai  vol  pbura.  CW  i 
Hiaine,  dans  te  tieu  mtwe  dA  noiu  aiHnawa,  qua  U 
Tcave  da  Pompie,  Comulia,  eonaerva  juaqu'A  la 
mart  aon  noble  ileuU ;  A^p|Hne  pleura  long-terapa 
(jernumicua  aur  cea  borila.  Ua  jour,  le  mtme  aa- 
naain  qui  lui  Tavit  vm  fpoux  U  lnMi*a  digne  ile  le 
iui*n).  L'ile  de  Nudda  Tut  t6moin  dea  adieux  da 
Bnitua  ct  de  Porcia.'' — Madamt  de  Btalt — Co- 


Nota&,pag<146,col.SL 

Hen  le  (riumph,  fBilot  ea  Uto  k«b 
"  Ce  Chuk^"  dit  GioTanni  ViUani, 


Tot  « 


et  prudanldanaleacoiwdlarpteuiduwleiarinai, 
ipiv  et  Piit  Teduuli  de  loui  lea  loii  du  mond^ 
magnaniBW  et  de  hautea  paiuAeaqui  t'ogaloient 
aui  plui  grandea  entrcpriiea;  in^branlabla  dua 
I'adveruli,  lerme  et  fidile  dana  toulea  ee*  prome*- 
eei,  parLmt  pern  et  agiaaant  beaucoup,  ne  riant 
prayae  Januit,  decent  dxnme  im  iWigieux,  zS6 
calholique,  &pre  i.  lendra  juttice,  ISrooa  dana  aea 
regard*.  Sa  [aille  flat  grands  et  nerveuae,  at 
oouleui  olivalre,  aon  nei  fort  graid.  II  paroiaaail 
pliu  fail  qu[aucan  autia  chavalier  poor  U  majcati 
rojale.  II  ne  dormoit  ptcaqua  point  JanutaiJM 
pht  de  plaisir  aui  miioe*,  aux  troubadoura,  et  uu 
gena  da  cour." — Simvmdi.  Ripabliqatt  Ilalieaatt, 


Note  4,  page  I4G,  col.  3. 
Dejwundnf  vengeance  on  Ihe  nulriclila 
Tbe  aight  of  that  coaat,  and  Lboae  aharca  where 
the  crime  hsd  been  prrpetnted,  filled  Nero  wilb 
eontinual  honora;  beudea,  there  were  oome  who 
imagined  Ibey  beard  horrid  aluieka  and  erica  Jrom 
Agrippina'*  tomb,  and  a  mouniful  aouijd  of  tium- 
peU  fram  the  neigbbouring  cYiBa  and  bill*.  Nero, 
lliercfare,  lining  from  such  Iragical  accnea,  with- 
drew lo  Naplea. — See  Ancient  VniterMoi  Bittory. 


Nole  6,  pq^B  147,  ooL  2. 
TVnca  so  Uw  taecb  dtacanda  a  fanala  fcnn. 
"  The  Cwinina  (at  Naplea)  ealla  to  roiod  tte 
btood;  cataHTophe  of  tboM  royal  youth*,  Conradkl 
and  Fredcnck  oT  Auatria,  tjatchorei]  belare  ila  dnor. 
Whenever  1  Iravereed  that  aqnare,  iny  hurt  yearn- 
ed at  the  idea  of  their  premature  fate,  and  at  tb* 
deep  diatrcaa  of  Conmdin'*  mother,  ivho,  landing 
the  beach  with  her  aon'a  runaom,  found  only  • 
teaa  trunk  to  redeem  from  the  fnnga  of  hi*  hata 
bnioua  conqueror." — Sainbttmt't  Tratelt  in  tti» 
TieoSicUia. 


A  POEM. 


"Leor  fuion.  qu'ila  prennent  poor  guide, 
prCaente  &  leur  eapiit  que  de*  conjecture*  et  < 
embama ;  lea  abaunlilfs  oA  ila  lombrni  en  nil 
la  Religion  deviennent  plui  inaoutenablca  que 
Tfiritiedont  la  hautearlm  {tonne;  etpournevi 
luir  pa*  croire  de*  myitire*  incomprihenaibles,  il* 
■uivent  Tune  apria  Fautre  dlncomprthenaibln 
enenn," — Batiwt,  Oration*  Fanibrt: 

When  the  young  Eagle,  with  eruMng  eye, 
lloa  learned  to  dure  the  iplendonr  of  the  aky, 
Anu  leave  the  Alpe  beneiuh  him  in  his  coune, 
To  balho  hi*  creet  in  raom'*  empyreal  *ource. 
Will  hi*  free  wing,  thna  that  majntic  height, 
DescBDd  to  fdlow  Bome  wild  metpVi  light, 
Woieh  far  below,  with  evane«cent  Bre, 
ShSneg  to  delude,  and  danle*  to  rxpire  1 

Nol  ■tilltfamughelaadahewinihiaiipwaidway, 
And  tuoodly  claim*  ni*  heritage  at  day  I 


— And  *)udl  tbe  spirit  on  whose  ardent  gan. 
The  dayipring  from  on  high  hath  poured  It*  bl*^ 
Turn  fVom  that  pun  effulgence,  to  the  beam 
Of  eanh-bom  light,  thatabeds  a  treachermn  (IsMl^ 
Luring  tlie  wanderer  from  the  star  of  lUlh, 
To  tho  deep  valley  of  the  shade*  of  deathi 
What  bright  eicbaage,  what  tieasun  iboU  k« 

For  the  high  tnith-right  of  ita  hope  in  Beavenl 
If  loot  the  gem  which  empina  could  not  buy, 
What  yet  remaiDsl — a  dark  eternity  I 
Is  earth  still  Eden ! — might  a  serapli  guest, 
[ill,  'midat  it*  cfaoaeQ  bower*  delighted  lest? 
la  all  io  ctosdlea*  aud  so  calm  below, 

o  £urer  scenes  than  li/b  can  show  1 
That  the  cold  Sceptic  in  hia  pride  elate. 
Rejects  the  pminise  of  a  brighter  state. 
And  leaves  the  rock,  no  tempeil  shall  diaplae*^ 
To  rear  hi*  dwelling  on  the  gnlcluand's  bMW  T 
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ToUij  of  doubt  1  tbeajoio  ttwfiaUl  throog, 
Baidi  in  lb«  iDtibeiuii,  liiten  lo  the  *xig, 
SpKMl  the  rich  bouil,  and  GU  the  nin&^ap  high, 
And  bind  the  wreath  en  jet  theroaMdisI 
Tia  mdl,  tbiiM  eye  ie  yet  undiiiuned  by  time, 
And  thy  heart  bounds,  eiulting  in  ila  pcime ; 
Smile  (hen  unmored  tX  Wiadom's  naming  Toice, 
And,  in  the  giory  of  thf  (trength,  rejoice  I 

Bat  life  hath  ■temeTtukiie'enydath'ibriefhoun 
Survive  the  beauty  of  their  ta*eliert  Soiren ; 
The  tbuoti  of  joy,  where  pilgrim*  reat  from  toil, 
Are  few  and  dieUitt  on  the  deeert  loil ; 
Thetoal'apureaamelhehrealhofBtorDwaaMliui, 
And  pain  and  ■orrow  claim  their  nonUng — Man! 
Earth's  noblcetKiDa  the  bitter  cup  bam  ahared-- 
Pnand  child  of  reaeoa  t  bow  art  Ihou  prepared  1 
When  yean,  with  Mleut  miglit,  thy  fiBBte  tivre  bow- 

And  o'er  thy  apiiit  caM  thy  wintry  oloud. 
Will  Menmy  ueth  thee  on  thy  bed  of  pain, 
With  the  bnght  imaga  of  pleaaun'e  train  1 
Tee  I  as  the  e^hl  of  aonie  tar  dialani  ehon, 
WhoM  well-kDOwn  acenea  hie  lixit  aball  tread  no 

Would  cheer  the  eeanun,  by  the  eddying  wave 
Dnwn,  vainly  itmggting,  to  Ih'  nnfatbomed  grave ! 
Skall  Hope,  the  fiuthfal  cherub,  hear  thy  call. 
She,  who  like  heaven'*  own  aunbeain,  aniilea  for  all  1 
Will  the  (peak  oomfbrt?— Than  haat  abom  bei 

phinw. 
That  might  have  Tai«ed  Ihee  far  above  the  tomb, 
And  hushed  the  only  Tuce  whose  angel  Ia;A 
Soothes  when  all  melodka  of  joy  ore  Sownl 

For  ehe  waa  bom  beyond  the  Kara  to  eoar, 
And  kiiuBing  at  the  lourca  of  life,  adore; 
Thoaeonid8tD0t,nM)rta]l  rjvel  ki  the  earth 
Her  eye,  wtieae  beam  ii  of  celealial  birth ; 
She  dwells  with  those  who  leave  het  {dnieai  ftee. 
And  shed*  the  dews  of  heaven  on  oil  but  thee. 

Yet  few  tbsie  on,  ao  lonely,  so  beceA, 
Bnt  aome  true  heart,  Ihat  beats  to  theirs,  is  left, 
And,  haply,  one  whoee  strong  affiHitian's  power 
Dnchangfll  may  triumfdi  thtoagb   udnfintniie's 

Slill  with  fond  care  support*  Ihy  languid  head, 
And  keeps  onweaiiad  vigils  b;  Ihy  bed. 
But  thou  t  wluee  thoughts  tiave  no  bleM  home 

Captive  of  earth  1  and  canst  thou  dare  toiow? 
To  naiaa  aneh  feelings  as  dejigbt  to  rest. 
Within  that  hallowed  duine— a  parent'a  tneaat. 
To  6x  each  hop^  ooncentrate  evary  tie, 
On  one  frail  idol, — destined  but  to  die, 
Tet  mock  the  feiih  ttiat  pointa  to  worida  of  light, 
When  savered  souls,  moiia  perfect,  m-wutel 
Then  tremble  t  ohr^  to  every  passing  joy, 
Twined  with  the  hfeamooent  may  desUoy! 
ir  thei*  be  sorrow  in  a  parting  tear. 
Mil  ItC  V  •••^  *">n>e  BB  thiae  OH  I 
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Ifsome  bright  hour  on  rapture's  wmg  hath  ll.iwn, 
tlnd  more  than  onguiah  in  ^ethouf^tl — 'lisguno 
Qo  I  to  a  voice  such  mi^  influeiwo  give, 
Thou  canst  not  lose  its  melody,  and  lin ; 
And  make  an  qre  the  iode-stor  of  thy  soul, 
And  let  a  glance  the  apringi  oribongbl  control ; 
Ooie  on  a  mortal  form  with  fond  delight, 
Ti J  tlie  fair  vioion  mingle*  with  thy  ngbt ; 
There  seek  thy  blewnga,  there  repcse  thy  tniat, 
I<ean  on  the  willow,  idolize  the  dfutl 
Then,  when  thy  tnoanie  best  repays  thy  oare. 
Think  00  that  dread  "/or  ner" — and  despair  1 

Andohl  noMrange,  unwonted  storm  then  needs. 
To  wreck  at  once  thy  ira^le  ark  of  reed*. 
Watch  well  it*  Donrse — explore  with  onxioal  eye 
Each  little  cloud  that  doats  along  the  sky— 
U  the  Uoe  canopy  seraosly  fairT 
Yet  may  the  thnnderboU  onseea  be  Chen, 
And  the  bark  sink,  when  peace  and  sunshiihi  sleep 
On  the  smooth  bosom  of  lite  wmvsleis  deep  I 
Yes  I  ere  a  aound,  a  ngo  announce  thy  fate, 
Uay  the  blow  fall  which  makea  thee  desolale  t 
Not  alwaya  Heaven's  deatroying  angel  ahiooda 
His  awfiil  finm  in  tempaits  and  in  dondi ; 
He  Gils  the  snmmel^4i^  with  latent  power. 
He  hides  his  venom  in  (he  scented  flower. 
He  steal*  upon  thee,  in  the  Zephyr'*  breath, 
And  festal  garland*  veil  the  shafts  of  death  t 

Where  art  then  tAen,  who  thoa  didit  rashly  cut 
Thine  all  npim  the  oleniy  of  thu  lilast. 
And  vainly  hope  the  tree  of  life  lo  £nd 
Rooted  in  sand*  that  lit  before  the  wind  7 
li  not  that  eotth  thy  spint  loved  so  well, 
It  wished  not  in  a  brigtiter  sphere  to  dwell. 
Become  a  desert  naa,  a  vals  of  gloom, 
O'enhadowed  with  the  nudnigfat  of  ttie  tomb  1 
Where  shall  tbou  turn  7— it  is  not  thiDS  lo  rois^ 
To  yon  pure  heaven  thy  calm  confiding  paa. 
No  gleam  nSeded  from  Ihot  realm  of  rat 
Steals  on  Ihe  darkness  of  thy  troubled  breast, 
Not  for  tlune  eye  shall  faith  divinely  shed 
Her  glory  ronnd  the  image  of  the  deed ; 
And  if,  when  slumber's  lonely  condt  is  ptsal, 
The  form  departed  be  thy  spirit's  guest, 
It  bean  no  light  bom  purer  world*  lo  this ; 
The  futura  lends  not  e'en  a  dream  of  blias. 

Bui  who  aball  dan  the  GaM  of  Life  to  doaa, 
Or  say,  that  far  the  stnam  of  mercy  flowat 
Thai  fount  unsealed,  whoee  boondlcas  wana  em. 

Each  distant  Ule  and  visit  every  nca, 

Foun  taxa  the  Throne  of  Qod  its  current  free. 

Nor  yet  denies  tk*  immcrtsl  dnqght  to  the& 

Oh)  while  the  doom  impeods,  not  yM  decreed, 

While  yet  th'  Atoner  hath  not  eeaaed  lo  plead. 

While  eliU,  sospended  by  a  rin^  hair. 

The  shorpbrightawonl  bongs  quivering  in  the  Ml, 

Bow  down  thy  heart  to  Him,  wb»  wiH  not  Ineak 

Thabruaedned;  (^sny*t,«inJv,  unkal 
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Pktienl,  boeaim  Eternal^  I)  He  maj  bur 
Tliy  pnyer  oftf^nj  with  pitying  ear, 
AnJ  tend  hb  shutening  (pirit  !nm  above, 
O'er  ths  deep  chana  or  Iby  Mul  to  mova. 

Bui  Kck  thou  marej  through  Ulinuna  alon 
To  ntKMS  uniqiMllnl  kutdw*  none  iru  ihown 
Through  Him,  who  hen  in  manal  garb  abmlo, 
A*  man  to  aaffar,  anJ  to  heal  ai  God  1 
Ami,  bom  Iheimw  ofulmoit  tiroa  \o  bleaa, 
felTulureJ  all  acorn,  and  aided  all  dittresi. 

Call  thou  on  Him — for  He,  in  huoian  fiirm, 
Halh  walked  the  wave*  o(  IMt,  and  atiiled  the 

He,  when  her  hour  of  lingering  grace  wai  past, 
O'er  Salem  wept,  ndenting  to  the  litt, 
Wept  with  uich  tear*  a>  Judah'*  monirch  poured 
O'er  his  loal  child,  ungrateful,  yet  deplored ; 
And,  aflering  guiltlqa  blood  that  guilt  might  live, 
Taught  from  hi*  Croae  the  leaton — to  tbrgivel 

Call  thou  an  him — hia  prayer  e'en  then  arose. 
Breathed  in  nnpitied  anguish,  for  hia  foea. 
And  haste ! — ere  bursts  the  lightning  from  an  bigh, 
Ply  lo  the  City  of  thy  Refoge,  fly  1(0) 
So  shall  th'  Avenger  lum  his  stops  away. 
And  aheath  hia  falchion,  baffled  of  its  prey. 

Yet  must  long  days  roll  <hi,  arc  peace  shall  brood. 
As  the  soft  Halcyon,  o'er  thy  heart  subdued; 
Ere  yet  the  dove  of  Heaven  descend,  to  sbed 
ir.apiring  influence  o'er  thy  fallen  head. 
— He  who  hath  pined  in  dnngeous,  'midst  the 

Of  such  deep  night  as  man  for  man  bath  mads, 
Thmuirh  lingering  yeanj  if  called  at  length  to  be 
One*  Timre,  by  nature's  boundless  charter,  free, 
Shnnks  feebly  back,  the  bliue  of  naon  to  shun, 
Fainting  at  day,  and  blasted  by  the  iuni 
Thus,  when  tbe  captive  soul  hath  long  lemsined 
In  its  own  dread  abysi  of  darkness  chained, 
Ifthe  DetiTcrer,  in  his  mi^t,  at  last, 
'  Its  fctten,  bom  of  earth,  to  euth  should  caM, 
The  beam  of  truth  o'erpowen  its  duiled  sight. 
Trembling  it  sinks,  and  find*  no  joy  in  lighr 
But  this  will  pass  away — that  spark  of  mind, 
Within  thy  frame  unquenchably  enshrined, 
Shall  live  to  triump  in  its  brightening  ray. 
Born  to  be  fostered  with  ethereal  day. 
Tlien  wilt  thou  Uess  the  hour,  when  o'er  the« 

passed, 
On  wingof  flame  the  ponding  blast, 
And  sorrew's  voice,  through  paths  befon  untrod, 
IJke  Sinai's  trumpet,  called  thee  lo  thy  Oodl 

But  bopot  thou,  in  thy  panoply  of  piide, 
Heaven's  mmunger,  aflfljetion,  to  deride  I 
!•)  thine  own  strength  anaided  to  defy, 
With  Stoic  smile,  the  arrow*  of  tbe  sky  1 
Tom  by  the  vullure,  fettered  to  tbe  reck, 
Still,  I>emigod  1  Ibe  tempeet  wilt  thou  mock  1 
Alas '  Iho  tower  that  creita  the  mountain  brow 
A  thouaaod  yeori  may  awe  tbe  vak  below. 


Yet  not  the  lew  be  shattered  on  Its  heijrht, 

dread  momentof theeartbquake's  might 
A  thousand  pange  thy  bosom  may  have  home. 
In  eilcnl  (brtitode,  or  haughty  scora. 
Till  comee  Iht  one,  the  master  anguish,  sent 
To  break  the  mighty  heart  that  ne'er  was  bent 

Ohl  what  is  nature's  strength  1  the  vacant  eye, 

J  mind  desettal,  hath  a  dread  reply! 
The  wild  deliriiaa  laughter  of  dcepair, 
The  Durth  of  frpniy — seek  an  answer  there! 
*"       not  away,  though  pity's  cheek  grow  pale, 
Cloee  not  thine  ear  sgainst  their  awful  tale. 
They  tell  thee,  reason,  wandering  from  theny 
Of  Faith,  the  lilaiing  )>illar  of  her  way, 
In  tbe  mid-darkness  of  the  stormy  wave, 
Forsook  the  struggling  soul  she  could  not  save  I 
Weep  not,  sad  moralist '.  o'er  desert  plalna, 
Strewed  with  the  wrecks  of  grandeur— nwclder- 

ing  fanesi. 
Arches  of  triumph,  long  with  vreeds  o'ergrown 
And  regal  cities,  now  the  serpent's  own: 
Earth  hsa  men  awful  mins— one  tost  mind. 
Whose  storis  quenched,  hath  lessons  for  mankiikil, 
Of  deeper  import  than  each  prostrate  dome, 
*  lingling  iu  marble  with  the  dust  of  Rome. 

But  who  with  eye  unshrinking  shall  eiplora 
That  waste,  illumed  by  reason's  beam  no  morel 
Who  pierce  the  deep,  mysteiious  clouds  that  ruD 
Around  the  shattered  temple  of  the  soul, 
Curtninivl  with  midnight  1 — low  its  columns  lie, 
And  dark  the  chambers  of  its  imagery  1(3) 
Sunk  are  ita  idols  now — artd  Qod  alone 
May  rear  the  fabric  by  their  Ml  o'erthrownl 
Yet  from  its  inmost  shrine,  by  storm*  laid  baie, 
Is  heard  an  oracle  that  cries — "  Beware ! 
Child  of  the  dust  I  but  ransomed  of  tbe  eklea  I 
One  breath  of  Heaven— and  thos  thy  glory  diea 
Hast,  oe  the  hour  of  doom,  draw  nigh  to  Him 
Who  dwells  aboTs  between  the  cbeiuUm !" 

Spirit  dethroned !  and  cheeked  in  mid  career. 
Sun  of  the  miming !  exUed  from  the  sphere, 
~  ""      thy  tale! — Perchance  thy  race  *r*a  nin 
Withedence,  in  tbe  chariot  of  the  sun; 
Free  a*  the  winds  the  paths  of  apace  to  sweep, 
Traveise  the  untrodden  kingdoms  of  the  deep, 
I  seoroh  the  law*  that  Natora's  springs  cod 
Ool, 
Then  tracing  all — save  Him  who  guide*  ih* 

Haply  tbine  eye  its  ardent  glance  hod  east 
Thniagh  the  dim  shades,  the  portals  of  tbe  pad; 
By  the  liright  lamp  of  thought  thy  eate  bail  M 
From  the  far  bBsconJights  of  ages  fled, 
Ths  depths  of  time  exploring,  to  retrMV 
The  glorious  mareh  of  many  a  vanidied  raca. 

Or  did  thy  power  pervade  the  living  lyre. 
Till  its  deep  chorda  became  instinct  with  Are, 
Silenced  all  meaner  notes,  and  swellol  on  tagh, 
Full  and  alone,  tbett  mi(hty  banoMi;, 


D,9Z.c:,y  Google 


THE  SCEPTIC. 


IM 


While  nake  oeb  ptaaon  tram  it*  cell  prafbaiid, 
Ami  Datiaiu  etutsd  at  th'  elaclric  lauiull 

Lonl  oftb'  AKenduitl  whit  anila  it  now, 
rhiiugli  bright  the  Uarth  naveil  upon  thy  browl 
What,  though  thy  name  throDgh  diitant  empiret 

Bade  the  hetut  boanJ  u  doth  a  baltle-wofOI 

Woa  it  lor  Ihii  Ih;  itill  unveuinl  eve 

Kept  vi)pl  urilh  tbe  wateh'fim  of  the  iky. 

To  make  the  sccrela  o(  all  ages  tbine, 

And  caminiine  with  majeslic  thaughti  that  ahim 

O'er  Tune'a  tang  ibailowy  pathway  1— hath  thy 

8e*vml  ila  tmia  ilominioiia  froiB  mankind, 
For  tkit  to  woo  theiT  hamagel — Thou  halt  longht 
All,  Kie  the  wisdom  with  salvation  fraught, 
Won  OT«y  <rreath~~but  that  which  will  not  dis, 
Nor  aught  neglected— uve  etnnily  I 

And  did  all  fait  thee,  in  the  hour  of  wntb. 
When  bunt  tb'  o'erwhelming  Tiats  on  thy  pathi 
Could  not  the  Toicfl  of  Pime  inipire  thee  tlian, 
O  ^iiTitl  aopptrcd  by  tlie  coni  of  men, 
With  an  Immortal'*  coarage  (o  iiutaio 
Tbe  inuwent  agonies  of  earthly  paini 
-^oe,  on*  there  wu,   atl-pow«liil  lo  haw 
■aved, 
When  the  load  fbry  of  the  ImHow  rwed ; 
But  Him  Ihou  knewest  not — and  the  light  he  lent 
Hath  vaniihed  fhmi  iM  ruined  tenement, 
But  ted  thee  breathing,  moring,  lingeiing  yet, 
A  thing  we  ihiinktrom — nunly  lo  Ib^et; 
Lift  the  dread  veil  no  further — hide,  oh  1  Inde 
The  bleedii^  form,  the  couch  of  luiridel 
The  dagger  grasped  in  death — the  brow,  the  eye, 
IJielMB,  yet  stamped  with  rage  and  agony; 
Tbe  eoul'i  dark  traces  left  in  many  a  line 
Graicd  on  hit  mien,  who  died, — "  and  mads  no 

aign!" 
Appronch  not,gBie  not — lest  thy  fevered  brain 
Toe  deep  that  image  of  dnpaii  retain ; 
Angela  of  stumlKr!  o'er  the  midnight  hour. 
Let  not  lacb  liiinni  claim  unhallowed  power, 
Let  the  mind  sink  with  leiror,  and  above 
See  tnit  th'  Avenger'*  ann,  forgot  lb'  Atoner's 

lovel 
0  Tbont  th'  nnseen,  lb'  alUedngl—Tbou 
wliose  ways 
Mantled  with  darkness,  mock  all  flrate  gaze, 
Before  wbon  eyes  the  creatures  of  Thy  hand, 
Berapb  and  man,  alike  in  weakness  stand, 
A  nd  countless  ages,  train{ding  into  slay 
taith's  empire*  on  ibeirioareh,  ore  bat  a  day; 
Pother  of  worlds  unknown,  onnumberedl — Then, 
With  whom  all  time  is  one  eternal  nou. 
Who  know'st  no  past,  no  futnie — Thou  whoss 

Goes  forth,  and  bean  to  myriads,  lite  or  death  I 
Liiok  on  ns,  goidaiu! — wanderers  of  a  sea 
Wild  and  obw;nie,  what  an  we,  reft  of  Thee  1 


II  sight. 


A  thousand  rocks,  deep-hid,  dode  oi 

A  itar  may  set — and  we  are  lost  in  night; 

A  brecM  may  waft  ns  to  the  wliiripod'e  brink, 

A  tieaeh'roui  song  allan  na — and  we  slnkl 

Ohl  by  £rulove,who,T«lingGodbead's]ig!it, 
To  moments  ciicumscrilnd  the  Infinite, 
And  Heaven  and  Earth  disdained  not  lo  al^ 
By  that  dread  union — Man  with  Deity ; 
1  mmortal  tears  o'er  mortal  woes  wtio  shed, 
And,  ere  be  raised  tbem,  wept  above  tbe  dead; 
Save,  or  we  perish  I — let  thy  word  control 
The  earthquake*  of  that  univene — the  soul ; 
Pervade  the  depths  of  paanon — speak  once  nun 
The  mighty  mandate,  guard  of  every  abore^ 
"  Here  ahail  thy  waves  be  stayed" — in  grief,  in  pain. 
The  fearful  poise  of  reason's  sphere  maintain, 
Thoa,  by  whom  suns  are  balanced! — thussecun 
In  Thee  shall  Faith  and  Fortitudsendiire; 
Conscious  of  Thee,  un&ltering  shall  the  just 
Look  upward  stifi,  in  high  and  hdy  trust, 
And,  by  affliction  gaided  (o  Thy  sbrine, 
Tbe  first,  last  thought  ofsufiering  hearts  be  Thin& 
id  oh !  be  near,  when  clothed  with  oonquer- 
ing  power, 

The  Sjng  of  Terrors  claims  his  own  Jread  hour; 
When  on  tbe  edge  of  that  unknown  abyss, 
Wbich  darkly  parts  us  Irom  the  realm  oF  blia, 
AwHitruck  alike  tbe  timid  and  tlte  braw, 
Alike  subdued  the  monarch  and  tbe  slave, 
Must  drink  the  cup  of  Inmb1ing(4) — when  we  see 
Noaghl  in  the  universe  but  death  and  Thee, 
Forsake  us  not; — if  slill,  when  lib  was  young, 
Faith  to  Thy  bosom,  aa  her  home,  hath  sprung. 
If  Hope's  retreat  hath  been,  through  all  the  past, 
The  shadow  by  the  Rock  of  Ages  cast, 
Father,  fmake  u*  not  I — when  tortures  nrge 
The  shrinking  tout  lo  that  mysterious  vei^ts, 
When  from  Thy  justice  to  Thy  bve  we  fly. 
On  Nature's  conflict  look  with  [Mtying  eye. 
Bid  the  strongwind,  the  fire,  the  earthquake  eeaaa. 
Come  in  the  stlU  small  vi^ce,  and  whisper- 
peace  1(5) 

For  oh !  H  is  awful— He  that  hath  beheh) 
The  parting  spirit,  by  its  (eon  repelled, 
Clir^  in  weak  terror  to  il*  earthly  chain. 
And  from  the  dizzy  brink  reoul,  in  vain; 
He  that  hath  seen  the  la*t  eonvulHTa  thne 
Dissdve  the  union  formed  and  closed  in  wo. 
Well  knows,  that  hour  is  awful.— In  tbe  piide 
Of  youth  and  health,  by  suilcrings  yet  untried, 
We  talk  of  Death  a*  something,  which  't  wen 

In  Glory's  anna  eiuldngly  lo  mec^ 
A  dodng  triumph,  a  majestic  scen^ 
When  gazing  nations  watch  the  hero's  men 
As,  undismayed  amidst  tits  tears  of  all, 
He  folds  bis  mantle,  regally  to  fell  1 

Hush, fond  enthusiartl — itill, obscure, and hn* 
Yet  not  !•*■  lenible  becMiss  lankiwwn. 
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b  tha  IbK  hour  of  thouuiMb — llie;  ratiie 
FroiD  life'i  thitHigeJ  piUi,  unnoticed  to  expire, 
At  the  ligbt  ImT,  whow  fall  Id  ruin  bun 
SoDie  tremUing  inaaet'i  little  worlJ  of  care*, 
Dracend*  in  lilence — wtiiJe  iroanil  waves  on 
The  mighty  tbreal,  Tcckko  wtutl  ia  gonel 
Sucb  ii  mi&'idoom — aixl,  en  ui  hour  be  Sown, 
— Stut  nol.lhiHi  triflcr! — uichnuj  be  thine  owi 

But  u  Ilia's  current  in  it<  ebb  ilnwe  our 
The  *hadi>wy  gulf,  then  walcea  %  tbouglit  al  leur, 
A  thrilling  thought,  nhieh,  haply  mocked  bi^fore, 
We  fain  would  uifle — but  it  ilttpa  no  morel 
Tbeie  MB,  nho  By  ita  nrannun  'midtf  Ihe  thnmg, 
That  jnn  the  masque  of  revelry  and  aong,    . 
YetitUl  Dnth'a  imBge,  bj  it*  power  icMorcd, 
Frawni  'midct  the  toh*  of  the  Itwlal  boiid, 
And,  when  deep  iliadee  o'er  earth  and  ocean 

And  the  heart  owni  the  might  of  eolitude, 
la  ill  law  whisper  heard — a  note  profound, 
But  wild  and  startling  as  the  trumpet-sound, 
That  bums,  with  andden  blast,  the  dead  repose 
Of  HKne  proud  city,  stormed  by  midnight  fuss! 

Ohi  vainly  reason's  scornful  voice  would  prove 
That  life  hath  oought  to  claim  such  hngeiing  love, 
And  ask,  if  e'er  the  ci^ve,  half  unchained. 
Clung  to  the  links  which  yet  his  step  restrained. 
In  vain  philosophy,  with  (nmquil  pride, 
Would  nwck  the  ibelingi  she  perchance  can  hide. 
Call  up  the  countless  arnuea  of  the  dead, 
Point  to  the  pathway  beaten  by  llieir  Irud, 
And  say—"  Wh^  wouMst  Ihoul  Shall  the  fixed 

Mads  far  creation,  be  nmmed  lor  Iha  7" 
— Poor,  feeble  aid  I — [vood  Stoic !  ask  not  why 
It  ia  enough,  that  nature  shrinks  to  die  I 
Enough,  thai  horror,  which  thy  wonts  upbraid, 
is  her  dicad  penalty,  and  miul  be  paid  I 
—Search  thy  deep  wisdom,  solve  the  sciice  d 

fined 
And  mystic  questions  of  tlie  parting  tnind, 
Half  flecked,  half  uttered— IcU  her,  what  shi 

buM 
In  whelming  grandeur,  on  her  vision  first. 
When  freed  (kho  mortal  filnuT — what  viewleas 

world 
Shall  Gnt  receive  her  wing  but  hdf  anfurled  1 
What  awfiil  and  unbodied  beings  guide 
tier  timid  flight  throng  legiona  yet  uDtriedl 
Say  if  at  once,  her  final  doom  to  hear. 
Before  her  God  the  tnmbler  muat  appear, 
Or  wait  that  day  of  terror,  when  the  sea 
Sliall  yield  its  hidden  dead,  and  heaven  and  earth 

shall  Beet 
UaA  tbon  no  answer  1 — then  deride  iw  more 
The  thoughts  that  aliiink,  yet  ceaas  not  to  explore 
Th'  unknown,  tb'  unseen,  the  future— though  Ihe 

aialiuieartUr*>«nds,be&tetlMOiiUit,  I 


Though  the  frame  shudder,  and  the  spirit  sigh, 
They  have  Iheir  source  in  iounoitaljty  1 
Whence,  than,  shall  strength,  which  reaaon's  aid 

An  equal  to  the  mortal  Gooflict  rue  1 

When,  on  the  awilt  pale  itoat,  whose  lightning 

Wliere'er  wa  fiy,  still  wins  the  dreadful  race. 
The  lai^ty  rider   oomea — oh  I  whence  shall  aid 
Be  drawn,  to  meet  their  rushing,  uodismayBd  1 
—Whence,  but  Ihun  Ihee,  Mctfiahl — thou  had 

The  taller  cup,  till  not  the  dregs  remained ; 
To  thee  the  struggle  and  the  pang  were  known, 
The  mystic  horror — all  became  Ihine  owu  I 

~       "no  hand  cetetlial  euccoui  bring. 
Till  scorn  and  anguish  tiaply  lost  their  stingi 
Came  not  th'  Archangel,  in  the  final  hour, 

thee  with  invulnerable  power! 
No,  Son  of  God  I  upon  thy  sacred  head. 
The  shafts  of  wrath  tbeii  tenlold  fury  sbail. 
From  man  averted — and  thy  path  on  high 
Passed  through  the  strait  of  fiercest  agony; 
For  thus  th'  Internal,  with  propitious  ejee, 
Recwived  the-laat,  Ih'  almighty  sacriGcel 

But  wake  1  bo  glad,  yo  nutionsl  from  the  tomb 
Is  won  ti;e  victory,  and  ia  fled  the  gloom  I 
The  vale  ofdeath  in  conquest  hath  been  irod. 
Break  foilh  in  joy,  ye  ransomed  1  sailh  yourCrodl 

ye  the  raptures  of  the  song  afar, 
And  hail  with  harpa  your  bright  and  morning  Mar 

1  llie  everlasting  galea  of  day 
Received  the  King  of  Glory  on  bis  wayl 
The  hope,  the  cooiforler  of  thoee  who  wept, 
And  the  finl-fruiu  of  them,  in  Hiio  thai  slept. 

'  >  triumphed  !  he  will  yet  sustain 
Frail  nature  unking  in  the  stnfe  of  |«in. 
Aided  by  Hiin,  around  the  mariyr'a  frame 
When  liercety  blazed  a  living  ahroud  of  fiaOH^ 
Hath  the  Gnu  aoul  exulted,  and  the  voice 
Railed  the  viclorioua  hymn,  and  cried,  "RcjuceJ* 
AlJt'd  by  Hiui,  tltongh  none  the  bed  attend. 
Where  the  lone  aufferer  dies  without  a  friend. 
He,  whom  the  busy  world  atiall  mias  no  mai« 
Tliiit  mom  one  dew-drop  from  her  countlese  ator^ 
B^rth'a  moal  neglected  child,  with  truating  bean, 
Called  to  tlio  hope  of  glory,  shall  doparl ! 

And  say,  oold  Sopbisl '.  if  by  thee  bereft 
Of  that  high  hope,  to  miaery  what  were  left  1 
But  for  the  vwoo  of  the  daya  to  be. 
But  for  the  ComfiKter,  deapiaed  by  thee. 
Should  we  not  wither  at  the  Chaatener'a  look, 
Should  we  not  sink  beneath  our  Qod'a  lebuke, 
When  o'er  our  heada  the  desolating  blast, 
Fraught  with  inscrutable  decrees,  hath  pusnil. 

irn  power  who  seeks  the  noblest  preiyi 
Hath  called  our  fairest  and  our  best  away  T  ' 

Should  wa  iMt  madden,  whan  our  eyes  behold 
AH  that  we  loved  in  marbl*  atiUotn  aU, 


igtizedoy  Google 


THE  SCEPTIC. 


m 


No  man  rasponnig  lo  oar  amile  or  ngh, 
fixed— fnneo—uleBt—klt  amUMjl 
But  for  tba  pnuniie,  kll  shiU  jet  be  well, 
Would  not  the  apirit  in  iU  paogt  rebel, 
BeDoth  ludi  clouili  u  dukened,  when  the  huid 
Of  nnith  lay  bai«7  <hi  nor  prtatrttte  land, 
Ami  thod,  jort  lent  tbj  gladdened  iila  lo  bleat, 
Then  anUcbed  from  euth  with  all  Ihy  loTelioeaa, 
With  all  a  natkot's  bteaonga  on  thj  bead, 
0  Engiuid'a  Bower  !  weit  gathered  lo  the  dead  1 
But  Ibou  didit  leach  na.    Thou  to  every  heart. 
Faith's  lofl;  leson  didst  thyaeir  impart  I 
When  fled  the  hope  throu^b  all  thy  pMigi  which 

When  thy  joang  boaom,  o'er  thj  KfeleH  child, 
Teanieil  with  Tain  longing — ilill  thy  patient  eya, 
To  it*  lait  light,  beamed  holy  coiutanc; ! 
Tom  from  ■  lotitn  dovdles  lunihiDe  cast, 
Amidat  those  agoniea — thy  first  and  last. 
Thy  pale  lip,  qntvainc  with  eoDtnlBw  throea, 
BnaUied  not  apUint — and  settled  iniepese; 
WhOe  ba««d  Ifay  nral  bead  to  Hin,  wh«aa  power 
apcke  in  the  fiat  of  that  midnight  hour. 
Who  from  Ib«  Mgbtot  Tinoa  of  a  thmiia, 
hon,  £loi7,  nnpin,  cUmed  thee  6x  Ui  own, 
Aid  ipnad  such  tanoi  o'er  the  sea-fpit  coaat, 
Ai  blaMed  Israel,  when  her  ark  WM  lost  1 

"  It  is  tlM  will  of  Ood  I"— Tot,  yet  we  heat 
The  word*  which  <^)sed  thy  beautiful  career, 
TMahentd  we  Epoam  thee  in  thy  blest  abode, 
Bitf  &S-  that  thought—"  It  b  the  will  of  Ood  I" 
Who  diall  arraign  th'  Etemat't  dark  decree, 
If  not  one  mannar  then  eKaped  from  thoel 
Oh!  Mill,  though  Tatiishing  without  a  trace, 
Thoa  bast  not  left  one  adon  oTth;  race, 
BdO  may  thy  memoty  Ueom  our  lates  among, 
Halbwed  by  &eedoi>^  and  enshrined  in  toogl 
Btifl  may  thy  pure,  majeallc  ^ril  dwell, 
Blight  on  the  ides  which  lored  thy  name  so  well, 
E^en  as  an  angel,  with  preiiiiii^  care, 
To  wake  and  guard  thine  own  high  tirtuei  there. 

For  lo  I  the  hoar  when  atonn  presaging  ahies 
CaH  aa  the  watchers  of  the  land  to  rise. 
To  wl  the  Bgn  of  lin  ott  e»ery  heigfat,(G) 
And  o'er  the  moontaina  rear,  with  patriot  might, 
Prepared,  if  BUmmoned,  in  its  cause  to  die, 
Tlw  bannerofoorlaitb,  the  Crete  of  lictoiyt 

By  tlui   hath  F"bI«~<  coogneRd— field  and 
flood 
HaTO  owned  her  tOTcnigut^ — alone  aha  atood. 
When  chain*  o'er  all  the  tceptied  earth  wen 

In  high  and  holy  dnglenett,  akne, 

But  mighty  in  her  God — and  abaU  she  now 

Potietbrion  th'  Omnipotent  to  bow  7 

Pnm  the  brigllt  fbunlaio  of  her  glory  turn, 

0(  «Mi  atranga  Am  npon  Ua  aUan  hum  1 

Nol  tarated  lan^  miM  rocka  and  biDowa  mda, 

ThlDDtd  in  thy  majeity  ef  toBtoda, 


Still  in  the  deep  aj^lum  of  thy  breatf 

Shall  the  pure  eletneota  ofgrBtlnett  lett, 

Virtae  and  Quth,  the  tutelary  powers, 

Thj  heartht  that  hallow,  and  defend  thy  lowent 

'ere  thy  Iwmlet-Tatee,  O  choeen  islet 
In  the  soft  beauly  of  their  verdure  soiilc. 
Where  yen  and  elm  o'ershade  the  lowly  fiano^ 
That  guard  the  peasant's  records  and  remains, 
Ma;  ths  blest  echoes  of  Ihe  Sabbalh4»U 
Sweet  on  Ihe  quiet  of  the  woodlands  swell, 
And  from  each  co(tag»dweUingof  thy  gladea. 
When  starlight  glimmen  throo^  tin  deepenii^ 

Derotion'a  tctce  in  cboni  hymns  arise. 

And  bear  the  Land's  warm  iocente  lo  the  ikiea. 

Thate  may  the  mether,  ai  with  aniiout  j^ 
To  Heaven  ber  leaaoni  eaasecmle  her  boy, 
Teach  his  young  accent!  iUll  the  inuuoftal  l^ya 
Of  Zion's  banit,  in  inspiralion's  day% 
When  Angels,  whispering  through  the  cedar's 

Prophelic  lonet  to  Jndah's  hsrp  coaveyed ; 

And  as,  ber  tout  all  glistening  in  hezejta, 

She  l»dt  Itie  prayer  of  infancy  arise. 

Tell  of  lus  name,  who  left  hk  throM  on  Ugh, 

Earth's  lowliest  lot  to  bear  and  sanctify, 

Uia  love  diviite,  by  keenest  anguish  Ined, 

And  liHidly  say—"  My  child,  far  thee  He  died!" 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  ISO,  col.  1. 

Failnil,  bscaosa  Eunial. 

**Ua  it  patient,  bocauae  He  is  etttnaL' 


Note  3,  page  150,  eid.  1. 
rir,  w  lb*  CKj  itf  ihy  Behn  IT  I 
Then  ye  shall  appoint  yon  cMea,  tr  be  dtiti 
of  lefogo  lor  yon ;  that  Ihe  slayer  may  flea  thither 
which  kiUeth  any  peraon  at  nnawares. — And  (bay 
thaB  be  unto  yoa  uties  &>t  nfiige  from  the  aTu>- 
gat." — .Vumters,  chap.  zzxr. 

Note  3,  page  IBO,  ecd.  9. 

And  ikit  ihsiliaiiibaiB  o(  tn  Imapir- 

"  Emy  man  in  the  cbamben  of  hie  imagaty.' 

Note  4,  page  161,  coL  9. 

■m  Mak  iba  eBF  gf  noMtaf. 

"  ThoD  hatt  dranken  the  dregs  of  Ae  cup  U 

tnmtflng,  and  wrong  them  oaL" — bataii,  chapL  & 

NeleIi,pageI51,eoI.9. 
OOBs  In  llM  aB  anal  nk^  aadwtdi|ar— fisea 

■■  And  behold,  tlw  Lord  paned  bgr,  and  a  giaai 
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■ail  itiong  wind  IBM  the  monnUim,  And  brake  In  [not  in  tbs  &m:  and  tftei  tlia  fin  ■  dill  mud) 

|de«*  the  locka  befera  Ihe  LonI ;  but  tb«  Lonl  toice." — 1  Kingt,  ctup.  xii. 

wu  not  in  tb«  wind :  uiJ  ifterthewindBnenrth-  Note  6,  pege  153,  eol  1. 

quake;  but  the  Lonl  wu  Dot  in  the  eartbqnike ;  Tb s(  ibg  rign  of  lln  en  arei?  balghL 

and  altar  the  euthqnake  a  fin  i  but  the  Lord  wu  j "  And  set  op  a  nga  of  fire." — yeremioA,  chi^  It 


atantas  to  tAr  jWrmors  ot  the  latt  Stns. 


Mllaia  WH  tbait  no  Uof  D] 
tat  (hen  !■  a  fvinCD  ud  a  |] 


ID  Ulen  iblMiRj  Id  InOI"— KuruoI. 


Ahothkb  warnin)[  lOQud  1  the  faneral  beO, 
Startling  the  dti«  of  Ihc  i^  once  more, 

WUh  meaiured  looee  of  nielaaeholj  anell, 
Strikei  on  th'  awakened  heart  from  ihore  to 

Be,  atwheaa  coming  monarcha  aink  to  Aatt, 
The  diamben  of  oar  palaeas  hath  trod. 

And  the  kmg-aufleiing  apmt  of  the  juil, 
Pure  from  ita  mini,  hath  returned  to  Qodi 

Yet  may  not  En^nd  o'er  her  Father  neep ; 

Thoughts  to  her  boaom  crowd,  loo  maii;,  and  loo 

Tun  voice  of  ReaeoDihoiht — thej  yet  mntf  flow. 

The  nnrestiaiaed,  involuntary  tean 
A  thonaand  feelinga  aaneliiy  the  wo, 

Roueed  by  the  glorioua  ahsdca  of  Taniahed  jeaHL 
Tell  u  no  more  "t  i*  not  the  time  lor  grief, 

Now  that  the  exile  of  the  acnil  ia  paat. 
And  Death,  bleat  meannger  of  HeaTcn'a  nSef, 

Hath  home  the  wanderer  to  hb  rert  at  laet; 
t'a  bim,  Elemtty  hath  Unlbtd  day. 
We  led,  we  know,  t  h  thu»— yot  Nature  wiD 

What  though  aiiudst  u^  like  a  blaeted  oak, 
Saddening  the  acene  where  once  it  nofaly  reign- 
ed, 

A  dread  meraoilal  of  the  lightning-etroke. 

Stamped  «nth  iti  Getj  record,  ha  remained  ; 

Aroand  that  diattered  tree  auU  iondly  dung 
Th'  nndjing  tendrila  of  our  low,  which  dr«w 

Freeh  nurture  from  ita  deep  decay,  and  iprung 
Luxuriant  Ihence,  to  Qlory'a  ruin  true; 

While  England  hung  her  tiophiea  m  the  stem. 

That  duMtately  itood,  unconadom  e'en  of  tAcn. 


Maroflempeatl  beandng  on  the  meat,* 
•eamea's  torch  of  Hope,  'raidit  peril*  dee^ 
eningluL 

Then  from  Oi'  itnalnmbering  inllaence  of  Ua 

worth, 
Strength,  ai  e/ inapiralion,  filled  the  land ; 
A  young,  but  quencUeaa,  flame  went  bti^y 
forth, 

Kindled  by  htm — who  nw  it  not  expand  I 
Such  was  the  will  of  Heaxen, — Ihe  gifted  seer, 

Who  with  hie  God  had  communed,  &ee  to  bat, 
And  from  the  houee  of  bandage,  and  of  fear, 

la  Gutb  ricloriooe,  tad  tba  chosen  race ; 
He,  through  the  deaert  and  the  waMe  Ihdr  gnlde, 
Saw  dimly  from  alar,  the  pmmiaed  land — and  died 

O  fulloTdayiandTirtnesI  on  thy  head 
Centred  the  woea  of  many  a  Intler  lot ; 

Fathers  ha*e  samwed  o'er  their  beaoteoui  dea^ 
Eye*,  quenched  in  n^t,  the  son  beam  ha*a 

Minda  have  striten  buoyantly  with  evil  years, 
And  sunk  beneath  their  gathering  wdght  al 
length; 

Bui  Pain  fat  thee  had  filted  a  cup  of  tears, 
Where  erery  anguish  mingl«l  all  its  strength; 

By  thy  lost  otiild  we  saw  thee  weepii^  stand. 

And  shadows  deep  around  tell  from  th'  ElamaTa 


<}f  Men  tmeoMeiaiM!  Oh  njHeiianrdaoml 

Who  shall  nnlbid  the  counsels  ofdte  sUeel 
lilt  was  the  Toice  which  roused,  *■  from  the  tomb, 

The  realnw  high  sool  to  loftiest  energies  I 
Ilia  w«i  the  spirit,  o'er  the  isles  which  threw 

The  mantle  of  its  fortitude ;  and  wroo^it 
In  erery  bosom,  powerful  (o  renew 

Each  dying  fpar^  ifinir'andKeamoosthoaalit: 


Then  came  the  noon  of  glory,  wluch  thy  dleams, 
Perchance  of  yore,  had  faintly  propheaisd; 

But  nhal  to  lAee  the  splendor  of  its  baaoM  1 
The  ice-nxA  glows  not  'midst  the  somuMc'* 
pride  1 

Nations  leaped  up  to  joy — as  streams  that  borst 
At  the  warm  touch  of  spring,  their  fioten  chain, 

And  o'er  the  plains,  whose  venlure  once  tboj 

Roll  in  eiutting  melody  again ; 


ibsalaaMpdailaiismiaii^  iriaMB|i 

EonldeTeil  bj  <lu  siUeii*  as  an  imn  sT 
Oasisiii^s  Fnosk 


.,y  Google 


STANZAS  TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  THE  LATE  KINO. 


lU 


And  bright  o'er  euth  the  lon^  majnttc  line 
Of  Engluid'a  triunipha  ivepl,  to  roan  all  beuti 
bat  thiiUL 

Ob!  what  a  dtnling  Tnim.by  tba  veil 

That  o'ar  thy  >(Hiit  hong,  waa  ahut  front  tbee, 
When  aMptTed  ehiellam*  thronged,  with  palnu, 
'     to  hail 

The  ennming  tale,  the  anointed  of  the  aea  t 
WHhin  thy  palace*  the  lordi  of  eaith 

Mel  to  rqoice, — rich  pageant*  glittered  b;, 
And  itatelj  reieli  imaged,  in  their  nurth, 

The  old  m«piific«nco  ofchivalr;. 
Thef  reached  not  thee, — amidrt  then),  J^  alnne, 
Stillnea  and  gloom  b^irt  one  dim  and  ahadowy 

y«t  wu  Ihera  ibercj  itill — if  joy  no  more 

Within  that  biased  ciiclo  might  Intmda, 
Eaith  had  no  grief  irhoaa  GxMtep  might  paM  o'er 

The  (ileat  Knut*  of  it*  Kititndfl  I 
Ifall  nnbaard  the  biidal  aong  awoke 

Our  beuU' full  ecboea,  ai  it  awelled  on  high ; 
Alike  UDbBtrd  the  ndden  diijo,  that  broke 

On  the  glad  atrain,  with  dread  ■olamaitj'  [ 
Iflbeland'iroae  unheeded  wotail*  bloom, 
AGke  onleit  the  atom,  that  awept  it  to  tha  tomb. 

And  ahe,  wha^  triad  through  all  the  atotmy  p*«l, 

Severel;,  deeply  proved,  in  many  an  hour, 
Watched  o'er  thee,  Gnn  and  fakhrul  to  the  lut, 

Snatained,  inapired,  by  itroog  aSection'a  powvr; 
Jf  to  thy  MMil  her  vdce  no  munc  bora, 

If  thy  cloaed  eye,  and  wandering  a^rit  caught 
No  light  from  looka,  that  bndty  wonld  explon 

Thy  nuen,  ibr  tiaoea  of  reaponaivs  thought ; 
Oh!  thoa  wert  ipaied  the  pang  that  would  have 

thnlled 

Thine  imnoat  lieart,  when  Death  that  anxiona 
boaom  (tilled. 

Thf  loved    onea    Ml  aronnd    thee — manhood'] 

Youtb,  with  ita  gkirj,  in  ita  fidneaa,  Age, 
AH  al  tha  gale*  of  Ibeit  eternal  dime 

Lay  doarn.and  cloaed  thai  roortal  falgrimage ; 
The  land  wore  aebea  for  It*  periihed  flowera, 

The  erave'a  imperial  harveat    Ttun,  meas- 

wtdle, 

Didat  walk  sneonadona  thnmgh  thy  royal  lowers, 

The  one  that  wept  not  in  the  tearlnl  iale  [ 
Aa  n  tlrot  warrior,  on  hia  hallle-plain, 
Brealhea  deep  In  dreama  amidat  thai 


And  who  can  tell  what  viaiona  might  be  thinet 
Tha  Hrewn  rf  thouglit,  tbongh  brokea,  ttill  waa 

Still  oVr  lEat  wave  Ibe  atan  of  heaTen  might  ahine, 
Wbeie  eaithly  hoage  woold  no  note  endon  1 


Thongh  many  a  atep,  of  once  familiar  atnind, 
Came  a*  a  alranger'a  o'er  thy  cloaing  ear. 

And  vucea  breathed  fcrgoUeo  lonea  aroand, 
Which  that  paternal  heart  once  thrilled  to  hear, 

The  mind  hatb  lenaei  of  it*  own,  and  power* 

To  peopk  boundlea*  worldii,  in  ill  moat  wander- 
ing honra. 

Nor  might  the  phanloma  to  thy  apirit  known 
B«  dark  or  wild,  creation*  of  remoT*e; 

Unatained  by  the^  the  blameleaa  pait  had  thrown 
No  fearful  ahadowa  o'er  Ibe  filtara'*  eourae ; 

For  thee  no  cloud,  from  memory'*  dread  abyaa. 
Might  ahape  each  forma  aa  haunt  the  tyrant^ 

And  cIoaiBg  np  each  avenoe  of  btiaa, 

Mnnnnr  their  aoounona,  lo  "  dcapair  and  die !" 

Nu  I  e'en  tboagh  joy  depart,  tnongh  reaaon  eeaa*^ 

rirtue'a  riuned  home  ja  redabat  of  peace. 

They  might  be  wilh  thee  atitl— the  loved,  the  triad, 

The  &ir,  the  lo«— they  might  be  whh  thee  (tai  I 
More  aoftly  leeo,  in  radiance  puhSed 

Prom  each  dim  vapour  <>t  terreatrial  ill ; 
Long  after  earth  ncnved  them,  and  the  note 

Ofthe  laat  requiem  o'er  Uieir  dual  waa  poured, 
Aa  paaaing  aunbeam*  o'er  thy  eool  might  float 

Tboae  form*,  from  u«  withdrawn — to  thee  t^ 


Sprit*  of  hi: 


Came  they  nitb-tldinga  from  the  worida  above, 

Thoae  viewlee*  ragioii*,  when  the  weary  raat  t 
Sevend  from  earth,  eatranged  from  mortal  low*, 

Waa  thy  myaleriona  converaa  with  the  Ue*t1 
Or  ahone  their  viaioiiBry  preaenee  bright 

With  human  beautyT — did  th^  imOea  tenew 
Thoae  day*  of  lacred  and  aerene  delight, 

When  fairest  heiogainthy  pathway  grew  1 
Oh  I  Heaven  luth  balm  lor  every  wound  it  makaa, 
Healing  the  broken  heaiti  it  amilo-  but  w^er 

Theafe  may  be  phantaiie* — and  tbi*  ilolH, 
Of  all  we  pictun  in  our  drasma,  i*  ania; 

That  rest,  made  perftct,  ia  at  length  thine  VfiA, 
Beat,  in  thy  God  bnmortally  aecure  1 

Enough  for  tranquil  faith  ;  teleaied  from  alt 
The  woea  that  graved  Heaven'*  leaaona  on  tby 

No  dond  to  dim,  no  fatter  to  i«tbntl. 

Haply  thine  eye  i*  on  thy  people  now , 
Whoea  love  around  thee  alill  jla  ofleiing*  abed. 
Though  vainly  iweet  a*  flowen,  grieT*  tribu*  ta 
thedead. 

Bntlfth' 
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M>j  etxt  one  gtince  of  tenilemMa  behiiid, 
Od  Keaes,  once  hallowed  bj  it*  mnUl  tio, 

How  taach  but  tboo  to  gua  on  I  ill  that  Uj 
B  J  the  daik  numtle  of  th  j  aoul  concealed, 

The  mifht,  Ihe  majeatj,  the  proud  am; 
Of  EngUnd'*  maich  o'n  man;  a  noble  6dd, 

All  aiiieid  bemaCh  thee,  in  a  Uaze  of  light. 

Shine  like  eome  glorioni  laul,  viewol  feim  an  At- 

Awftf  jamamptaow  thooghtl— daiwtad  wotl 

Tothj  freed  vbion  what  can  earth  diepla; 
Of  pmp,  of  nTattj,  that  ia  not  bint, 

BaoD  firam  the  birlb-plBoe  of  caiortiB]  dayl 
Oh  I  pale  and  weak  the  fun'a  leSected  ntjv, 

E'en  b  their  ferraoi  of  meridian  beat, 
To  him,  who  in  the  aanctaaij  jbmj  (;aaa 

On  the  bright  elovd  that  fiUa  the  nKTcj-aeat  t 
And  tboa  majeat  view,  liom  tbj  dinne  abodc^ 
The  dnat  of  empna  fiit,  befue  the  bteath  of 
Ck-d. 

AndralweiWMimtlMel  jvl  thr  plan  ia  toU 
Within  our  heaite-rthen-'aiU'JQne'tiiutc* 
dwelt, 

Bntcbariihed  itill;  and  o'ei  that  tie  deatroyed, 
Thaogh  Futh  lejnoe,  fimd  NatOM  atUl  miiat 

Beiteatb  the  lo^loTed  neptre  of  th;  «waj, 
Tbooaand*  wen  born,  who  now  in  duA  rapoae, 

And  man;-  a  bead,  with  jeara  and  aonowi  gny. 
Won  TODth'a  bright  tteaaw,  wban  th;  atar 

AbcI  max?  a  ^raiotMmind,  anca  that  Eiir  dkwn, 
B^  Ukd  atn  ^hete  with  light,  iM>w  U  Ua  aonra* 
wilUnwn. 


Eaithquakea  haw  ncked  the  natiana; — thing*  !•■ 

Th'anceatral  &bricB  ef  the  world,  went  down 
In  mini,  liom  whose  etonra  Amtntion  reared 

Hi*  londy  'pjmtad  of  dread  renown. 
Bat  wtwn  the  firaa,  that  long  bail  alumband,  pttA 

Deep  in  men'a  boaom*,  with  lolcanio  force, 
Bunting  their  priaon-^ouae,  each  bulwark  rent. 

And  awept  Mcb  bol]'  barrier  &Dia  their  eoone^ 
Firm  »nd  unmo*ed,  amidat  that  lava-flood. 
Still,  t;  ihina  ainLfi^^iiuLueent  bbdmark* 

Be  the;  ttemal  i—Ba  thj  children  Iband 

Smi,  to  their  oounti;'*  ahan,  tme  like  thee ; 
And,  while  "the  name  of  Briton"  ia  a  aooud 

Ofralljing  munc  to  the  brave  and  fiee, 
Wltb  the  high  Aiafing*,  at  the  word  which  awdl, 

Toinake  the  breaat  a  abrlne  for  Freedom'*  fluoM, 
Be  "'t"|i«^  llKNighta  of  him,  who  loved  *o  well, 

Who  left  ao  pOTB,  ita  heritage  of  liuiie  I 
Let  earth  with  trophia*  guard  the  oonqnanr^i  dnM, 
HeavtD  In  oar  aonk  embalma  the  ntmatj  of  ttw 

An  elae  ihaH  pMa  awa^r— Ibl^rpnea  ofUngt, 

The  ver7  trace*  of  '\r'  '"latlf  ''fP^'*J 
Bnt  nandier  not  with  periahable  thing* 

Tbe  hoi;  reooi^  Tiitne  leaTea  tba  heut, 
HeirJomn*  fton  i«ce  to  ram  I — and  oh  I  in  da;^ 

When,  bj  Ae  ;el  unborn,  th;  dead*  are  bleat, 
When  oar  *on*  l*arti,  "  aa  honaahoM  wcvda,"  th; 
pn^ 

Still  on  thine  offl^nlng  nu^  th;  apfaJt  ie*t  1 
And  man;  a  name  of  that  Imperial  line. 
Father  and  paBfatI  btand,  in  En^tand'*  anivs 


JKovem  eivttte. 


OOnacel  ihoo laplaia an 


Wbtdi  n  M(bl  Bckim  Uooadu  Fknn  ba^ 

B>  ilili  iliT  palm,  aad  [boo,  nod  Uhid  limt, 

b  Ibw  hBK  mit  nr,  In  cbw  ainDad, 

" ad  wkb  lb*  koraaf  aamlng  TIdm. 


tJal  wbonathtrod 

Pair  land  of  PUfiall  tbame  of  toft; 

And  traeed  eadi  aoaoat  that,  'ttiM  Ihe  imAM 

of  data, 
Tba  pnntof  Glorr^ipeiliiv  ■*"?  i">>iB*; 
Nor  for  awhile.  In  hlgh-wroagfat  dream*,  forgot, 
MiMing  on  ;earB  gone  b;  In  brightneai  there, 
Tba  hope*,  tbe  lean,  the  Kirrawi  of  lua  lot, 
TiMhDMbiB&tehath  wimi,or;atma;w«*i; 


n. 

lalberewbodewawilhoold,  onaltered  mten, 
Hia  fitnen  heart  with  proud  indiflisreMe  finnght, 
Each  aacred  bannt,  each  nnfiagotten  acene. 
Where  Freedom  trinmpbad,  oi  where  Wladon 

tattgfati 
Sonla  that  too  deepl;  leel,  oh,  env;  not 
The  ■uI^ealm;oiir  fata  bath  itatnrkiMWB: 
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Throogb  tlia  dull  twilight  of  that  wintijlat 
GeniiN  ne'el  piaroeil,  Dor  Panej'i  Minhau 

Kn  thoM  high  thonchU,  th^  hi^aiis  Glorj' 

Qlow  with  Um  ganMOiM  ftunca  of  evaij  igs  and 

in. 

But  blot  the  wuideni,  whoM  enthinut  miad 
Each  aieae  of  mcicnt  dsji  bath  deep  imbued 
With  loft;  lore ;  ami  all  bie  tbaughU  refiaed 
Id  the  ealm  achool  of  dietit  lolituile; 
Pound  on  hi* Mr, 'midil  groves  and  glcDirctind, 
Tbe  might;  MraiDi  of  each  illmtrioui  cliine, 
Afl  that  hath  Knd,  while  empire*  haie  eipiied, 
To  float  for  ever  od  the  winds  of  Time; 
And  on  hi*  nol  iadeliblf  portrajed 
Pht  Tiaoikai?  fomu,  to  Gli  och  elaaiie  ihads. 

IV. 
b  not  fail  miiid,  to  meuier  thought*  trnknown, 
A  *aDctaal7  <^  beauty  and  of  ligbtl 
Theie  be  may  dwell,  in  regioiu  alt  hi*  Own, 
A  world  of  dreanw,  where  all  ii  pure  and  bright 
For  him  the^cenes  of  old  ranmni  poeaeai 
Rsnantie  chanui,  all  felled  (mm  other  ejea ; 
There  ercry  Ibrm  of  lutun'a  liiiinliiii  — 
Waka  in  hi*  breait  a  tbouaaod  aympathfe*', 
Af  nnMc**  wke,  in  •ome  bo*  monntaliHleU, 
Ffom  mek*  and  cavea  aroond  call*  forth  each 

V. 


Aad  tbe  wfld-mie  jet  E*e*  lo  bnatbe  and  bloom, 
BaniMi  Doric  Pe*tnni'*  lAfij  fiuMa.(l) 
Brtmoiti&irQnBoet  on  thy  majeatlo  ahen 
He  fab  the  faror*  <3t  hi*  aj^t  rfae; 
TbonUnli-idaoeoftheMiiMt  wbon  Toioa,  of 

yora, 
Biealhed  in  thy  grarea  bnmoital  bannaale*; 
And  EngBTB  arill  anwnd  the  well-known  coaat, 
ig  a  wild  lanweU  lo  fame  and  frsadom 


VI 
Bj  (taa,  thai  flow  in  biightne**  a*  they  lave 
Thy  rocka,  th'  enthndait,  rapt  in  thon^t,  may 

While  rorea  hi*  eye  o'er  that  daaerted  wave, 
Onea  the  pnmd  aceoe  of  battle'a  dread  anaj. 
— O  ye  Nue  water*  I  ye,  of  old  that  bore 
Tba  tne,  the  amqnering,  bymiMd  by  cbonl 


HcFW  an  tba  ndgbty  Taniahed  in  their  pildel 

E'oi  aatlteirbarkahaTe  left  no  trace*  on  your  tida. 

VIL 

Hualted  ue  the  Pcana  whoae  ejiulting  tone 

Swelled   o'er  that  tide(2)— the  aan*  of  battla 

The  wind'a  wild  aigh,  Ihe  halcyon'*  rdce,  aloiw 
Blend  with  the  phuntiTe  munrnn'  of  the  d<^. 
Tet  when  those  wa<ea  baie  caught  the  spleodid 

Of  tDom'*  rich  firmament,  serenely  bright. 
Or  aeidng  sDn*  the  lovely  abate  sufiuse 
With  an  thdr  purple  mdlowne**  of  light, 
Oh  I  who  eoold  Tiew  the  aceike,  *o  cahnly  &ir, 
Nor  dream  that  peaoa,  and  jov,  and  liber^,  wen 

VIIL 
Wbere  soft  the  lUDbeam*  play,  the  i^ihyt* 

'T  ii  hard  to  deem  that  miaery  can  be  nigh; 
Where  the  dear  beavena  in  blue  tranapareno* 

Life  sboijd  be  cakn  and  doudleaa  aa  the  *ky; 
— Tet  o'er  the  k>w,  daik  dwelbnga  of  the  dead, 
Teidaie  and  Bowen  in  sommei-bkioai  may 

And  ify-bongb*  their  gracefiil  drapery  sprr«d 
Id  green  loiurianoB  o'er  the  ruined  pile; 
And  mantling  woodtxne  vails  the  withered 

And  thus  it  is,  lair  land,  fbiaakaa  Qnecel  wftb 


For  all  the  lorelincaa,  and  light,  aoJ  Uooo^ 
That  yet  an  thine,  aarriving  many  a  ftocm, 
An  but  a*  beaTcn's  warm  radiano*  mi  thf 

The  roae'i  Uush  that  mask*  the  eaoker-woMil— 
And  tbaa  art  desolate — thy  nxim  hath  paassd 
&o  danling  in  the  spleodor  of  iu  way. 
That  the  darit  shades  the  Dight  bath  o'er  Hms 

east 
Thrmr  lenfbld  gtoom  aronnd  thy  deep  decay. 
Onee  (mod  b  fireedom,  stiB  bi  ruin  ftir, 
Thy  fhle  balh  been  tmmatcbed— in  |l«7  and 


Tor  thee,  lost  landl  the  hero'a  Mood  bath  flowM, 
Tb*  Ugh  in  sool  have  brightly  Hred  and  dinl ; 
For  thee  the  Hght  of  sowing  genius  gbwed 
0*«r  the  lair  arte  it  fbrnwd  and  gloriSed. 
Thine  wen  the  minda,  whose  eneTgie*  loblin* 
So  diatanced  ages  in  their  lightning-rac^ 
The  taak  the;  left  Ibe  sons  of  later  tia» 
Was  but  to  £j]low  their  iUomined  trace. 
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XI. 
Lol  totheieeiiMaffictiiM'inililert  Ukt, 
Har  ovm  bright  EtM,  %  laii,  Moreal  flia,(3] 
To  Mek  repoK  'midst  lieh,  ronuuitk  vtlea, 
Whan  inccnu  rnoDnta  to  Adn'i  TiTid  ikies. 
Then  ahill  be  re«t1 — Alul  hit  hopeaia  tud 
Goide  to  tbs  inn-clad  legionf  of  the  palm, 
Peaco  dwells  not  now  on  oriental  plain, 
Tboogb  cuth  ia  ftuitfulDceB,  and  air  U  balm; 
And  the  lad  wanderer  finds  bat  lawlets  foes, 
Where  patriarchs  isigned  of  old  in  pastoral  repcae. 

xir. 

Whaie  Bjria's  nuHmtitna  rin,OT  Yeoien's  gntot. 
Or  Tigria  roUa  hie  genii-haunted  wsto, 
Lift  to  his  ejB,  as  wearilj  it  tovbi^ 
Wears  but  two  forms— the  tyrant  ami  the  alave  1 
Then  the  fierce  Arab  leads  his  duing  horde. 
Whan  iweepalha  awid-aloiin  o'er  the  bumimr 

wad, 

Tbanelem  Oppreamon  waves  the  waati  nxi  word. 

O'er  plaini  that  smile,  u  andenl  Eden  smiled; 

And  the  "ale'a  boaom,  and  the  desert'*  gloom, 

field  to  the  injnred  then  no  shelter  save  the  torn 

XIII. 
Bnt  then,  fitir  world  I  whose  fresh,  unsullied 

Widcomed  Columbus  from  the  western  wave, 
Wilt  than  receiTe  (he  wandenr  to  tbine  armi,(4) 
The  Igst  descendant  of  the  immortal  brave  1 
Amidst  the  wild  magnificence  of  shades 
That  o'er  Ihy  Oooda  Uieir  twilight-grandeur  cast, 
In  the  green  depths  of  thine  untroilden  glades. 
Shall  he  not  rear  bis  bower  of  peace  at  last  1 
Yea  I  thou  hast  manj  a  lone,  majestic  scene, 
Bhiined  in  primeval  woods,  whrn  deapotne'er  hath 


XIV. 

There,  by  sonw  lake,  whose  bine,  eipansve  breast 
Blight  from  afar,  an  inland-ocean,  gleams, 
Qlrt  with  vast  solitudas,  profusely  dfessad 
In  tints lilw  those  that  float  o'er  poet's  dreams; 
Or  where  some  flood  fma  r'W  Had  moontalil 

Ita  Ddght  of  waters,  glittering  in  their  foam, 
"Mhlst  the  rich  Terdun  of  its  wooded  shore^ 
The  exiled  Gnak  hath  fixed  blssrlvan  hnoie: 
So  deeply  lone,  that  laond  (he  wild  retnat 
K-ana  have  lbs  paths  beea  trod  iyj  Indian  htuts- 


The  ftxcili  are  around  him  in  Ibrar  pride, 
The  green  aavaiuia)^  and  the  migbtj  waves 


And  isles  oTfioweriibrigbl-SDattiig  o'erlbo  laJe,(i; 
That  image*  the  Giiry  world  il  laves, 
And  stillness,  and  luxuriance— o'er  hi*  hewl 
The  ancient  cedars  wave  their  peopled  bowers, 
On  hi^  the  palms  their  graceful  foliage  ^iread, 
CiDCtund  with  rosea  the  magnolia  lowera, 
And  friHn  those  green  arcades  a  thousand  tnnM 
Wake  with  each  breeze,  whose  vuce  IhrougliNa' 

XVI, 
And  there,  no  traees  left  by  brij^ter  day*^ 
For  ^oij  lost  may  wake  a  sigh  of  grief. 
Some  grassy  mound  perchance  may  meet  hisgus, 
The  lone  memorial  of  an  Indian  chief 
There  man  not  yet  hath  nuriied  the  bouiidkw 

plain 
With  marble  records  of  bis  fame  and  power ; 
The  Ibrcst  is  his  everlasting  lane, 
The  palm  bis  monument,  the  rack  his  lower. 
Th'  eternal  torrent,  and  the  giant  tree, 
Remind  him  but  that  they,  like  him,  are  wildly  free. 
XVII. 
But  doth  the  exile's  heart  seraiely  then 
In  sunshine  dwellt— Ah!  when  was  exile  bleatl 
When  did  bright  scene*,  clear  heavens,  or  sum 

Cbsie  from  his  soul  (be  fiiver  gf  unrest  1 
— There  is  a  heait-skk  weariness  of  mood. 
That  like  slow  poison  viastc*  the  vital  ([tow, 
And  •brines  itself  in  mental  solitude. 
An  uncomplaining  and  a  nameless  wo. 
That  coldly  smiles 'midst  pleasure's  brighteetny 
As  the  cliill  glacier's  peak  refiects  the  flush  of  da> 

'     XVIIL 
Sudi  giief  is  Ihdra,  who,  fixed  an  forngn  shore, 
Bigh  for  the  Sfurit  of  their  native  galek. 
As  pines  the  seaman,  'midst  the  ocean's  roar, 
Forthe  green  earth,  with  all  its  woods  and  vaks. 
Thus  feels  thy  child,  whose  memory  dwelh  with 

thee. 
Loved  Greece!  all  sunk  and  blighted  as  tbon  ait ; 
Though  thought  and  Btepin  western  wilJsbe  tree. 
Yet  thine  an  still  the  day-dreams  of  his  heart; 
The  desert*  *pread  between,  the  billowa  foam, 

Thau,distantandinchain*,BrtyethisEpiht'*honie. 
XIX 
In  vain  for  him  the  gay  liannes  entwine. 
Or  the  green  fire-fly  sparkles  through  the  brakes, 
Or  summer-winds  waft  odouts  from  the  pine. 
As  eve's  last  blush  ii  dying  on  Iho  lakes. 
ThroQgb  thy  fair  vales  liis  fancy  nvia  the  while, 
Or  breathes  the  freshnea  of  Cithnron's  height, 
Or  dreams  howsoftlyAtbcns'towen  would smilt^ 
Ot  Sunium's  ruins,  in  the  lading  light ; 
On  Corinth's  clilT  what  sunset  hue*  may  sleep. 

Or,  at  that  placid  hour,  how  cahntb'  EgeaaJeepI 
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Whit  Kann,  what  nuibeuiii,  us  to  hiin  liks 


joy. 

And  be  who  comes,  the  pilgrim  of  &  dij, 
A  fmag  wuideKT  o'er  each  Altic  hill, 
Sigta  a*  hi*  fooMepi  torn  from  thy  dscay. 
To  hi^hing  cHmet,  where  all  k  aplmdodT  Mfll ; 
And  Tiewi  with  fond  ngnttbjlaaaeiiiiig  ■bora, 
As  b>  would  waleh  a  atar  that  nti  to  IMS  iw  moi 

XXL 

Rcdm  of  aad  baan^  1  thoa  ut  aa  ■  ahrina 
That  Pancf  lUtawUh  Derotioii'a  leal, 
To  catch  high  tboughta  anJ  impnlaea  diTiiw, 
And  all  the  glow  of  aool  enthariatta  led 
ArnidX  the  tomb  of  betoea—  for  the  brsTe 
Whnae  duit,  ■>  many  an  age,  baih  been  thy  khI, 
FenrDost  in  hononr'a  [dialani,  di«d  to  uve 
Tbe  land  redeenieil  and  hallowed  by  Uieir  loii ; 
And  then  ia  langnage  in  thy  lighteat  gale, 
That  o'er  tbe  plaint  they  won  aeenit  murmurinj 
yet  their  tale. 

xxn. 

And  he,  whoae  haart  ii  weaiy  of  tbe  atiils 
Of  meaner  Bpirita,  and  whom  mental  gaze 
Would  ihun  the  dull,  cold  Unlenen  of  life, 
Awhile  to  dwell  amldit  aubKioer  day*, 
Mnit  turn  to  thee,  whose  erer;  Taltey  teema 
With  proud  lemembrancei  that  can  not  die. 
Tby  glena  an  peopled  with  inipiiing  dieama, 
Thy  winda,  tbe  roico  of  oracles  gone  by ; 
And  'midat  tby  laurel  shaJec  the  wanderer  bean 
Tbe  aound  of  mighty  names,  the  hjaiQa  of  Tanish- 

XXIII. 
Tbraogh  that  deep  sDliiode  be  hi*  to  stny, 
Bj  Fann  and  Oread  loved  in  age*  part. 
Where  dear  Peneua  windi  hie  rapid  way 
Tbroogh  Uie  cleA  Iwights,  in  antique  grandeur 

vast. 
Rimanik  Tempel  thon  art  yet  the  same — 
Wild,  as  when  sung  by  batda  of  elder  time  ^6) 
Years,  that  bare  changed  tby  rirer'a  clandc 

l»™,(7) 
Hare  left  tliee  Mill  in  aarags  pomp  tublime 
And  from  thine  Alpine  defta,  and  maiUe  cafes, 
tn  Bring  lurtre  atill  break,  btth  the  fountun-wsTea. 

XXIV. 

Bcnsalh  thy  mountain  batUemeDts  and  lowen, 
Whsra  the  Aeb  artinte'B  coral  henries  glow,(8) 
Or  'nodrt  th'  sinbeianes  of  thy  brcet  bowers, 
Castfaig  deep  shadowa  o'oi  ttM  current's  Bow, 


Oft  shall  tbe  ^rim  pause,  in  lone  reoeas, 

As  lock  and  stream  some  glancing  light  bais 

And  gaze,  till  Nature's  mighty  Einnt  imptesa 
His  soul  with  deep  aublioiity  of  Ibuugbtj 

And  linger  oft,  lecalUog  man;  a  tale, 
That  breeie,  and  wave,  and  wood,  seem  whispM' 
ing  through  thy  dale. 

XXV. 

Es,  thought-entranced,  may  wuhJot  where  of 

old 
From  Ddphi's  chasm  the  mystic  vapor  rosc^ 
And  ttemUiug  nations  beard  tbdr  doom  foretold, 
By  the  dread  spirit  thtoned  'midst  rocks  and 

Though  its  rich  fanes  be  blended  with  the  du^ 
And  dtonce  now  the  batlaned  haunt  poasesa. 
Still  is  the  scene  of  andenl  rites  august, 
Magnificent  in  mountain  lonelineas ; 
Still  Inspration  hovers  o'er  the  ground, 
Wlwra  Qreece  hercouncila  hdd,(9}  her  PylhlaB 
TJclocs  crowned. 

XXVI. 
Or  let  his  steps  the  rude,  gray  clifls  explore 
Of  that  wild  pass,  once  dyed  with  Spartan  blood, 
When  by  the  waves  that  break  on  CEta'a  ahoie, 
Tbe  few,  the  feariess,  the  devoted,  stood  ! 
Or  rove  where,  shadowing  Manlinea'a  plain, 
Bloom  Ihewild  laurels  o'er  the  wartikedead,(l(^ 


Or  I. 


e  Piatt 


To  mark  the  battl^-fleld  of  ages  fled 
Still  o'er  such  scenes  presides  a  aacred  power, 
Though  Fiction's  gods  have  fled  from  fimntalii, 

grot,  and  bower. 


Oht  atill  unblamed  may  fancy  Ibndly  deem 
That,  Ungering  yet,  benignant  genii  dweU, 
Wlun  mortal  woitb  has  baUowed  grtna  or 

To  sway  the  heart  with  some  ennobling  spell. 
For  mightiert  minde  have  felt  tbdr  blert  oontrol, 
In  the  wood'a  muranu,  in  the  zephyr'a  a^, 
And  these  an  dreann  that  lend  a  voice  and  sold, 
And  a  Ugh  power,  to  Nature's  miyestyl 
And  nte>  caniovs  o'er  Gredan  ebores,  nor  feat, 
Ml  o'er  bis  inmost  heart,  thdr  secret  magic  Meal  1 

XXVIII. 
Yet  many  ft  sad  nality  is  tbei«, 
That  ftncy's  bright  illusions  can  dm  nSL 
Purs  langhs  tbe  light,  and  balmy  braathes  tba 

But  Slavery'a  msin  will  tell  its  Uttac  talo; 
And  there  not  Peace,  but  Desolation,  ttmn* 
Delusive  qvet  o'er  Ibll  nun;  a  sceoe, 
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XXIX. 

Hut  tbOQ  beheld  jome  BovsragD  ipint,  harled 
Bj  Fate'i  rode  tempeft  &otn  iU  ndiuit  vptiMe, 
Doomed  to  retign  the  homage  of  a  world, 
Pot  Pity'i  deepert  ngh,  and  wdJeit  tearl 
Ohl  faaM  thou  wsiched   ths  awful  wreck  of 

That  weueth  itin  a  glor;  in  ilacaj  I 
Seen  all  that  daaica  and  delight*  mankind — 
Thought,  adence,  geniiu,  to  the  •torm  a  pie;, 
And  o'er  the  blaited  tree,  the  withered  ground, 
DMpair'i  wild   nightahade  spieail,   and   darkl; 
flouiiah  round  i 

XXX 

So  mayMt  tttoa  guc,  in  wul  and  awe-tfrack 

thought, 
On  the  deep  Ml  of  that  yst  lovely  clime : 
Bacti  there  the  ruin  Time  and   Fate  have 

So  changed  the  bright,  the  ^lendid,  the  lub- 


Spreadi  the  ebill  Ui^l — u  in  that  orient  iaie. 
When  the  dark  upai  tainU  the  gale  arouDd,(II) 
Within  iti  prednct*  not  a  flower  may  imile. 
Nor  dew  nor  MuiehiDe  feitiliie  the  ground ; 
Nor  wild  Urdi*  muac  float  on  nf^yr's  breath, 
But  all  taetlence  round,  and  aolitaiie,  and  death. 

XXXIU. 

Far  other  influence  poured  the  Cieasent'i  li^t, 
O'lr  conqncml  raalma,  in  agee  part  away; 
Full  and  alme  it  beamed,  intmuely  bright, 
While  diMant  elimea  in  midnight  daifcneea  lay. 
Then  tne  th'  Alhambra,  with  it*  Glanli  aod 

Fail  marble  hall^  •Icon*,  and  orange  bowan: 
It*  ecnlptuivd  lioDa,(13)  richly  wrought  anade^ 
Aerial  pitlan,  and  ancluuited  lowen; 

Light,  eptendid,  wild  a*  aome  Aratean  tale 
Would  [Hclar*  libry  domee,  that  fleet  before  the 


There  the  proud  monnmenia  of  VaWe  name. 
The  mighty  woike  Ambition  piled  on  high. 
The  rich  remaiu  by  Art  bequeathed  to  Fame^ 
Qme,  beauty,  grandeur,  etrcogth,  and  lyn- 

Bland  in  decay;  white  all  that  yet  ia  fidr 
Beam*  only  qiared  to  tell  how  much  hath  periahed 
theiel 

XXXI. 


The  nnraldering  tono,  the  forgotten  boat, 
'    The  warrior'eDm,  the  altar*!  raoa^  etene  t 
Amidit  the  hmettneei  of  ahatteicd  Iknea, 
Still  matchlea  monomenti  of  other  jrnn, 
O'er  cypress  grdwe,  or  ■oHlal^  plabia, 
ila  eaetem  farm  the  mlDaiet  proodly  lean ; 
A*  Ml  some  eapme  city'*  mined  wall 
The  victor'*  banner  wave*,  eiolling  o'er  tt*  SdL 

XXXIL 
RliU,  when  that  colamn  of  Ae  mnqne  aapiiee, 
l-andmark  of  ilatny,  towering  o'er  the  waete, 
Thne  icience  droop*,  the  Mueei  huih  their 

And  i/er  the  blunm*  of  &ncy  andof  taate 


XXXIV. 


Then  foelered  geniu*  lent  eacit  Caliph'i  tbiooe 
Luetre  ttarbBlic  pomp  could  ne'er  attain ; 
And  Man  unnumbered  o'er  the  orient  ahone, 
Bright   a*  that   Pleiad,  Ruined  in  Mecca'* 

luie.(13) 
From  Bagdat'a  palaoe*  Ae  choral  atnin* 
Roee  and  reCchoed  to  the  dnerl'a  bonnd. 
And  Seience,  wooed  on  Egypt'*  burning  plains 
Reared  her  majeetic  head  with  glory  crowoed; 
And  (he  wild  Muae*  breathed  romantic  bre, 
Prom  Syria'*  palmy  grove*  to  Andaluma'a  (hoMk 

XXXT. 
Tbeee  yean  have  poaaed  b  radiance— they 

havepuied, 
Aa  nnki  the  day'itar  in  the  trope  main ; 
Hi*  parting  beam*  no  eoft  reflection  caat, 
They  bum— are  qoencbed — ud  dcepeat  ihk- 

dowarrign. 
And  Fame  and  Science  have  not  left  a  tncc^ 
In  the  vaal  Tcpona  of  the  Moalem'*  power, — 
Region*,  to  Intellect  a  deaert  apace, 
A  wild  without  a  fountain  or  a  Rower, 
Where  tower*  oppreaaioa  'midst  the  deepening 

gloom*, 
A*  dark  and  lone  aecend*  the  cypres*  'midtt  the 

XXXVI. 

Ala*  far  thee,  fair  Greacel  when  Ana  poured 
Her  fierce  fanatics  to  Byianliuoi's  wall. 
When  Europe  sheathed,  in  apathy,  her  awoid, 
And  heard  unmoved  the  fated  city's  call, 
No  bold  cnuaders  ranged  thdt  serried  line 
Of  ipeara  and  bannen  nnuid  a  fidKng  thme 
And  thou,  O  U*t  ami  noblert  Conalantine  !(U] 
Didst  meet  the  storm  unahrinking  and  bIbm 
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Oh !  bleat  to  die  in  frMtloD),  tboDgh  in  *>Jn, 
Tliiiie  em^Jtr'a  praud  eiehuigs  the  gnn,  uid  not 
the  cbun. 

XXX  Vlt 

Himhed  ia  Bjiantium — "1  ia  the  dead  of  night — 
The  cIo«iii2  night  of  that  imperUI  noe  \15) 
And  all  ia  ligi]— but  the  eye  of  light 
Bhall  amn  anfold,  >  wilder  ecene  to  tnce ; 
There  ia  >  mannuring  Rillneai  on  the  tnin, 
Thronging  the  midiiight  itraeta,  nt  mom  to  die; 
And  to  the  eraaa,  in  biT  Sophia'i  fine, 
For  the  laat  time  a  niaed  Devotion's  eje ; 
And,  in  hia  heut  wbDe  fiuth'i  bright  vitiona 


XXX  VIII. 

Pa;  breaka  in  light  and  gtory--tkthe  boor 
Of  oonflict  and  of  ftte— themr-nole  ealla — 
Deepair  halh  lent  >  aten,  deliriona  power 
To  the  br»e  few  tb&t  gnard  the  nmput  walla. 
Far  over  Mannora'a  waves  th'  artilkrj'i  peal 
Pmclaima  an  empire'i  doom  in  everjr  note ; 
Tambonr  and  tmmpel  awetl  the  chuh  of  ateel, 
Round  aiurB  md  dome  the  cloudi  of  battle  Boat ; 
From  camp  and  wave  niah  on  the  eraacent's  hoit, 
And  the  Seven  Toinira(16)  are  acaled,  and  all  ia 
won  and  loM. 

XXXIX. 

Then,  Gnecel  the  t«mpeat  nee,  Oat  bant  a 

titet. 
Land  of  (be  hard,  the  wanioT,  and  the  aagel 
Obi  where  were  then  Ihj  aoni,  the  gnat,  tb 

fieel 
Whsae  deeda  an  goldlng^ataia  Aom  \gs  to  agel 
Tboagh  firm  th;  battlementa  of  enga  and  anoi 
And  bright  the  iiuiiDai7ofthj  daja  of  pitde, 
In  BMonlain  mif;ht  though  Coiintb'a  faittoei 


dth' invading  tide) 
Oh  >  Tain  the  rock,  the  rampart,  and  the  tower, 
If  Fnedom  guard  them  not  with  Miod'a  ddood- 
qoerad  power. 

XL. 
Where  wen  th'  avengen  then,  whoaa  viewleaa 

PraMrved  bvlotate  their  antUI  ftne,(I7) 
When  througb  the  ateep   ieSltt  to  Delphi' 

height, 
In  martial  aplandoi  ponred  the  Feraian'a  tnini 
Than  did  thoae  ou^ty  and  myiterioui  Fowen, 
Armed  with  the  elements,  to  vengeance  wahe, 
Caf  the  dread  aionna  to  darken  loand  their  (ow- 

Horl  down  iIm  rocks,  and  Udthethnndenlntdi; 


Tin  for  around,  with  deep  and  feariul  clang. 
Sounds  of  uneatthl;  war  Lhrongh  wild  PanuuMM 


XU. 

Where  was  the  apirit  of  the  victor-throng. 
Whose  tombs  are  gloikus  by  Scamandei'a  tide. 
Whose  names  are  bright  in  everlasting  song, 
The  h)rd>  of  war,  the  praised,  the  daifiedl 
Where  he,  the  hero  of  a  tbouuod  la;a. 
Who  from  the  dewl  at  Marathon  araae(tB) 
All  armed ;  and  beaming  on  th'  Athenian's  gnu^ 
A  battle-meteor,  guided  to  thdr  foeat 
Or  they  whose  forma,  to  Alaric'a  awe-atriKk 
eyB,(19) 

'  Athena,  Uaied,  in  aii7  panopl;! 


XLII. 
Ye  slept,  oh  beroasl  chief  onea  of  the  earth  l(M)    i 
High  dam-gods  of  anolent  days  I  ye  ilept. 
Their  lived  no  apark  of  yoor  ascendant  wc«h, 
When  o'er  your  land  the  vietor  Moslem  swept; 
Ne  patriot  then  tlw  smu  of  freedom  led. 
In  mountairi'pBB  devotedly  lo  die ; 
The  martyr-apirit  of  resolve  iras  fled, 
And  the  high  aoul's  unconqnered  buoysncy ; 
And  b;  your  grana,  and  on  your  hattle.plMii^ 
Warrior*  1  your  children  knelt,  to  wmi  the  strait- 
ger*!  ehaina. 

XLIIL 
Now  have  yoor  Irophiea  vanished,  and  yoat 

Are  mouldered  from  the  euth,  wkDa  scane  r^ 

E'en  the  fiint  truwa  of  the  andent  tombs 
That  mark  where  ulcsp  tbe  shyen  or  the  alaln. 
Tour  deeds  are  with  the  deeda  of  glory  flown, 
The  lyres  are  hnshed  that  awetted  your  hial 

alkr, 
The  halla  that  echoed  to  thur  aaunda  an  gone. 
Perished    the  oonqncring    weapons  of    jonr 

war;(ai} 
And  if  a  massy  stone  year  names  ntalo, 
riihnttottd  your  aoiia,fattbaniyediedin«ain. 


Tet,w 


XUV. 
IS  lone  sepnhhnd  rdlo  stands. 


Thai  with  thoae  names  tradition  haltoirs  yet, 
Oft  shall  the  wandering  ion  of  other  hnds 
linger  in  solemn  thought  and  hushed  regret. 
And  atHl  have  legends  maiked  the  lon^  spiit 
Where  low  the  dust  of  Agamemnon  Hes; 
And  shades  of  kings  and  Inders  nnfilrgot, 
Hovering  around,  to  bncj'a  viaion  iln. 
Bonis  of  the  heroes  1  seek  your  nat  again. 


Ilon'o 
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XLV. 


Lo,  where  tti' Albanian  apreada  hit  despot  twtj 
O'er  Tbea^y'a  rich  lalct  anJ  glaviing  ptsina, 
Whote  aona  in  aullen  abjectneai  obey, 
Nor  lift  the  hind  indignsnl  U  ita  chaina : 
Oh  1  iloth  the  IuhI  that  gt.n  Achilfea  tHith, 
And  many  a  chief  of  dd,  illiutrioai  line, 
Yield  not  MM  apirit  of  unconquered  woith, 
To  kindle  those  that  now  in  bondage  pine  1 
Not  on  iU  ii»iinlun4ir  ii  davery'a  breath. 
And  terror  chilli  the  bealla  nfaoM  uttered  pUnta 
wen  death. 

XLVI. 
Yet  if  th?  light,  &ir  Freedom,  reated  tWe, 
How  rich  in  charm*  were  that  romantic  clime, 
With  atreama,  and  woods,  and  pailoral  valleja 


O'er  Suli'afrowningRieka  aha  pauaedtwhUe^ia 
Elindling  the  watch-fire*  of  the  mauntaio-wu ; 
And  brightlj  glowed  her  udent  ipirit  there, 
Still  brigbleat  'midtt  priiitioai  o'er  diatna 
it  cut  ronuntic  splerHloar,  ukI  despair 
But  fanned  that  beacon  of  the  wildemee*; 
And  rude  ravine,  and  predpifs,  and  dell 
Bent  their  deep  achoea  Ibrtb,  her  rallying  Ttuce  tc 


And  walled  with  moDntuna,  haughtily  aubLime, 
Hoghta,  that  miglit  well  be  deemed  the  Mutea' 

rcipi, 
Since,  claiming  proud  alliance  with  the  skie*, 
They  loae  in  lafUer  ipherei  their  wild  domaui ; 
Meet  home  lor  thoae  retired  divinitie* 
That  loie,  where  uougbt  of  earth  may  e'er  in 

Brightly  lodwcU  on  high,  in  lonely  eanclitiida. 
XLVII. 
There  in  rude  grandeur,  daringly  aacenda 
,     Stem  Pindin,  rearing  many  a  pine-clad  height; 
He  with  the  clouda  hi*  bleak  dominion  blends, 
Frowning  o'er  Tales,  in  woodland  lerduiB  bright. 
Wild  and  aoguat  in  coaaecrated  pride. 
There  through  the  deep-blue  heaven  Otympoa 

CHrdled  with  ndsta,  tight-floating  a*  to  hide 
The  rnek-built  palace  of  immortal  powen ; 

Where  far  on  high  the  aunbaam  And*  repoae, 
AlwH**  th'  elenud  pomp  of  fbresti  and  of  snowa. 

XLVIII. 


Dark  children  of  the  hill*  I  "t  was  then  ye  wronghl 
Deeds  of  fierce  daring,  rudely,  sternly  gralid ; 
As  'nudat  your  craggy  dtsdela  ye  Ibnghl, 
And  woman  mingled  with  your  warrior-band. 
Then  on  the  cliff  the  frantic  mother  stood(33) 
High  o'er  the  riser'a  darkly-roUing-wa™, 
And  hurled,  in  dread  delirium,  to  the  flood, 
Her  &ee-bom  infant,  ne'er  lo  be  a  alaTS. 
For  all  wa*  loat— all,  (at«  the  power  lo  Jis 
Tba  wild,  indignant  death  of  savage  liberty, 

LI. 

Now  i*  that  atrife  a  tale  of  ranished  days, 
With  mightier  things  forgotten  soon  to  lie; 
Yet  oft  bath  minstrel  aung,  in  lofty  laya, 
Decda  less  adventurous,  arteries  less  high. 
And  the  dread  struggle'*  (earful  memoij  still 
O'er  eafh  wild  rock  a  wilder  aspect  throw*; 
Sheds  darker  shadows  o'er  the  frowning  hiO, 
More  solemn  quial  o'er  the  glen's  repose; 
Lends  lo  the  nutling  pine*  a  deeper  moan. 
And  the  hoane  river'avoiceamurmurnotitaown. 

LII. 

For  stillness  now — the  stillnen  of  the  dead, 
Hath  wrapt  that  coofliot's  lone  and  awful  aeena^ 
Ar>d  num's  forsaken  horoe*,  in  ruin  spread, 
Tell  where  the  storoung  of  the  cliffs  bath  been. 
Ajid  there,  o'er  wist'is  magnificently  rode, 
What  rM»  may  rove,  oncoosciouiofthe  ch^I 
Tboaa  realms  have  now  no  desert  uoaubdued, 
Wherrf  Freedom'a  banner  may  be  reared  again. 
Sunk  are  the  ancient  dwdlings  of  her  bme. 
The  children  of  her  sons  inherit  but  thcdr  name. 


Bba  Ions  to  dwell  by  glen  and  torrent-stream, 
And  make  the  rocky  hstnesaes  her  home. 
And  in  the  rushiq  of  the  nMuntaio-Bood, 
In  the  wild  sagle's  solitary  cry, 
Ttv  sweeping  winds  that  pea]  through  cava  and 

There  is  a  voice  (rf  stem  aubUmity, 
That  swells  her  s[drit  to  a  loftier  niood 
Of  solemn  jd;  savDrB,  of  power,  of  fbltitudo. 


do,    I 


LIII. 
1   SpaiU's 


XLIX. 
But  tram  those  hiDs  the  radiance  of  bet  smtls 
Bslh  mushed  long,  bet  step  hath  fled  afar; 


fanesl 

In  scaUeted  fragments  o'er  the  nie  they  tie! 
or  all  they  were  note'en  enough  remaina 
To  laid  th^  M  a  moumfid  majesty .(34) 
Blrth-]dace  of  those  whose  name*  we  first  rs 

In  song  and  story — temple  of  the  ftve  1 
Oh  thou,  the  stem,  the  haughty,  and  the  feani 
Are  such  thy  relic*,  and  can  this  be  Iheel 
TboDShouldst  have  tell  a  giant-wreck  behind, 
Ande'eninndnclBinud  the  wonder  of  nunkm^ 
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LIV. 


For  lluDS  wen  ipiiiU  cut  in  other  monlil 

Thui  all  bcuJe — sad  pn>T«d  b;  luiler  Uti; 
Tbey  tfood  ak>i»-^tn  prouil,  the  firm,  the  bold, 
With  the  utne  teal  indelibl;'  impreiL 
TheLn  Hira  no  bright  Tuielle*  of  aiiai. 
One  image  ■taoipeij  Iha  loogh,  coloeMl  noe, 
In  nigged  gruuleur  frowning  o'er  mankind, 
Elem,  and  dtadainrul  of  each  milder  grace. 
A>  to  the  Aj  aoioe  migUj  rock  ntay  tower, 
Wbow  boat  cmh  braie  ttw  atDrm,  bat  will  not 
Mu  the  flower. 

LV. 
Soch  were  tbj  »n«— tbur  Ufe  ■  batlle-dij 
Tbdr  jouth  one  lenon  how  tor  theelo  dial 
Ckaed  u  that  taak,  and  they  hate  paaed  twaj 
Like  aofter  beinga  trained  to  urn*  leM  high. 
Yet  bright  on  earth  their  fame  who  proodly  fall, 
True  to  their  ahielda,  the  eliamiHona  erf'  thj 

Wboae  fiuieral  column  bade  the  atruiger  toll 
How  died  the  bra*e,  obedient  to  Ihy  Eawa  !(25) 
0  kA;  moiber  of  betvic  worth. 
Bow  cooUtt  tboD  lira  to  bring  a  meaoar  ofipring 
hnhl 

LVL 
Hadet  thon  bat  periihed  with  the  li«e,  nor 

AMODod  race,  when  QIoTj'i  noon  went  by, 

A  wmleb-wonlon  tbebetmof  liberl;! 

ThNi  ihookM  baTC  paaaed  with  all  thy  light  of 

And  pioadly  aunk  in  ruina,  not  in  ehaina. 
But  ilowly  eat  thy  alar  'mklit  clouda  of  ahame, 
And  lyrmnta  roae  amidat  thy  falling  faoaa ; 
And  tbon,  announded  by  thy  warrion'  grave*, 
Baal  drained  the  bitter  cup  once  mingled  liir  tbf 

LTII. 
Now  all  b  o'er-^r  thee  alike  are  Sown 
Fnadom'a  bright  noon,  and  alarery'a  twilight 

And  in  thy  fiUl,u  in  thy  pride,  abnc^ 
Deep  aolitDde  ia  round  thee,  aa  a  ahrond. 
Bootti  of  Leonidaal  thy  hall>  are  low, 
Prom  their  cokl  altan  haie  thy  Larea  Bed, 
OVr  thee  anmarked  the  inn-beama  lade  or  glow. 
And  wild  Sowerawa<re,tmb«nl  by  haman  tread, 
And  'midat  thy  lilence,  aa  the  grave'e  prafciind, 
&  «D*ee,  a  alep  would  aeen  aa  wMna  nnauthl  j 

LVIIL 
Taygrtoa  atill  tlfla  hia  awfnl  brow, 
flijh  o'^  Um  mo&ldaiing  oitj-of  the  dnd, 


Btetnly  aabtima;  while  oer  hia  robe  of  i 
HeaTen'a  floating  linla  their  w 


And  yet  hia  rippling  waie  Enrotaa  leade 
By  lomba  and  mina  o'er  the  etlent  plain, 
Wlule  whiipering  then,  hia  own  wiU  gracdul 

Biaeaa(rfiA],whan  hailed  by  claaw:  atrain; 

There  the  roae-lanrela  atill  in  beanty  waTe,(Mj 

And  a  frail  ahrub  BnrriTe*  to  bkKm  o'er  Sparta'a 

LIX 

OhI  Ihuabiawithman— atree,  aBower, 
Wbik  nationa  peiiah,  atiD  renewi  ila  raca^ 
And  o'er  the  fallen  record*  of  hia  power 
Spnad*  in  wild  pomp,  or  amika  in  fiuiy  grace. 
Tlw  laurel  ahocta  when  thoae  hare  paawd  away 
Once  rivala  ibr  i(a  crown,  the  brave,  the  Am; 
The  roee  ii  flouriahing  o'er  beanty'a  clay. 
The  myrtle  bkiwa  when  love  bath  oeaaed  l«  be 
Orean  wave*  the  bay  when  aong  and  baid  an 
fl(d, 
Atid  all  that  rotmd  at  bloomi^ia  blooming  o'er  tlie 


And  atill  the  oUre  aprewb  ite  fiifiage  roond 

Moraa'a  bllen  aanctnariea  and  lowera. 

Once  ita  gieeo  boogha  Minerra'a  votariea  crown- 

Deemed  a  meet  offering  for  eeleetial  power*. 
The  enpidiant'e  hand  ite  holy  branehea  bore;(ST> 
They  waved  around  th'  Oljroipti:  vietoT'e  baadj 
And,  eancdAeal  by  many  a  lite  of  yore, 
Ita  leave*  the  Spartan'a  honored  bier  o'anpiaadi 
Thoee  rilee  have  vaiiiahed — but  o'er  vale  and  hill 
Ita  fhutful  grove*  aiiie,  revered  and  haOowad 
at)ll.(3S) 


Where  now  thy  abrin 

Of  fear  Ad  vtaiona,  myateriei  wild  and  high  1 
The  pomp  of  ritea,  the  aaetifioial  train. 
The  long  preeeaiion'*  awM  pBgeantiy? 
anencbed  i*  the  torch  erf  CenKSS)— all  amma 
Decay  hath  i^iread  the  etillnee*  of  her  reign, 
There  never  more  ahaU  choral  hyomi  reaoond, 
O'er  the  hashed  earth  and  aolitary  main  ; 
Whoae  wave  Gram  Salamia  deeertail  flowa, 
TobalhaaailentihaTeof  dcedale  i^naa, 

LXIL 
And<AI  ys  aecnl and  teniflc  pow«n, 
Dark  entdeal  in  depth  ttgtsma  that  dwen, 
How  are  they  aonk,  the  ahan  of  yoar  bowera. 
When  SnpentMoD  timtbtadu  atM  knekl 


..y  Google 


MKS.-  HEMANS-  WORKS. 


Ye,ttwunkBawD,tbaTiewleM  onwl  that  maile 
The  ekBmanu  yoiu  voce,  Ih*  wind  mkj  wk**; 
SpariU  1  whow  influence  dukeneai  muij  k  tkula, 
M;aUniMU  vnituiw  of  fount  utd  caw  t 
How  long  font  gawtt  tbs  i.w»«track  natioiu 

Ilotr  long  euth  diMunt  of  joa,  anil  ifaadderin^ 
«b«;edl 

LXIII. 

And  nj,  vrhtt  numl,  in  those  sail;  da^i^ 
Whila  J»  tha  ligbt  of  beaien-bam  tnith  wai 

If  man  anaod  hin  SMt  a  feaifiil  gaM, 
Peopling  with  ihailow;  pawen  Mch  dell  and 

potl 
Awful  ia  Nature  in  li«i  aavage  bnna. 
Her  ■olamn  voka  oemmanding  in  it*  m^lt, 
And  cajHtrj  then  wu  in  tlw  ruali  of  Monna, 
The  gloom  of  wood*,  Um  mveatj  of  night; 
And  moTtall  heard  &!>'■  language  in  the  Uut, 
And  Tcaiad  jom  fiHMt-ahrioea,  ye  phanloma  of 
thepaAt 

LXEV. 
Then  Ihlough  the  foliage  not  a  breeze  might 

Bat  widi  prophatK  aouad— •  waTing  tree, 
A  meteor  flaahiog  o'er  the  nimmer  ikj, 
A  btnl'a  wild  flight,  reToalal  tha  tUnga  to  W 
All  epoka  of  unseen  natural  and  coniejed 
Tt^  inapiratiiHi;  itlll  the;  hovered  ronnd, 
HaUowed  the  temple,  wbiipered  through  the 

shade, 
Perraded  loneUiMai,  gave  sool  to  aonnd ; 
Of  them  the  fount,  tha  (bmt,  monnuced  itill, 
Their  Tidce  wu  ta  tha  metm,  tbmc  tMitap  mi 
dwbiU. 

US.V. 
Now  ia  the  train  of  Snpentition  flown, 
Unaalthly  Beuig*  walk  oa  earth  bo  nnt*; 
The  deep  wind  swell*  with  no  portentoos  lone, 
Tha  tuaUiiv  wood  breathea  no  fatidle  lorn. 
Fled  are  the  phantow  of  Livadia'a  cava^ 
Tbaredwell  no  shadows,  but  of  crag  and  sleep; 
Fount  of  OUiviaii!  in  th;  gushing  wava,(30) 
That  nanuur*  nigh,  thoss  powais  of  tenor 


Oh  I  that  SQch  dreanM  aloaa  h*^  fled  that  ■'Him_ 
Bot  Oreeoa  ia  changed  in  afl  that  «oaU  b«  ebanged 
by  lias' 

LXTL 
rief  skies  are  thMewhenoe  msB^  a  mighty  bwd 
Canght  inapbalioa,  gtorioDs  as  thitb  beans; 
ttM  hills  the  sams  IhU  bjetaes  disd  to  goard, 
Bel  vales,  that  fMuHd  ait's  divinaatdceuns  I 


Bat  that  bright  ([Hrit  o'er  the  buid  that  shoaa, 
And  all  around  pervading  influence  poured, 
That  lent  the  harp  of  £Kh;laa  its  tone. 
And  proudlj  hallowed  LacedsuHHi's  iwoid. 
And  guided  Fhjdiaa  o'er  tha  yielding  stone, 
With  them  its  ardoms  lived— with  them  lis  Cght  Is 
flown. 

LXVIL 

Thebea,  Corinth,  Argot!— ye,  renowned  of  old. 
Where  are  jour  chiefa  of  high  romantic  namel 
How  soon  liia  tale  of  ages  maj  be  tdd  I 
A  page,  a  verse,  reeords  the  Sdl  of  &Rie, 
The  work  of  centurio— we  gase  on  jou. 
Oh  dtiea  I  once  tha  glorious  and  the  &ee, 
The  loAy  tales  that  charmed  our  jonth  renew. 
And  wondering  ask,  if  these  their  aoanes  could 

bel 
Sewch  for  the  classic  &na,  the  regal  tonb. 
And  And  the  toaaqaa  alone— •  record  of  thor 


LXVIIL 
How  oft  hath  war  hii  host  of  spoilers  poored, 
FairEliit  o'athjconaBorBted  vales  1(31) 
There  have  the  •nabeams  glanced  on  speai  and 


As  some  enchanted  iile  'mid  ttormj  seas) 
On  thee  no  hoatils  footstep  might  latrode. 
And  psstoral  sounds  alone  were  on  thy  biecMh 
Fonaken  home  i^  peace  I  that  spell  is  inoke, 
Thou  loo  hast  beard  the  storm  sod  bowed  beneuth 

LXIX. 
And  ihiongh  Arcadia's  vrild  and  lone  retreats 
Far  other  Bounds  have  echoed  than  the  atrain 
Of  fkun  and  dryad,  from  their  woodland  aeala. 
Or  andent  reed  of  peacefid  monntain^wain  I 
There,  though  at  times  Alpheua  yet  surveys, 
On  hii  green  banks  renewed,  the  clasne  daiic*^ 
And  nymph-like  forms,  and  wild  melodious  itjt, 
Revive  theejtvan  scenes  of  old  romance  ^ 
Yet  breoding  fiwr  and  dark  suspicion  dwel^ 
"Midst  Pan's  deserted  bannts,  bjr  fountain,  eavs^ 
and  deli. 

LXX. 
But  thou,  bir  Attka>l  whose  rocky  boon] 
All  art  and  nalnie's  richest  gifts  snArinsd, 
Thou  little  sphere,  whose  aoDt4]lamined  nMind 
Concentrated  each  sunbeam  of  the  mind ; 
Who,  as  the  sammit  of  saaie  Alpine  height 
Glow*  earliest,  Uleat,  with  the  Undi  of  day, 
Didst  first  imtabe  the  sptendoun  of  Iha  liglit. 
And  anile  the  loagest  in  its  lingsring  iayi(tl) 
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LXXI. 
Let  FoDcy'ithid  boM  airliile  ptenul — 
Wike  at  her  otU— be  ill  thira  vert  o«c«  mon 
Qutk,  hTmiia  of  brinmpli  imll  on  vnrj  gilel 
Lo,  bright  pTocanom  movs  iloag  th;  ■hon  t 
Afiin  tb;  lemplaa  'midat  the  aliTe-shads, 
Loral  J  in  cluMe  Hmplidl;  uue ; 
And  ({ncalbl  nraaumeDU,  in  gnre  uid  gladt^ 
Catch  t!w  irum  tinti  of  thj  mplendent  ikisi ; 
And  ictilptued  ibniM,  of  Mgh  uid  ttmitxij 


Id  tbelr  calm  beintj  anile,  uduikI  tli 


o-brigbl 


Lxxn. 

Agdn  renewed  by  thooght'a  cnuliTe  ipeDi, 
la  tU  ber  pomp  thy  city,  Theaeua !  lowata : 
Wi^n,  »rounil|  the  light  otg^orj  dwell* 
On  ut'a  fair  &bika,  wiadora'i  holy  bomn. 
Their  marlrie  fcnea  in  finiihed  grace  rfvend, 
The  pcDdl'a  world  ofUb  and  beanty  glows; 
Bbiinea,  piUan,  ponicMa,  in  grandeur  Umd, 
Rich  whhlhBtmphieaof  b«ib«iicfi>ee} 
And  grove*  of  plalane  wave  in  Terdant  pride, 
The  aags'i  blot  letreati,  bj  calm  lli«a*'  tide. 

LXXIII. 
Bii^t  >a  that  Uiy  timoo  of  the  waia. 
Raided  by  the  magic  of  Morgana'*  n'aDil,(33) 
On  Bumnier  aeaa,  that  nndnlaling  lave 
BonuntiG  Sicily'*  Arcadian  atrantl ; 
Thai  pictoicd  acene  of  aiiy  colonnadea. 
Light  palaces,  in  abadowy  glory  dreat, 
Enchanlii^  gnnea,  and  temple*,  and  arcadea, 

Atiien*]  thuaiair  the  draam  of  thee  appeals, 
A*  Fanqy'*  eje  pervadcathe  veiling  doad  of  yean. 

LXXIV. 
btin  be  that  dood  withdrawn— (di  I  maik  Ml 

high, 
CuMvniiig  yon  luQ,  with  temple*  richly  graced, 
That  &iie,  augoit  io  perfect  lyilWMllj, 
Tha  pon^  nudd  of  Atbeidait  t^ta. 
Fair  Parthenon  t  thy  Dmio  pillara  liN 
In  oniplB  £gni^,  tl^  nuUe'*  hue 
Unndliad  aiiam,  Mfared  by  btUliaiit  lUe*, 

And  art  c/v  all  tl^  li^  propoitioM  tbnm 
The  baimony  of  grace,  the  beauty  of  tepMC 

LXXV. 
And  lonly  o'er  llw*  ileep*  the  aanny  gk>w, 
Wbto  notn  and  are  in  tranquil  Bpleadan  reiga, 
And  on  thy  icialptiirei,  aa  they  imils,  bertow 
Hbo*  that  th*  pencil  emolate*  in  vain. 


Then  the  &ir  fi»n>  by  Phidia*  wTDoght,  unfold 
Eadi  latent  grac*,  developing  in  light, 
Catch  from  aoft  clouds  of  pnrple  and  of  gold, 
Each  tint  that  paaae*,  tiemnlonaly  bright; 
And  Kcm  indeed  whata'er  devotion  deema. 
While  10  mSiueal  with  heaven,  so  mingling  with 

LXXVI. 

Bat  ob  t  what  words  the  vin>n  may  pMtray,  - 
The  form  of  sanctitade  that  gnud*  thy  shrintil 
There  stand*  thy  godden,  robed  la  war's  array, 
Sapmnelj  gkmons,  awflilly  divinel 
With  spear  and  ImIid  ab«  ftands,  and  flowing 

ve.^ 
And  •ealptared  ngia,  to  parlbetlon  wrought, 
And  on  each  heavenly  lineament  imprest, 
Calmly  eablime,  the  majesty  of  tbodgbt ; 
The  pcre  intelligence,  the  cllaMe  repoae,— 
All  that  a  poet'*  dream  around  Minerva  titrows: 

LXXVIL 
Bright  age  of  Pericles  I  let  hneyMiQ 
Thrcugh  Time'adeepshadows  all  thy  splendour 

And  in  each  work  of  ait's  eonmnunale  skin 
Hail  the  free  sprit  of  thy  lofty  race. 
That  spirit,  nmsed  by  emy  prcnd  reward, 
That  hope  could  pctnre,  ghny  ooold  beetow, 
Postered  by  all  the  scolptor  and  the  hard 
Could  give  of  iminortalily  below. 
Thuewere  thy  heroes  formed,  and  o'er  their  nam* 
Thus  did  thy  genius  sbed  unpariihable  &m*. 

LXXVnL 
Mart  in  tite  thronged  Ceramicaa,  the  train 
Of  moonwn  weeinng  o'er  the  mutyredhraTs: 
Proud  be  the  tsars  devolwl  to  the  slain, 
Holytbeamaranth  strewed  upon  their gn«e  1(3^ 
And  barki— oimvaDei]  sloqneaM  pndaims 
Their  deeds,  tlisir  trophie*,  with  tiinmphanl 

Harkl  Peride*  iMsrdetlieir  honoured  nainesl(35) 
Son*  of  the  fallen,  in  thcdr  lot  rejoice: 
What  hath  Ufe  blighter  than  ao  bright  a  doocnl 
What  power  hath  late  to  sctl  Die  gariands  of  tha 
twnbT 

LXXIX. 
Praise  to  the  valiant  dead  I  fcr  them  doth  art 
Exhaust  her  ikill,  thrrir  trinmphs  bodying  Ibrth, 
Theirs  are  enahiined  names,  and  every  heart 
Sballbear  the  EAlasHwdimpreas  of  their  wortli. 
Bright  on  the  dreams  of  youth  their  fiune  abaO 

Their  fietds  of  fight  shall  epio  BHig  record , 
And  when  the  vum  of  halile  lends  the  aUes, 
Their  i^^me  shall  be  their  conntry'i  laTyina 
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feU. 

LXXX. 

Citf'of  TheKOil  bunting  on  ths  mini], 
Thm  doA  thou  nt,  in  all  th;  glor?  fled  I 
Thua  (puurdad  bj  (ho  mightj  of  muikind, 
Thm  hiJlovred  bj  thg  mBOHir^  of  the  de*il 
Abm  in  buuty  uid  raDowa — ■  Kssne 
Whooe  tint!  u*  dnwD  ftom  freedom'!  lorclieat 

»y. 

T  ii  but  ■  Tinon  now — yet  thoD  hut  heen 

More  than  the  brigfaleat  Tuion  might  portny ; 

And  eretj  itinw,  with  but  t,  Testige  friugUt 

Of  thee,  bath  latent  power  to  wake  ■ome  loftj 

thought. 

T.XXXI, 
Fallen  are  &y  rabrioi,  that  ao  oft  ha.Te  rang 
To  choral  UMlodie*,  and  tragic  lore  ; 
Now  ii  the  Ijm  of  Sopliocke  unftmng, 
The  nng  that  haila  Hannodiua  p«ali  no  mon, 
ThjF  pmud  Pineal  ia  a  desert  (trend, 
Tbj  statelj  abitDea  are  mouldering  on  their  hill 
Ctowd  are  the  triumphs  of  the  •calptor'a  hand, 
The  magic  Toiee  oT  etoquence  is  still ; 
Minem's  vol  is  iBnl(36) — her  image  gone, 
Ritent  the  sage's  bower— -Uv  wurior'*  tooib  o'er- 

LKXXIL 
Yet  in  deea;  thioe  eiquiiila  lemiina 
Wondering  we  view,  ind  ailentlj  reveia 
Al  traces  left  on  earth's  (brsalien  plains 
BfTaniriied  brings  of  a  nobler  sphere  I 
Not  all  the  old  magnificence  of  Rome, 
All  that  douiision  there  hath  left  to  time, 
Proud  CoHseum,  or  commanding  dome, 
Tiiomphal  arch,  or  obelisk  sublime, 
Can  Ud  socb  roverenca  o'er  the  spirit  steal, 
Aj  aogbt  by  thee  imprest  with  beauty's  plastio 
sesiL 

LXXXIIL 
Though  stiD  the  empress  of  the  nm-bumt  waste, 
Pabnyn  rises,  dcMlataly  gland— 
Though  with  rich  gald(37)  and  mi 

Commanding  still,  PenepoUs  may  atand 
In  haughty  solitude— thtnigb  sacred  Nile 
The  finl-bom  templee  ofthe  world  suneya. 
And  many  an  awTol  and  stupendous  pUe 
Thebea  of  the  bundre.  gates  e'en  yet  displays ; 
City  of  Peridesl  oh,  *rtto  like  tbee 
r^tn  teach  bow  lair  the  works  of  mortal  hand  maj 


LIXXIV. 
Thou  led'st  the  way  to  that  illumined  sphere 
Where  sarerngn  beauty  dwells;  and  thane* 

didst  bear 
Oh,  still  triumphant  in  that  high  career ! 
Bright  aichetypes  of  all  the  grand  and  fair. 
And  still  to  thee  th' enlightened  mind  bath  Sows 
As  to  her  country ;— thou  hast  been  to  earth 
A  cynosure: — aikd,  e'en  from  victory's  throng 
Imperial  Rome  gave  homage  to  thy  worth; 
And  nations  risng  to  their  bme  a^, 
Still  to  thy  model  turn,  as  seamen  to  Ihrlr  star. 

LXXXV. 

Qkny  lo  tbeee  whcee  reUca  thus  arrest 
Thegawofagesl  Glory  lothelnel 
For  they,  they  only,  could  have  thus  imprest 
Thrir  mighty  image  on  the  years  to  be! 
Empiics  and  dlies  in  oblivion  Ue, 
Gnuuleur  may  vanish,  oonqueel  be  £irgot;— 
To  leave  on  earth  reuown  that  can  not  die, 
or  high^onlol  genius  ie  th'  unrivalled  lot. 
Honour  to  thec^  O  AtbensI  thou  bast  shown 
What  mottals  may  attain,  and  taaei  the  palm 


LXXX  VI. 

OhI  live  there  those  who  vii 


'  with  soixnlul 


AD  that  attests  the  brightness  of  thy  primel 
Yes;  they  who  dwell  beneath  thy  lovely  ikies. 
And  breathe  th'  inspiring  ether  of  thy  clime  I 
Their  path  is  o'er  the  mightiest  of  the  dead. 
Their  homes  are  'midst  the  wnts  of  noble*! 

arts; 

Yet  all  around  thnr  gaze,  beneath  their  tread. 

Not  one  proud  thrill  of  loflier  thought  imparts. 

Such  are  the  conquerors  of  Minerva's  land, 

WhMe  genius  first  reveaM  the  trinmplia  of  his 


For  tbem  in  vain  the  gkivring  light  may  smfle. 
O'er  the  pale  maride,  colouring's  warmth  ti 


AodincI 

Still  o'er  the  dust  of  heroes  lift  its  head. 
No  patriot  Ming  binds  tbsm  to  the  soil. 
Whose  tombs  and  shrineslheicfathersbavanot 

Their  ^anoe  is  eoU  indiOTerence,  and  Ihdr  toil 
But  lo  destroy  what  agv*  have  revered, 
Aa  if  exulting  sternly  to  erase 
Wliatrfer  m^bt  pr«i«  Ikat  land  hid  nuraed  u  no- 
UerraM. 
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L.XXXVIII. 
Ami  oho  maj  grieve  that  iMcned  fion  their 

Spoilen  of  szcdinoa  and  Cms  to  ut. 
Thy  lilio,  Atbeni  I  boRM  to  other  landi. 
Claim  bonagi  ilill  to  thee  from  eTnj  heart! 
Though  DOW  DO  mors  th'  exploring  itranger'a 

right, 
Fued  in  deep  terereoce  oa  Minerra'g  fane, 
Shall  hail,  beneath  their  native  heaven  of  light, 
All  thalienuiiiedof  Ibrnuaitareiiiii  tud; 
'    A  few  abort  jean — and,  vaniahad  from  the 

acmie, 
T  -  blaod  with  claaaie  duM  their  proudeat  lot  had 


XCIL 
Mark — on  the  ibnied  frien  the  gracelol  traiu, 
The  ho)]'  featiral')  trinniphal  throng, 
In  bir  proeeatioD,  lo  Mioerra'i  bne, 
With  many  a  incred  (jrmbd  move  almig. 
There  everj  abade  of  bright  exiiteoai  traec^ 
The  Grei^jouth,  tlie  dignity <rf' age; 
The  matron'a  calm  anMerilj  of  grace, 
The  anient  wanior,  the  benignsnl  la^; 
The  nymph's  Bght  eymoietij,  the  chieTa  p|ou<l 

Each  ray  of  beauty  caoght  and  """gt— I  in  the  ' 


LXXXIX. 

Pair  Paitheaoal  yet  itill  moit  faDey  weep 
For  thee,  thon  wmk  of  nobler  ipiriia  flown. 
Bright,  axrfobl,  the  aanbeanM  o'er  thee  dee 
la  all  their  baaaty  Mill — and  thine  ia  gone  I 
Enpirea  have  lunk  lince  thou  wert  fint  revered, 
And  varying  ritea  have  eonctified  thy  ehrine. 
TbediMtii  round  thee  of  the  race  that  reared 
Thy  walla,  and  thou— their  fiUe  mnat  icon  be 

thine! 
But  when  ahall  earth  agiJn  eialt  to  ace 
Viaotia  divirM  like  theirs  reoevred  in  aught  Uke 


XC. 
Lene  are  thy  pillafB  now— ««eh  pMsing  gala 
Sigh*  o'er  them  as  a  spirit's  voice,  which  moaned 
That  lonriiiua^  and  told  the  plaintive  tale 
Of  the  bright  synod  onoe  aboie  them  throned. 
Manm,  graceful  mini  on  thy  sacred  UU, 
Thy  gods,  thy  ritea,  a  hindred  bteikava  shared: 
Yet  art  thou  honoured  in  each  fragment  still, 
That  wastiDg  yean  and  baibaroiii  handa  had 

Each  haUowed  ftone,  from  rapine's  (bry  borne, 
BbeO  wak«  bright  dietma  of  thee  in  ages  yet  un- 


XCI. 

Tee;  in  those  fragments,  though  by  time  de- 
faced, 
And  rode  insensate  conqnoinra,  yet  remains 
AD  that  may  charm  th'  enlightened  eye  of  taata, 
Oa  ahon*  whoa  MiUinapiring  freedom  i^gna. 
As  vital  fragratiM  bnatbai  tH>ra  every  part 
Of  the  cmahad  myrtle^  or  the  bniieed  mee, 
E'en  thus  th*  eeeenlial  energy  of  art, 
TlMra  in  each  wreck  imperHhaUy  glows  t(38) 
The  wol  ot  Athena  Uvea  in  every  ^ne, 
Panadh^  brightly  stiU  the  raira  of  her  ahrine. 


Art  nnobtruuve  there  ennoble*  fbrm,(39) 
E!ach  pure,  chaste  outline  eiqnisilely  flows; 
Then  e'en  the  steed,  with   bold  eiprearira 

w«rm,(40) 
b  ckthed  with  majtety,  with  being  glows. 
One  mighty  mind  hath  hanDoniied  the  whi^i 
Those  varied  groupa  the  eame  bright  ImpreM 

bean 
One  beam  and  eesence  of  exalting  aoul 
Uvea  in  the  gisnd,  the  delicate,  the  fair; 
And  well  that  pageant  of  the  gloriotM  dead 
Blenda  u*  with  luibler  day*,  and  loAier  spirits  fled. 

XCIV. 
O  conqoering  Genius !  that  oooldst  thus  detain 
The  aablle  gracee,  &ding  aa  they  rise, 
Elanuliw  eipresrion's  fleeting  reign. 
Arrest  warm  life  in  bS  its  energies. 
And  fix  them  on  the  stone — thy  glorious  lot 
Might  wake  amlntlon'i  envy,  md  create 
Power*  half  divine :  while  nation*  are  fo^ot, 
A  thought,  a  dream  of  thine  hath  vanquished 

fctel 
And  when  tbj  hand  first  gave  he  wonders  binh, 
The  realms  that  hail  them  now  scarce  daanml  a 
ume  on  earth. 


XCV. 
Wert  thou  Ktati  spirit  of  a  purer  sphere 
But  once  beheld,  and  never  to  letuml 
No— wc  may  hul  again  thy  bright  career. 
Again  on  ear^  a  kindred  flre  shall  bum  < 
Though  thy  least  nbca,  e'en  in  min,  bmr 
A  stamp  of  heaven,  that  ne'er  hath  bpra  it 

A  light  inherent— let  not  nan  despair: 
Still  be  hope  ardent,  patience  uniubdued  - 
For  etill  is  nature  fair,  and  Ihongbt  divine, 
^Ind  art  hath  won  a  wnrld  iu  models  par*  a 
thine^il) 
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XCTI. 
Que  on  yon  tona»,  cortoilal  and  defaced— 
T«t  llun  the  genu  of  iiiUics  ghny  liw  1 
Ttteir  Tirttud  gnodeor  could  not  be  eiued, 
II  clotba  tlieni  Mill,  tbongb  *< " 


Tbay  oatu  vrma  gob  and  hrK>n(13)— uid  be- 

heU 
Ai  the  Uert  gaudUiM  of  their  n«tim  ataaa] 
And  huiti  of  wanion,  uga,  buili,  tuTg  awdled 
^iib  awe  ttwt  awniid  theit  ■nierdgntj  of  i 
— Agn  have  laninheJ  aiiica  tboee  baafti  wore 


XCVIL 
Vidil  thdr  bright  kindrod,  ftom  their  Enarbls 

The;  ham  looked  domi  on  Ihoiuaad  itaniu  of 

Suiviting  power  ajid  fune  and  freedom  flown, 
The;  (till  romalned,  (till  tcanquill;  nibliun ! 
Till  mortal  hands  the  heavenlj'  conclave  marred. 
Th'  Olyminan  group*  have  aunk,  and  ace  forgot ; 
Note'enlhnrdustcouldireeping  Athena  guard— 
— But  the«  were  dcstincal  to  a  nobler  lot! 
Aod  the;  have  borne,  lo  light  another  land, 
The  quenchleM  laj  thai  loon  ibalt  gbiioarij  ei- 

xcvm. 

Fhidiaa  1  mprame  in  thought  I  what  hand  but 

thine, 

In  human  workilhu*  blending  earth  and  hearen, 
O'er  nature'!  tmth  hath  abed  that  grace  divine, 
To  mortal  form  immortal  grandeur  given  1 
What  Boul  but  thine,  infiuing  all  ita  power, 
In  Ihoae  laM  monument*  of  matchles*  daya. 
Could  from  thdr  nun^  bid  if oung  Genini  tower, 
And  Bape  aapire  (o  more  exalted  praise  % 
And  guide  deep  thought  lo  that  aeduded  height, 

Where  eiceUence  is  throned,  in  purit;  of  light. 
XCIX. 
And  who  can  tell  how  pure,  how  bright  a  flame, 
Caoght  from  thew  modeli,  ma;  illnme  the  wtat  T 
WhU  Britaah  Angelo  ma;  rise  to  £une,(43) 
On  the  tree  iale  what  beam*  of  art  may  rent  1 
Deem  not,  O  England  I  that  bj  climee  confined, 
Oeniui  and  taita  diffuse  a  partial  nj;(ii) 
Deem  not  th'  eternal  energiea  of  mind 
Bwa;ed  by  that  ano  whoae  doom  is  but  decay 
Shall  thought  be  foateied  but  by  akiea  serene  1 

Hoi  thou  hast  power  to  be  what  Athens  e'er  hath 


O'er  whose  young  udonts,  had  thy  mile  bol 

Their  soaring  Sght  had  left  a  world  briund 
And  many  a  gill«l  hand,  that  might  have  wrought 
To  Grcdan  cicelleooe  the  breathing  atone, 
Or  each  pure  grace  of  Raphael's  pencil  eau^t, 
leaving  DO  record  of  its  power,  is  gone  I 
While  thou  hast  fondly  aouglit,  on  distanlcoas^ 
Genu  Ui  less  rich  than  those,  thus  practoos,  and 
thiBloat. 

CI. 
Yet  rise,  O  Land  in  all  hut  Art  atone. 

Bid  the  sale  wreath  that  is  not  thine  be  won  1 
Fame  dwells  around  thee — Genius  ia  thine  own; 
Call  his  rich  blooms  to  life— be  Thou  their  San  I 
So,  should  dark  agea  o'er  thy  glory  sweep. 
Should  Ihine  e'er  be  aa  now  are  Grecian  plains. 
Nation  a  unbom  shaUtracklhinsawnbluedeep, 
To  hail  tio  shore,  to  worship  thy  nimaina; 
Thy  migiit;  nmniiwDta  wHb  reverence  trao^ 
And  cry,  "  This  anoisM  aoil  halh  nnraed  a  gbd- 


notes; 

Na(eI,pagelS7,«^L 

Roand  Dodc  PBKum'i  noUlarj  bum, 

The  Pnstan  rose,  from  its  peculiar  fragrance 

and  the  singularity  of  blowing  twice  a  ysar,  it  ofr 

ten  msntinued  by  the  clasric  poets.    TbewiUross^ 

"  'i  now  ahoot*  up  among  the  rains,  is  of  the 

single  damaak  kind,  with  a  very  high  par- 

,  aa  a  lanim  asaured  ma  on  the  spot,  it  flow- 

>th  in  spring  and  autumn." — Smi^uma't 

Tratds  U  tkt  Two  Sleilia. 


But  thine  are  tieaiures  oft  unprized,  anknown, 
Awl  eoU  DSgkct  hath  blighted  manv  a  mind,    li 


Note  S,  p^p  157,  ooL  3. 
BwHW  i/a  ihat  t]ils-4ha  loss  of  bank  dasp. 
In  the  navid  engagements  of  the  Greelca,  "it 
was  usual  ior  the  soldieia  before  (he  fight  to  nng  a 
ptaan,  or  hymn,  to  Mara,  and  after  the  fight  ano- 
ther to  Apollo.''--See  J'oUer's  AiUiquitut  t^ 
Onete,  vol.  ii.  p.  155> 

Note  3,  page  I6S,  coL  1. 
BamnteigUBM,  thy  "SS  kl<*<a  >  IBm. 
enngralion  of  the  natives  of  the  Morea  (a 
diflivent  parts  of  Asia  b  tbo*  sMntioned  by  Cha- 
teaubriand io  his  "  Itintiaira  de  Paris  UfmMlem." 
Parvenn  an  dernier  dsgrt  da  malbear,  le 
Moralla  s'arracha  da  son  pays,  et  va  ohenher  en 
Aiie  un  sort  mions  rigoarenz.    Vain  espslr  t  Q 
des  cadis  »  dea  paiAas  jusqnea  dans  ka 
sable*  de  Jourdain  et  dace  las  diseits  de  PalmvTa.* 
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Note  4,  pise  Iba,  ctd.  I. 

Witt  aua  ncdrc  ih>  mndcm'  u  ihln 

In  ttie  lame  work,  ChatcuibriBtid  iln  reUtea 

fu>  LnTing  met  trilh  leveTal  Greek,  emigranla  wh< 

tud  eactbluhaj  tbemidie*  in  Uie  nogilB  of  Florid  b. 

NoU  5,  page  158,  col.  S. 
And  Um  0.''  Kinni^  farighi-Boulng  s'sr  the  dd*. 
"  La  grace  eat  toujour)  unie  i.  la  mnj^iBc 
dUH  le«  9c6n«  cle  In  nature :  et  taniiii  que  le 
nnt  da  milieu  entrains  rera  la  mer  les  ciili 
lit*  pins  et  deaehAnciiDnTiataaTleideuxMli 
lat^raux  remonter  te  long  de»  riTaj(es  des  ties 
Sottanliv  de  Pintia  el  de  Ninuphar,  doiit  les  ret 
jaunea  s'elAvent  camma   de  pctiti  pajiillon*.' 
Dtteriplion  qf  the  banJa  ijfths  Miltittippi,  Cha- 
ltttubTian£t  "  Aiala." 

Note  6,  page  159,  nd.l. 
Wrnrt,  ■■  wbm  KiBf  bj  taiM  oCMa  dine. 
"Looliing  genenllj  at  Die   narronneaB  and 
abmptDeaeof  tluBmouiitidn-chanDel  (Teinpe)aad 
emiliuting  tl  with  the  caaneoftliePencui,  through 
the  plains  of  Theesa!;,  the  imoginalion  inalanti); 
lecnn  to  the  tradition  that  Iheae  plEiine 
evrered  with  water  (bf  wliich  «ome  con 
natura  had  atibaequentl;  opened  thia  narrow  paa- 
aage.    The  term  tale,  in  onr  language,  is  uiuall 
BDipioyed  to  deacriba  acenerjr  in  which  tha  pred< 
mioaiit  fraturea  an  breadth,  beautj,  and  rspoai 
The  leader  hai  alreadj  perc«ved  that  the  term  ia 
whuUy  inapplicaUa  to  the  aeener;  at  Ihia  apot,  and 
that  the  pbraae  ni/eof  Tempe  is  one  that  dependa 

OD  poetic  fiction. The  real  chi 

Tenipe,  tboogb  it  perhapa  ba  lea*  hcauliful,  jet 
poawMta  more  of  magiuficence  than  ia  implied  in 

tba  epithet  given  to  it. To  those  who 

baw  Tiaited  St,  Vincent'a  rocka.  below  Bristol,  1 

an  not  coutcj  a  more  aufficicnt  idea  of  Tcmpa, 

tban  bj  Hiying  that  ita  aeenerj  reaemblea,  though 

on  a  macb  larger  scnie,  that  of  the  farmer  place. 

The  Feneus  indeed,  as  it  fiona  through  tha  villcy, 

i>  Dot  greatly  wider  than  the  A»on  ;  and  tha  chan- 

nd  tietween  the  clifl)  ia  equally  contracted  in  ita 

dinwnaiona;  but  t^.^^aa  clifls  thenweltea  are  much 

tier  and  more  precipitoua,  and  project  their  mt 

aaei  Dfroek  with  itill  mora  ei  traordinar;  abropt- 

m  orer  the  boUow  IteneUh."— OiUoiuTt  TrateU 

l»  Albania,  ^. 

Kote  7,  pB|e  159,  oil.  1. 

Ttai^  thai  ban  dianisd  thj  rtnr^  elHri 

Tba  modem  name  of  tha  Peneua  ii  Salympria. 

Note  8,  page  159,  coL  1. 

mHB  Iha  lieh  ailnlek  mal  banlia  gam. 

'  Tonardi  the  lower  part  of  Tampa,  tbaae  di&a 

~    ~  '     a  veiy  aingular  manner,  and  form 
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projecting  anjjlca  on  the  vaat  perpendicular  facea 
of  the  rock  nhich  they  preaenl  towBrdathochaam; 
where  the  surface  renders  it  poaailile,  the  sumniiu 
and  ledges  of  the  rocka  are  for  the  most  part  eoTcr- 
eil  with  imall  wood,  ebiedy  oak,  with  the  arbutus 
nd  other  ahruba.  On  the  banki  of  the  rirer, 
vherevcr  there  ia  a  auiall  interval  brtween  the  wa- 
ter and  tlie  cliiTs,  it  is  covered  by  lh(  rich  rjid  widely 
ipreading  fblinge  of  the  plane,  the  oak,  and  other 
forest  tma,  which  in  these  situations  have  attained 
remarkable  mia,  anJ  in  various  places  eitend 
their  ahadow  far  over  the  channel  of  the  stream." 
~"  The  rocks  on  each  aide  the  vale  of 
Tempe  are  evidently  Ihp  tama ;  what  may  becall- 
ed,  I  believe,  Bcoone  bluish  fray  marble,  with  veina 
'  ns  of  the  rock,  in  which  the  marUs  is 
of  finer  quality."— HbUamf*  TrattU  in  Mbania, 

Note  9,  page  159,  cd.  2. 
WhETE  Oma  bncauidlslield,  iKr  PTihiao  Tioois  cmnxd. 
The  Amphictyonic  eotincil  waa  convened  in 
aiding  and  autumn  BtDelphiorThermopyln.and 
presided  at  the  Pythian  games,  which  were  od»- 
brated  at  Delphi  every  tbh  year. 

Note  10,  page  159,  col.  3. 
Kaam  (lie  wlU  laurSIs  n^r  Uh  waitika  dead. 
■'  This  spot  (the  field  of  Manlinea)  on  which  ao 
any  brave  men  wero  laid  lo  rest,  is  now  covered 
ith  nHemar^  and  kurela." — PoufuenUe's  7Va- 
•U  in  the  Merea. 

Note  11,  page  160,  col.  3. 

WbcTQ  ihfl  dark  upas  isiautbegsbaroend. 

For  the  accounts  of  the  npas  or  pnaon-tree  of 

iva,  now  generally  believol  lo  be  labuloo*,  M 

greatly  eiaggeraled,  see  the  notes  to  Darwin'i  Bit- 

tanic  Garden. 

Kate  13,  page  100,  col.  3. 
Ill  flculptured  Ikm,  rlchJj'  wrought  amm. 
The  court  most  to  be  admireil  of  tlie  Alhambra 
hat  called  tho  court  of  the  Lionaj  it  is  orna- 
mented with  nxty  elegant  pillars  of  an  archileo- 
tare  which  bears  not  the  least  reaemblince  to  any 
of  tho  known  orders,  and  might  ba  called  the  Anr- 

bian  order. Bat  its  principal  omaoMDt, 

and  that  from  which  it  took  its  name,  ia  an  ala- 
baster cup  six  leetindiameter,  supported  by  twelva 
liona,  which  ia  said  to  have  been  made  in  imilatioii 
of  the  Brazen  Sea  of  Solomon's  temple." — Baw 
gaaiai£t  Tratett  in  Spaia. 

Nets  13,  page  160,  coL  2. 

Btlcbl  s>  ihu  Flsbd  apheiad  In  Mtcctfa  boa 

'  Sept  des  plus  fameal  parmi  lea  anciana  poMaa 

Anlnques,  sont  diugnis  pu  Iti  tenvuna  «{m»- 
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Uui  louR  h  nom  ile  Ptexadt  AtoHj^ic,  ct  leun ! 
SDTragea  (Mienl  ■uapcnJusaulourdclaCitaha.oa 
Mo*qiM  He  U  Mrcque." — Sitnumdi.  Litieraiurt 
dwMidL 

NoU  14,  page  160,  col.  3. 

And  ihou,  O  [aland  lutilca  CawUniliMl 

"  The  dittreif  an  J  &II  of  the  lart  ConiUntine  | 

Kie  mure  glorinu*  than  the  long  proapeiity  of  the 

Byuntine  CHan.*— Oithm'i  Dediiu  and  Fait, 

<«.«ol.iu.p.^6. 

Note  15,  page  IGl,  col.  1. 

Hb  cMiif  night  oTihaC  ImpErU  nca  I 

See  the  description  of  the  night  previom  ta  the 

taking  of  Caiwtantinople  bj  Mahomrf  II. — Oib- 

bm,  tel.  lit  p.  W&. 

Note  16.  pagB  161,  coi.  1. 
AndtheSEnuTiiwinamciIediiiiiiliiU  Lurnnirid  IM. 
-  "  Thii  building  (the  Cnatla  of  the  Seven  Tow- 
era)  ia  mendoned  aa  eaiij  aa  the  nxlh  century  of 
the  Chriatian  era,  ai  a  apot  which  contributed  to 
the  defence  of  CoiutMtinoplB,  and  it  was  the  prin- 
dpal  bulwark  of  the  toim  oa  tiin  coaet  of  the  Pro- 
poatle,  in  the  laat  periodi  of  the  empiro." — Potvpte- 
BiUCa  7Va«Ir  in  Vie  Morca. 

Note  17,  page  161,  col.  I. 


Note  30,  page  161,  cd.S. 

YB^[X,ci(iher«1  chlelaicK^chBaarm. 
"  Eien  all  the  chief  <me*  qfthe  earth.''—  b: 
1 4th  chapter. 

Note  21,  page  161,  col.  2. 
FuUwd  tha  unqunrlnc  mapm  otjaa  nu; 
"  How  are  the  mighty  fallen,  and  the  nea] 
of  mr  periahed  1" — Samuel,  Sd  book,  1st  cha{ 

Note  S2,  page  163,  col.  3. 
O'er  SutTi  Amralng  ncki  iha  ptvmi  awMla. 
For  several  intereating  particulan  relative 


Note  18,  page  161,  col.  9. 
Who  riDm  ihs  dead  ai  Manuhon  am 
"  In  iDceceding  agca  the  Athoniana  honoured 
Tbceetn  an  a  demi-goj,  induced  to  it  ai  well  b? 
□thcr  reaioni,  a«  becauta,  when  they  were  fighting 
theMedci  at  Maralbon,  a  conaidcnble  part  of  the 
anuy  thonght  they  «aw  the  apparition  of  Thi 
completely  armed,  and  bi'nring  down  brfore  them 
upon  the  Barbaiiana"— tJiyr*«m<'»  Plalarch, 
UfiiifTheieiu. 

N«tel9,  page  161,  col.9:  ■ 
Or  thaj  who»»  (am^  lo  Alirlc'a  urmlrocli  f  ja. 
"From  TheroiopylB  lo  Sparta,  the  leader  of  the 
Ootbs(Alaric)  pursuit  hii  victorioua  march  wilh- 
out'  enconntering  any  mortal  antagonist,  but  one 
of  the  advocate!  of  expiring  paganism  haa  confi. 
Gdently  aaaerteil,  tlial  the  walti  of  Athens  were 
guarded  \>j  tha  goddew  Minerva,  with  her  formi- 
dable agia,  and  I7  the  angry  phantom  of  Acliillca, 
and  that  the  conqueror  waa  dicmayed  by  the  pre- 
toicearthe  hostile  di^de*  of  Greece." — 03iliorCi 
tmHnt  and  Fait,  <«.  vol.  v.  p.  183. 


Note  23,  page  1^  eai.  3. 
Hion  on  Uia  dllTtha  tantic  moUisr  auod. 
It  ta  related  ai  an  authentic  alory.tbnt  a  group 
of  Suliote  women  aaaembled  on  one  of  the  preci> 
picea  adjoining  the  modem  aciaglio,  and  threw 
their  infanta  into  the  chasm  below,  that  tbsy 
might  not  beconw  the  alavea  of  the  eoomy." — llel- 
laniTi  Travel*,  ifc. 

Note  34,  page  163,  col.  3. 
To  bnd  (heir  Ut  a  nuuinftd  majaetj. 
The  ruina  of  Sparta,  near  the  modem  town  of 
Miatra,  are  veiy  inconaidenible,  and  only  lufficienl 
to  mark  the  aite  of  the  ancient  cily.   The  scenery 
UTDund  them  ia  deacribcd  by  travelleia  aa  very 

Note  25,  page  163;  cot.  1. 
Hinr  died  Iha  tmv^  otodleu  10  Ihj  kna 
The  inscription  composed  by  Simonidea  for  the 
Spartan  monument  in  the  pass  of  Thermopylv 
haa  been  thus  translated — "  Stranger,  go  tell  th< 
Lacedemonians  that  we  have  obeyed  tlieir  lawa, 
and  that  we  lie  here." 

Note  36,  page  163,  col.  3. 
Hwb  dw  nia-lmirAaiia  la  bauuj  wan- 
In  the  Eurotaa  I  ahaernid  abundance  of  thoM 
fannus  reeds  which  were  known  in  the  earlleal 
ages,  and  all  (he  riven  and  manhea  of  Grseoe  are 
with  roae-laurcla,  while  the  ipringa  and 
rivulets  are  covered  with  lilies,  tuberoses,  hya- 
cinths, and  narcicsua  orientalis." — PoajtutilW* 
Tntvelt  in  Iht  Morea. 

Note  27,  page  163,  col.  3. 
Tha  auppnau^  hand  haholjbraoeliialian. 
It  waa  usual  for  suppliants  to  can;  an  oUn 
branch  bound  with  wool 
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NateS8.|»gelC3,col.3. 

la  IniUrul  gnn*  ula^  Rvend  ind  lulknnd  sOL 

The  olira,  according  to  Fouqnenlle.  ii  still  re- 

gudeJ  with  TenetMion  b;  the  pcojie  of  the  Mor». 

Nota  39,  page  163,  col.  2. 

QagDched  to  (ha  UKh  of  GBfs— «II  inuDrl 
It  ITS*  cuitprnuj  (t  ElfUna  on  the  CfUi  d>j  of 
the  fertival.  (bt  men  anJ  wonwn  to  run  about  with 
toTcho  in  Iheir  hanili,  and  uIbo  to  itrdlcale  turchca 
to  Cerea,  anJ  la  contfnil  wlio  ahouIJ  pnaenl  tlie 
iai][(at.  Thi*  wai  done  in  meinarjof  the  journey 
of  Ceres  in  leiirch  d  Proaer[Hne,  daring  wliich 
(he  wu  lighUxl  by  n  torch  kindled  in  the  damea 
at  Etna.— /Uler't  Aniiquiiiet  qf  Greece,  tqI.  L 
p.  393. 

Note  30,  page  164,  «>L1. 
PunlefOWIiionl  In  Ih^  (oiUnf  wara. 
The  Fountain)  of  OWi»ion  and  Meroory,  with 
ihfl  Hercynian  fountain,  are  ftitl  to  be  (een 
UDongst  the  nidianeBr  Liradia,  though  tlie  situa- 
tion of  the  csTo  of  Trophoniua  in  their  vicinity 
can  not  be  eiaetlj  arcrAuned.— See  Haltand'i 
Travelt. 

Note  31,  page  IU,coL^ 
FUr  EIH  o'ai  thf  oaacnud  Tilta 
EE*  iraa  andently  a  aaeced  territory,  id  inha- 
tntanta  being  conodend  aa  eonacenled 
Tice  of  Jopiter.    All  aimite  marching  through  it 
deliiereJ  up  thtdr  veapom,  and  received  them 
■gain  when  thoy  bail  puaeil  its  bouodaiy. 

Note  39,  pace  164,  col.  2. 

Aod  anlk  Ihe  lonccB  hi  IB  Brfecfnt  ttj. 

"Wa  are  awnred  by  Thncydide*  that  Attica 

wai  the  province  af  Greece  in  which  population 

firrt  becaoM  eeUletl,  and  where  the  earlint  pro- 

^rcB  wsi  made  toward  ciyilization." — Hitfar^s 


Note  33,  \mpi  16S,  col.  1. 
Balaad  by  iba  mile  <x  UvfUM't  sand. 

Fata  Morgana.  Thia  remarkable  atrial  phe- 
imnenon,  which  i>  IbooiElit  by  the  lower  onlere 
of  Skiliani  to  be  the  work  of  ■  fairy,  'a  thug  de- 
scribed by  lather  Angelucd,  whoae  account  u 
quoted  1>y  Swirrtiume. 

"On  the  15th  Aoguat,  1643,  I  was  anrpiUcd, 
ai  I  (toed  al  my  window,  with  n  moat  wonderful 
spectacle :  the  aea  that  wuhea  the  Eidlian  ahore 
•vrelied  np,  and  became,  for  ten  milea  in  length, 
like  a  chain  of  dark  mofi  tajna,  while  the  waten 
near  one  Calabiiaa  cueal  grew  quite  imaoth,  and 
in  an  Instant  appeared  like  one  clear  polished  mir- 
ror. On  thli  glass  was  depicted,  in  chiaro  scoio, ; 
a  MriDi;  of  lovend  tboosandi  of  pilasters  all  equal 


in  height,  distance,  and  degrees  of  light  and  shade. 
Ibej  bent  into  aicado,  like  Roman 
aqueducts.  A  long  cornice  wu  nell  formed  at 
tlie  top,  and  above  it  rose  innumerable  caatles,  all 
perfectly  alike;  these  again  changed  into  lowers, 
which  were  shortly  alter  lost  in  colonniulea,  then 
idows,snd  at  last  ended  jn  pines,  cypresses  and 
other  trees." — Surfniume'e  Trarelt  in  the  Too 
Sialle* 

Nole34,pagolG5,ci>L9. 

Uotj  cIh  aiziaiaaUifUwed  upon  LliBlr  graini. 

All  sorts  of  purple  and  wliile  flowers  were  sup 

Deed  by  the  Greeks  to  be  acceptable  to  the  dead, 

od  used  in  adorning  tombs;  a«  amaranth,  with 

wbidi  the  Thesaliana  deoraated  the  tomb  of 

Achilles. — PeUer't  Antiquitie*  ^  Qrttct,  vol.  ii. 

333. 

Note  35,  psge  165,  col.  3: 
Hariri  PHlel«rceofili(helTlHDOurBdQan]Ba> 
Perirlea,  on  his  return  to  Athens  after  the  re- 
duction of  Santos,  celi/braled  in  a  splendid  manner 
the  obs^uies  of  his  countrymen  who  lell  in  that 
Wat,  and  pronounced,  himaelf,  the  funcnd  oralio)) 
iBoal  on  such  occasions  This  gained  him  great 
ipplause;  and  when  he  came  down  from  the  ros- 
rtim,  tho  women  paid  thdr  respects  to  him,  and 
presented  him  wijh  crowns  and  chaplels,  lille  a 
champion  just 'rrtumeit  vietoTtoua  from  tho  tists. — 
Long'ftiTme'*  Plularch,  Lift  i^  Periclet. 

Note  36,  page  1G6,  ooL  1. 

The  peplos,  which  is  supposed  to  have  been 
auspeniled  as  an  awning  over  the  statue  of  Minerva, 
in  Ihe  Parthenon,  was  a  prindpal  ornament  of  the 
Panathenaic  fistivai;  it  was  embriudered  with 
TaiioUi  colours,  representing  the  Itattle  of  tho  Gods 
and  Titans,  and  tlia  eiploiu  of  Athenian  heroes, 
Whon  the  featival  was  celebrated,  the  peplus  was 
brought  from  the  Acropolis,  and  suspended  as  a 
sail  to  lUa  vessel,  which  on  that  day  was  con- 
ducted thiongh  the  Ceramics  and  principal  streets 
of  Athens,  till  it  had  made  tlie  circuit  of  the  Acro- 
ilis.    The  peplua  was  then  earned  to  the  Par- 
enon,  and  conaecTaleil  to  Minerva. — See  Chan- 
ct'i  TrateU,  SHetnrl'*  Atlumt,  <«. 

Note  37,  page  IGC,eoLL 
Thmifh  wUb  rich  pl6  Dd  nasty  acalplan  (acsl. 
Ttu  gilding  amiJal  the  ruins  of  Persepolia  t> 


Note  38,  page  1G7,  col.  I. 

Tlwra  Id  saeta  wnck  InqaiWialitj  ibws. 

"  In  die  motf  btoken  fragment  the  sams  great 

ptioclple  of  life  can  be  proved  la  *lial,  aa  ill  Um 
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iDa«t  perfect  figure,"  ii  one  oi 
Mr.  HAjioa  od  tbe  Elgin  Maibla, 
Note  39,  pigB  167,  coL  2. 
AR  tmotnniafrB  [ban  ennutildfl  form. 

"  Ererj  thing  hare  breithee  life,  with  a  vendly, 
with  BD  exquinte  knowledgs  of  art,  but  without 
the  leaat  ostentation  or  paiaile  of  it,  which  ' 
cealeil  b;f  eoniummate  anJ  muterlj  ik Jl." — Cano- 
va'i  Letter  U>  the  Earl  of  Elgin. 

Note  40,  pags  167,  etJ.  2, 
Tbgra  b'u  Aa  HHd  wMi  bold  •ipnulaii 

Dr.  West,  after  eipresBug  hii  ■dmiralioa  of  tile 
faotae^  bead  in  Lord  Elgin'*  cdlectiDn  of  Athenian 
•culptnre,  thue  (iroceeds:  "We  feel  the  nine 
when  we  view  the  joung  •qoeatiian  Atheniana, 
■ml  in  obwriing  them  we  ue  inaennbly  carried 
iHi  with  the  iuipreMon,  thit  the;  and  their  honea 
actual]]'  existed,  ai  we  see  them,  at  the  instant 
when  the;r  were  cotiTerted  into  marble." —  WM'i 
Secend  LtUtr  to  hard  Elgin. 

NMe41,p«gel6T,ed.2. 
Aod  ut  hslh  ma  a  wuriiL  la  models  pun  ■  LhLna. 

Mr.  Pluman  thinks  that  sculpture  has  verj 
gieatlj  impioied  within  these  last  twenty  jent, 
and  that  his  opinion  is  not  singular,  because  works 
«f  such  pdiDs  importance  as  the  Elgin  marbles 
could  not  remaia  in  anj  csuntr;  without  a  conse- 
quent impravemeot  of  the  public  taste,  and  the . 
talents  of  the  artisi — See  the  Evidence  given  in . 
reply  to  tnterrogaloriet  Jrom  the  Committee  on 
the  Elgin  Matblet.  i 


Note  4%  pace  166,  coLt. 
'  11w7  once  mn  godi  ind  hants-uid  tabekL 
The  Theseus  and  Iliaaus,  which  are  considered 
bj  Sir  T.  Lawrence,  Mr.  Westmacott,  and  other 
distinguished  artisls,  to  be  of  a  higher  cIub  than 
the  Appollo  Belvideie;  "because  there  is  in  them 
an  Dnion  of  very  grand  lonn  with  a  more  (rue  and 
natural  expression  of  the  effect  of  action  upon  the 
human  frame,  than  then  is  in  the  Apollo,  or  any 
of  the  other  more  celebrated  slatuca." — See  the 
Evidenet,  ifc- 

Noti  43,  page  168,  oA.  I. 
Whu  BtliM  iniBlD  mar  iln  u>  bma. 
"  Let  Ds  sappoae  \  young  man  at  this  time  in 
London,  endowed  with  powers  such  as  enabted 
Michael  Angeto  to  advance  the  arte,  as  he  did,  by 
the  aid  of  one  mutilated  qiecimea  of  Qiedan  ei- 
ceUenee  in  eculplure;  to  what  an  eminence  might 
not  such  a  genius  cany  ait,  by  the  opportunity  at 
studying  those  sculptures  in  the  aggregate,  which 
ndoined  the  (emple  of  Miaem  at  Athene}" — 
WeaC)  Second  Letter  la  Lord  Elgin. 

Note  44,  page  16S,  od.  I. 
Oanka  sod  usU  ^Hsm  a  psnU  laj. 
In  allunon  to  the  theories  of  Dn  Boa,Winckel- 
mann,  Monlesqnieu,  &c.  with  regard  to  the  in- 
herent obstacles  in  tbe  climate  of  Elngland  to  the 
progress  of  genius  and  tbe  arts. — See  Aars'* 
EjxkIu  of  the  Arte,  page  64,  B. 


3&jirtmoor. 


And  nils  lbs  •puloua  ntKld  imm  dlou  lo  ell 
Thy  bsndmild  Am  ihilt  vmj  wild  mpton, 
TaeatMirjmn,  and  otlnin  amj  ttan 

M*r»'« 

Thai  irvo  MEOalca  lUl  oTEnglWi  bnR^ 
Hist  can  pemiro,  not  J<m  than  hamo&tn, 
OuranHstondldfeellDflT  percelre. 


Ai^buii!an>l 


charity,  aird  iodal  lore-—  Wt/rdtaorik. 


Ajrnun  the  penned  and  tbe  regal  Isle, 
Whose  Tales,  Rr)«dng  in  thalr  beauty,  amile; 
Whoss  cities,  fearieai  of  Uie  spraler,  tower, 
And  send  on  every  breeze  a  voice  of  power; 
Hath  deeolation  reaied  herself  a  tbron^ 
And  marked  a  pathless  regton  fiw  herownl 
Yes '.  though  thy  tarf  do  stain  of  carnage  wore, 
When  Ued  tbe  nsUsbeartiof  nuuijashoi^ 


Though  not  a  hostile  st^  thy  lwBtti.dowen  bent, 
When  emigres  tottered,  and  the  earth  wns  rent ; 
Yet  lone,  as  if  some  tmmpler  of  mankind 
Had  stilled  life's  busy  murmurs  on  the  w:nd. 
And,  flashed  with  power,  in  during  Pride's  excess, 
Stamped  on  thy  siril  the  curse  of  barrenness; 
For  thee  In  vun  dtacend  the  dews  of  beaven, 
Invain  theaonbeamand  the  shower  an  given; 


.,y  Google 


Wild  DutmooT!  (hoa  tlwt,  'midM  tb;  mauDUiiu 


But  rabeil  thjielf  with  badght;  nlilnde, 

A*  ■  darii  cloui]  on  Sumnicr'a  rteu-btue  ikj. 

A  mounwi',  circled  with  foslintjr  1 

For  alJ  boTond  ia  life  I — the  rotting  lea, 

Tba  rash,  the  nreH,  «lu»e  eehoa  Kich  not  thae. 

Tat  wlk>  ih&tl  find  a  Keneio  witd  and  hara, 

But  man  hu  left  hn  Hng«rir>g  Ineea  there  T 

E'en  on  mjtterioiu  Afric'i  boundlua  pluna, 

Where  noon,  with  attribale*  of  midoiglit  reigne, 

In  gloom  and  silence,  fearfuU;  prsround, 

As  of  a  world  unwaked  (o  tout  or  nund; 

TboDgh  the  and  wandenr  of  the  Imraing  tone 

Feeln,  aa  amiilM  inGnitj,  aloTM, 

And  Boogblof  life  be  near;  hJaeanwI'a  tread 

b  o'erltae  proatnte  dlieaof  (be  dead! 

Boom  aJumn,  reared  by  tong-forgotten  hisda, 

Jnit  litta  iU  howl  abom  (he  IhIIowj  aanda— 

Soma    DMutdering   ihrine 


And  telle  (hat  Giorr'e  ExMep  there  bath  been. 
There  hath  (he  ipiril  of  (tie  iaigh(j  paased, 
Not  aritliOBt  record;  thoagh  (he  deiert-blait, 
Borne  on  the  winga  of  Time,  hath  awef<  ai«ay 
The  progd  crealiom,  reared  to  brave  decay. 
But  thou,  tone  region  1  whoae  Dnnodced  name 
No  tofty  deeds  hate  mingled  with  their  &[ne, 
Who  ihalt  unfold  thine  annatal  Who  abaU  tell 
If  on  thy  Boit  (he  aDtu  of  heroei  fell, 
In  iboae  &t  agea,  which  have  left  no  trace, 
No  mnbeam  on  the  pathway  of  their  race  1 
Tboogh,  haply,  in  the  unrecorded  da.ya 
Of  hinp  and  chiefa,  who  paaaed  without  tbdj 

Tbou  might'rt  haie  reared  tb«  valiant  and  the 

free. 
In  hiitory'B  page  Iheie  ii  no  tale  of  (hee. — 

Yel  liaet  thou  (hy  memoriala.    On  tbe  wild 
Still  rise  (he  catma  of  yore,  alt  rudely  piled,(l) 
Bat  ludlowed  bj  that  initinet,  which  reverea 
Tbinga  fraught  with  cbaractera  of  elder  yean. 
And  mcb  an  (heae.    Long  centuriea  are  Sown, 
Bowed  nuny  a  creit  and  sbattemd  many  alhrooe. 
Mingling  (ho  urn,  the  trophy,  and  the  bust. 
With  that  they  liide — their  ahiined  and  treaflored 

duat :  I 

Men  tnverae  Alp*  and  Oceana,  to  bohold  ' 

Eatth'a  glorioaa  norlu  htt  mingling  with  her 

But  atilt  theae  namdesa  chronicle*  of  death, 

'Midat  tbe  deep  alence  of  tlie  unpeopled  heath, 

Stand  in  primeval  artlenncH,  and  weor 

The  aants  aepulctirat  mien,  and  almost  ahare 

Th*  eternity  itf  nature,  with  the  fbrmi 

Of  the  crowned  billa  beyond,  tbe  dwetlingaof  the 

Tel,  what  avadi  it,  ifeaeh  moBfrawn  heap 
Still  on  the  WMte  iti  lonely  ti^iU  keep, 


Quarding  tba  doat  which  rinmban  weD  beneath 


(Nor 


n)  6 


h  cold  B 


Where  ia  the  voice  to  tell  their  tale  who  rM, 
Thua  rudely  pillowed,  on  tbe  dMeM'*  breaatl 
Dotfathe  aword  deep  bemle  them  T  Hath  there  been 
A  aound  of  battle  'midat  the  atent  aecne, 
Where  now  ttie  floeka  repoeel  Did  tba  acythed  e« 
Here  reap  its  harvest  in  the  ranks  of  wail 
And  rise  theae  piles  In  memory  of  (ha  alain. 
And  the  red  eoaiba(  of  the  motlDtaio-plaiDl 

It  maybe  thiu;  the  vestiges  of  Krife, 
AiDund  yet  tingeiing,  maA  tite  Mpi  oflifb, 
And  the  rude  arrow's  barta  remaina  to  tell(3) 
How  by  its  atnike  perdinica  tha  mighty  Ml, 
To  be  fb^otten.  Vain  tha  wairior'a  piide. 
The  ehleAain'a  power— thay  had  no  bwd,  aiK 

died.(3) 
But  other  acenaa,  front  thair  untroubled  aphar^ 
The  eternnl  itar*  of  night  have  witueaaed  bera. 
There  atands  an  altar  of  nnscu)ptai«d>loiia,(4) 
Far  on  the  moor,  a  thing  of  ages  gone, 
Propped  on  ((a  granite  [allara,  whence  (be  raina, 
And  pure  blight  dewa,  have  laved  the  erimsor 

Leftt^  dark  Htead' blood:  Ibr  here,  of  yore. 
When  the  Ueak  waate  a  robe  offorMt  wore. 
And  many  a  enated  oak,  which  now  lica  low. 
Waved  its  wild  wra^  of  sacred  miale(oe ; 
Here,  ii(  dead  midnight,  through  the  haunted  ehade, 
On  Druid-harps  the  quivering  noon-l>eam  played, 
Andspellawen  breathed,  that  filled  tbe  deqiening 

With  (be  pale,  Aadowy  people  of  tba  tomb. 
Or,  haply,  torcbe*  waving  through  tita  night. 
Bade  (he  red  caim-firea  blase  from  every  hrigb(,(6) 
Like  t>attle-ngnala,  whoae  unearthly  gleams 
Threw  o'er  (he  deaert'a  hundred  hills  and  atieama, 
A  savage  grandeur;  while  the  starry  dciea 
Rung  with  the  peal  of  mystic  harmoiiies, 
As  the  load  haip  ita  deep-toned  hymns  sent  (bith, 
Ta  the  atorm-mling  powers,  the  wai-gods  of  the 
North. 
But  wildeT  eoDoda  were  (hete:  th' Imploring  ciT, 
That  woke  ttte  forest's  echo  in  reply. 
But  not  the  heart's  1 — Unmoved,  tbe  wizard  train 
Stood  round  their  human  t  ..'ifan,  ii  d  in  vain 
His  prayer  for  mercy  rose ;  in  vain  bis  glance 
Lotted  up,  appealing  to  the  bhie  expanse, 
Where,  in  (heir  calm,  immortal  beaaty,  shone 
Heaven'a  cloadlesi  orbs.    With  faint  aOd  fainter 

Bound  on  the  shrine  of  sacrifice  be  lay. 
Till,  drop  by  drop,  life's  current  ebbed  awaj  ; 
Till  nek  and  turf  grew  deeply,  daiUy  reu. 
And  the  pale  moon  gleamed  paler  nn  the  dead. 
Havaaaoh  thing*  been,  and  berel — where  Millnea 
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Thoa  undUtnrbed  1 — Ob!  ](Hig  Iha  gnlTartime 
H>lh  elmal  in  duknen  o'ei  IhoM  dajt  of  crime, 
And  Mith  DO  Totigs  orihnr  pith  reUim, 
S>ie  inch  u  then,  wbkb  itrBir  her  lonetiMt  pUiiu 
With  neonli  of  mui'i  coofikti  ftnd  hii  doom, 
His  >inrit  KOd  hii  iluil — the  ilUi  uid  tha  tomb. 

But  igea  rolled  airay:  and  Englukd  itooil, 
With  her  proud  burner  itrraiiung  o'er  the  flood, 
AdiI  with  ■  lofty  eahnaeat  in  her  eye. 
And  regal  in  collected  majeely, 
To  breut  the  itarm  of  battle.    ETeiy  bran 
Bore  loutidi  of  triumph  o'er  ber  onn  blue  «ea>i 
And  other  Und*,  redeeined  itid  jojoui,  drank 
The  life  blood  o[  her  heroei,  ai  Ihaj  aatik 
On  the  red  field*  they  won ;  whoM  nild  Sowen 

Novr,  in  Inituiant  baanty,  o'er  their  graTo. 

T  WK*  then  the  coptivei  of  Britannia'i  wir,(6) 
Ifere  ibr  thur  loTety  louthem  climes  afu, 
la  bondage  pined :  the  ■pell-deioded  throng, 
Dragged  at  Ambition'i  chariok-wbeeb  »  long. 
To  die, — became  a  deapot  ooold  not  daip 
A  Keptre,  fitted  to  hii  boaodlSM  gtaapl 

Yeal  they  irboao  naich  had  rocked  tbe  aodent 

And  temples  of  the  world ;  the  deepeiung  tone* 
Of  whoae  advancing  trumpet,  from  repoM 
Had  (taitled  nationai  wakeninji  to  their  woee. 
Were  priaaiieri  bare. — And  there  were  ■amo  whose 

Were  of  sw«Bt  bomea,  by  chainleai  moaatain~ 

And  of  the  vine-clad  bills,  and  many  a  atrain. 
And  fsital  melody  of  Lmre  or  Sane, 
And  ofthosB  mothers,  who  had  watclied  and  wept, 
When  on  the  field  the  onabeltersd  conscript  slept, 
Bathed  with  tbe  midnight  dews.   And  some  were 

or  sterner  spirits,  hardened  by  despair ; 
Who  in  their  dark  imaginings,  again 
Fired  the  rich  palace  and  the  stalely  hue, 
Drank  in  tbe  victim's  shriek,  as  music's  breatli, 
And  lived  o'er  scenes  tha  GMiYals  of  death  1 
And  there  was  mirth  tool— strange  and  saToge 

More  fearful  6r  than  all  tbe  woes  of  earth  I 
Tue  langhter  of  cold  hearts,  and  scoSa  that  spring 
From  minds  for  which  there  is  no  sacred  thing. 
And  transient  bnrsli  of  fierce,  exulting  glee, — 
The  lightning's  dash  upon  its  blasted  tree  I 

But  still,  howe'er  the  soul's  dii^iaise  were  wont, 
ll,  from  wild  revelry,  or  haughty  scorn, 
Or  buoyant  hope,  it  woo  an  oatward  show, 
l^light  was  the  ma^  and  all  beneaUi  il—wo.         I 

Yet  was  this  all  1 — anudst  the  dun{eai>glo<»n, 
'I'be  void,  the  stillness,  of  the  capttre's  doom,  | 

Were  there  no  deeper  thonghUI— And  that  dark 


To  whom  gi 


Ds  one  Ule,  bat  dreadful  hour, 


The  mighty  debt  through  years  of  crime  delayed, 
Bui,  as  Ihe  grave's,  inevitably  paid ; 
Came  he  not  thither,  in  hi*  burning  force, 
The  bird,  the  tamer  of  dark  soul* — Remorse) 

Yc*  I  a*  tha  night  calls  forth  from  tea  and  sky, 
From  breeze  and  wood,  a  solemn  hannony, 
Lost,  wbeA  the  swill,  triamphant  wheels  of  day, 
In  light  and  sound,  ore  hurrying  on  their  way: 
Thus,  from  the  deep  recesaes  of  the  heart, 

nbich  sleeps,  but  never  dies,might  start, 
Called  up  by  solitude,  each  nerro  to  thrill, 
With  accents  heard  not,  save  when  all  is  tlill  t 

The  voice,  inaudible,  when  Havoc's  train 
Crushed  [he  red  vintage  of  devoted  Spain  ; 
Mute,  when  sierra*  to  Ihe  war-whoop  rung, 
And  the  broad  light  of  confisgration  iprung 
From  tbe  Soutti's  marble  dtiea  -, — hushed,  'midst 

That  told  the  Heavens  of  mortal  agenies ; 
But  gathering  silent  strength,  to  nake  at  las^ 
lo  Ihe  concentred  thundcra  of  the  past! 
And  there,  perchaDca,  some  long-bewildered 

Torn  from  its  lowly  spheie,  its  path  confined 
Of  village-duties,  in  Ihe  alj^ne  glen, 
Where  notare  cast  its  lot,  'midat  peasant-men ; 
Drawn  to  that  vortex,  whose  fierce  ruler  bleat 
The  earthquake-power  of  each  wild  alement, 
To  lend  tbe  tide  which  bora  his  throne  on  high| 
One  inipulso  more  of  deaperato  energy; 
Might,  when  the  biUon's  awful  ruah  nas  o'er, 
Which  losscd    its    wreck    upon    the    storm-leal 

Won  from  its  wanderings  past,  by  suflering  tiiod, 
Searched  by  remoise,  by  anguijli  purified. 
Have  filed  at  length  its  troubled  hopes  and  fears. 
On  Ihe  far  norid,  seen  brigbtesl  through  our  tears. 
And  in  that  hourof  triumph  ordespaii, 
Whteo  secrets  all  must  tcarn — but  none  decUn, 
When,  of  tbe  things  to  cooie,  a  deeper  sense. 
Fills  tho  diro  eye  of  tremlOing  pcnilt-nce. 
Have  turned  to  him,  wluee  bow  ia  in  the  cloud, 
Around  life's  limits  gatliering,  as  a  shroud ; — 
The  fearful  mysteries  of  the  heart  who  knows, 
And,  by  the  tempest,  calls  it  to  repose  I 

Who  viutcd  that  deathbed  1— Who  can  tell 
Ila  brief,  sad  tale,  on  which  Ihe  soul  might  dwell. 
And  learn  Immorlal  lessons) — Who  beheld 
The  struggling  b(^,  by  shame,  by  doubt  repoUetl— 
The  agony  of  prayer — the  burning  lean — 
The  dark  remembrances  of  guilty  yaai^ 
Croivding  upon  the  ajuril  in  Iheir  might  1 — 
He,  tbtDUgh  the  slorm  who  looked,  and  there  woa 
light! 

That  scene  is  closed '. — Ihat  wild,  lumoltuoas 

With  all  its  pangs  and  pavions,  is  at  restl 
He  too  ia  fallen,  the  maater-power  of  strife. 

Who  woke  those  pasnoas  to  ihilirioua  life  ; 
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And  dijs,  prepared  %  brightei  ccurae  to  run, 
VntbU  their  Uuojnnt  pinioiu  to  the  «in  I 

It  k  ■  glorioui  hour  when  Spring  goes  forth. 
O'er  the  bleak  mounlaiM  of  the  ■bulow;  North, 
And  with  one  radiuil  glance,  one  ml^ic  bre«lb, 
Wkkes  all  thing!  lavel/  &om  the  ilecp  of  death ; 
While  the  glad  Toicea  of  a  thouaaiul  itreuna, 
Bunting  their  bondage,  triumph  in  her  beanu  t 

But  Peace  hath  nobler  changes  I  O'ei  the  mind 
The  waiTD  and  living  apint  of  mankim), 
Un- influencs  breathei,  and  bidatbe  blighted  heart, 
To  life  ami  hope  from  ilesjiation  atart  t 
She,  with  a  look,  diaaolvea  the  cnptive'a  chain, 
Peopling  with  beauty  nidoired  homei  again ; 
Around  the  mother,  in  hei  clonog  yean, 
Oalhering  her  loni  once  more,  and  from  the  teara 
Of  the  dim  put,  but  winning  parer  tight, 
To  make  the  present  more  aerencly  bright. 

Not  Teati  that  influence  here.    From  clime 

In  filcnce  gliding  with  the  itream  of  time. 
Still  doth  il  apreaJ,  borne  onwanle,  ai  a  brceia 
With  healing  on  ite  ninp,  o'er  iaica  and  seai : 
And,  aa  heaven'i  breath  called  furth,  with  genial 

Vnm  tlie  dry  wand,  the  almond'*  liring  Sower; 
So  doth  ill  deep-felt  charm  in  secret  move 
The  coldest  heart  to  gentle  decda  of  love ; 
White  round  ita  pathway  nature  aotily  glowi, 
And  the  wide  deeert  blaaaDou  aa  the  roae. 

Yfal  let  the  waite  lift  op  the  eiulting  voice  1 
Let  the  far-echoing  noliludea  rejoice  I 
And  thou.lone  moor!  where  no  blithe  reaper'aaong 
E'er  lighUy  sped  the  lummer-houre  along, 
Bid  thy  wild  rivers,  froia  each  mountain  aonr 
Ruahing  in  joy,  make  muNC  on  their  course  I 
Thou,  whose  sole  records  of  eiialciice  mark 
The  scene  of  bubaroue  rites,  In  ages  dark. 
And  orsomenameltaacombat;  Hope'a bright  eye 
Beanu  o'er  tliee  in  the  light  of  pro|iliecy  I 
Yet  ihalt  thou  snule,  by  busy  culture  drest. 
And  the  rich  harvest  wave  upon  thy  breast  I 
Yet  shall  thy  cottug&emoke,  at  dewy  oiorn. 
Rise,  in  blue  wreaths,  above  the  Soweiing  thorn, 
And, 'midst  thy  hamlet-ahades,  the  embosomedspire 
Calchfromdrep-kindling  heaveua  their  earliest  Gre. 

Thee  too  that  hour  shall  bless,  the  balmy  close 
Of  labour's  day,  the  herald  of  repose. 
Which  gathers  hearts  in  peace ;  whileaocia]  mirth 
Basks  in  the  blaze  of  each  free  villngc-hoanh 
While  peasant-aongs  ars  on  the  joyous  gales, 
Actd  Dieny  Eugland'a  vwce  floats  up  from  all  her 

vales. 
Yet  are  there  sweeter  sounds;  and  thou  shall  bear 
Such  aa  to  Heaven's  immortal  host  are  dear. 
Oh  I  if  there  still  be  melody  on  earth, 
Worthy  the  sacrod  bowen  vihera  man  drew  birth. 
When  angel-stcps  their  paths  rejoicing  trod, 
ffnA  the  air  trembled  with  the  breath  of  Qod ; 
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It  lives  in  those  soft  accents,  to  the  skyCT) 

Boms  from  the  lips  of  stainlen  infancy, 

When  holy  strains,  from  Ufa's  pun  foiiDl  wbicfa 

sprung. 
Breathed  with  deep  reverence,  falter  on  its  tongue. 

And  such  shall  be  Iky  music  when  the  cells. 
Where  guilt,  the  child  of  hopeless  muery,  dwells, 
(And,  to  wild  strength  by  desperation  wrought, 
In  silence  broods  o'er  many  m  fearful  thought,) 
Resound  to  [Hty's  voice ;  and  childhood  thence, 
Ere  the  cold  blight  hath  reached  its  innocence. 
Ere  that  soft  ron-bloom  of  the  soul  be  fled, 
Which  vice  but  breathes  on,  and  its  hues  are  dea^ 
Shall  at  the  call  press  forward,  to  be  made 
A  glorioua  oQenng,  meet  for  him,  who  said, 
"Mcrey  not  sacrifice  I"  and  when,  of  old, 
Clouds  of  rich  incense  from  hie  altars  rolled. 
Dispersed  the  smoke  of  perfumes,  and  laid  bare 
The  heart's  deep  folds,  to  read  its  homage  there! 

When  some  crowned  conqueror,  o'er  a  trampled 

His  banner,  ihadowing  nations,  hath  unfurled. 
And,  like  those  visitations  which  deform 
Nature  for  centuries,  hath  made  the  storni 
His  pathway  to  Dominion's  lonely  sphere, 
Silence  behind, — before  him,  flight  and  fear; 
When  kingdoms  rock  beneath  his  rushing  wheels 
Till  each  far  isle  tho  mighty  impulse  feels, 
And  earth  is  ntodded  tnit  by  one  proud  wilt, 
And  BCeplml  realms  wear  (etten,  and  an  atiil; 
Shall  the  free  soul  of  song  bow  down  to  pay 
The  earttiquake  homage  on  its  baleful  way  1 
Shall  tho  glad  harp  send  up  exaldzig  strains, 
O'er  burning  cities  and  forsaken  plainat 
And  shall  no  harmony  of  softer  eloae, 
Attend  the  stream  of  merey  as  it  flows, 
And,  mingling  with  the  musie  of  its  ware 
Bless  the  green  shores  its  gentle  carrenis  lave  1 

Oh  !  there  are  loftier  themts,  for  him,  whose  eyes 
Have  searched  the  depths  of  life's  realities, 
Than  tho  red  battle,  or  the  trophied  car. 
Wheeling  the  monarch-victor  fast  and  far; 
There  are  more  noble  strains  from  those  which 

sweU 
The  triumphs,  Ruins  may  suiGce  to  tell ! 

Ye  Prophet-bards,  who  sat  in  elder  days 
Beneath  the  palm*  of  Jadahl  Ye,  whose  lays 
With  torrent  rapture,  from  their  source  on  high, 
Burst  in  the  strength  of  immortality  I 
Oh  I  not  alone,  those  haunted  groves  among, 
Of  conquering  hosts,  of  empires  crushed,  ye  sung, 
But  of  that  Spirit,  destined  to  explore 
With  the  bright  day-sprirg  every  distant  sboi', 
To  dry  the  tear,  lo  hind  the  broken  reed, 
To  make  the  home  of  peace  in  hearts  that  bleM  j 
With  beamsofhopeto  pierce  the  dungeon's  gloom, 
And  poor  eternal  starlight  o'er  the  tomb!     , 

And  blessed  and  hallowed  belts hauntsl  lot  tbem 
Hath  man's  high  sold  beort  naciMd  bum  def^ur  ^ 
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Then  hath  the  immorUl  ipuk  for  Hsaien  been 

There  from  (be  rock  (heipringfof  liTebiTebural, 
QuenchlraiuiJpun!  uiil  holy  thoughta,  thai  rue, 
Warm  from  the  sonrce  ot  human  ■'rmpathies,- 
Whcre'et  its  path  of  radiance  ma;  be  traced, 
Shall  Siu]  their  temple  in  Ihe  lilent  irute. 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  page  173,  col.  1. 
StlD  rfiB  Ihe  alrng  of  Ton,  all  nidclT  pUed. 
tn  towB  parta  of  Dartmoor  the  guifaceiithickljr 
■trened  with  (tones,  which,  in  manj  irutancei,  ap- 
pear to  have  been  collected  into  piloB,  on  tht 
of  prominent  hiliocka,  at  if  in  imitation  of  the  nsr 
turat  Tan.  The  Stone^bariows  of  Dartmoor  i 
•embte  the  Caims  of  the  Cheviot  and  Grampi 
lulla,  and  [iioae  in  Cornwall.— See  Coake'i  Topo- 
graphical Surtfy  nf  Deionihirt. 

Note  S,  page  173,  eol.  3. 
And  Iha  nxle  amni'l  bath  nanalni  la  uD. 
FUnl  arroff-beacb  haie  occaaionall)'  been  ibund 
npoQ  Dartmoor. 

Nole  3,  pago  173,  eol.  2. 

Ttta  chiolUin'a  power — ihey  bid  no  banl,  vul  dial 

Yiilre  fbrtei  ante  Agamemnon  a 

MuJti:  Sed  omiwa  iUacbrymabilea 


UtgeDtur,  ignotiqae  longd 
Node,  Client  quia  Tate  aaera, —  Borait. 
'  Thej  hul  no  Poet,  and  thej  died." 

Pope'*  TnaulaliM, 

Note  4,  page  173,  col  4 

Tbttt  Maodian  aliar  ac  UDmlptund  luna. 

On  the  nut  of  Dartmoor,  are  aome  Druidical  le- 

maini,  one  uT  which  is  a  Cromlech,  nbon  three 

rough  pillara  of  granite  cuppoit  a  ponderous  tabl». 

■tone,  and  form  a  kind  of  targe,  inegular  IHpod,     ' 

Note  5,  page  173,  col.  2. 
tdaiietoi  calm-lrea  bbue  liDm  araj  halfU 
ime  of  the  Druid  feativala,  fiiea  were  Jitht- 
all  the  calrni  and  eminence!  aroanil,  bv 
priest!,  carrjing  sacred  tcrcbes.  All  Ihe  booie- 
hold  Groi  nere  prevbualj  eilinguidied,  and  diose 
who  were  Ihougbl  worthy  of  such  a  priTtlego,  were 
allowed  to  relight  them  with  a  flaming  brand,  kin- 
dled at  the  consecrated  cairn-fire. 

Note  G,  page  174,  col.  1, 

T  n  iheD  Oa  caitlra  oT  Bdia.inli'a  rni. 

The  French  priaoners,  taken  in  \be  wars  with 

Napoleon,  were  confined  in.a  depAton  Dartmoor. 

Note  7,  pa^  175,  col.  2. 

Ii  live*  In  Um  bA  accini^  40  tlu  akT. 

In  allusion  to  a  plan  (at  tbo  erection  of  a  gnat 

national  school-house  on  Daitmoor,  whew  il  wat 

proposed  tji  educate  the  children  of  couvicts. 


She  SHtctinQ  of  {0AlIacr  antr  fivute 

ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  CARRON. 

A  PRIZE  POEIL 


1'he  Scottish  historian  ■  describe  Iheir  Iicio, 
alter  Ute  battle  o(  Falkiik,  b;  hii  military  talents 
nnd  presence  of  mind,  preserring  the  troops  undt^r 
nis  own  command,  and  retmating  ieisurdy  mid  in 
good  order,  along  the  banks  of  the  Utile  river 
Canon,  nliich  protected  him  from  the  enemy. 
They  add,  that  Robert  Bruce*  appeared  on  the 
■ippoaile  aide  of  the  rivei,  and  soon  diitinguisbing 
Ibe  majeitic  figure  of  Wallace,  be  called  out  to 
him,  and  desired  a  conlerence.  Tliey  represent 
the  Scottish  hero  as  sdzing  this  opportunity  to 
awaken  the  feelings  of  palriotiam  in  Xiie  youUiful 
uund  of  Bruce;  as  appealing  to  him  in  behalf  of 

*N^  RolMi  Bnict.  aAuwardi  Mai  of  Boiluiil  but  hii 


his  country,  and  describing  her  oppressed  stala, 
ai  the  consequence  of  being  Jewtrtcd  by  thoM 
whom  nature  and  fortune  had  pointed  out,  as  best 
fitted  by  binh  and  ijiaracter  lo  maintain  the  na- 
lionaj  independence.  The  enthuiiawo  of  tha 
speaker  is  sold  to  have  made  a  deep  impresaioii  «■ 
Bruce,  who  from  that  time  repented  of  bis  ea- 
gagemenU  with  Edward,  and  aectelly  delermiDM) 


The  mom  rose  bright  on  scenes  lenowEed. 
Wild  Caledonia's  classic  ground, 
Whsre  the  bold  sons  of  other  days 
Won  their  high  fame  in  Ossian's  Uy^ 
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AnJ  teti — hut  not  till  Carron'i  tide 
With  Ruman  broad  was  darkly  dyed. 
—The  inorii  toae  bright,  snJ  heud  the  cry 
Sent  b;  eiulling  hosts  oa  high, 
And  Ban  the  wliitc-rrO'M  banner  float 
(While  rang  each  ctanainan's  gathering  Date) 
O'er  the  dark  plumes  and  serried  ipcsn 
Of  Scotland'*  Jaring  nkountaineers, 
Am  all  elate  with  hope,  they  Mood 
To  buy  their  freedom  nilh  litMt  blood. 

The  sniwct  shone,  to  guide  the  flying, 
Ami  beam  a  forenell  to  the  dying  < 
The  aummer-moon  on  Fallurk'a  field, 
Streaow  upon  eyes  in  slumber  scaled^ 
Deep  slumber,  not  to  pam  away, 
When  breaks  another  morning's  ray, 
Nor  lanish  when  the  trumpet's  voice 
Bid*  ardent  hearts  again  rejoice : 
What  sunbeam's  glow,  what  clarion'a  breath 
Uay  chase  the  still,  colli,  sleep  of  Deatbl 
BhiDoded  in  Scotland's  blood-stained  plaid, 
Low  are  her  mountun-namon  laid  ; 
They  fell,  on  that  proud  soil,  whose  mould     ^ 
Was  blent  with  heroes'  dust  of  old, 
And  guarded  by  the  free  and  brave, 
Tielded  the  Roman  but  a  grave  I 
Nobly  they  fell— yet  with  them  died 
The  warrior's  hope,  the  leader's  pride. 
Vainly  they  fell— that  martyr  host— 
All,  save  the  land's  high  soul,  is  lost. 
Blest  are  the  slain!  Ihe^  calmly  sleep. 
Nor  see  theii  bleeding  cmuitrj  we^ ; 
The  shouts,  of  England's  triumph  telling 
Reach  not  thdrdark  and  rilent  dwelling; 
Am]  those,  surviving  to  bequeath 
Their  sons  the  choice  of  chains  or  dentil, 
May  give  the  slumberer'i  lowly  tner, 
An  envying  glance, — but  not  a  tear. 
But  thou,  the  fearless  and  the  free. 
Dented  Knight  of  EUeralie  I 
No  Tsaaal-spirit,  formed  to  bow 
When  storm*  are  gathering,  cloode  thy  brow, 
No  abade  of  tear,  or  weak  despair, 
Blends  with  indignant  eorrow  there. 
The  ray  which  itreams  on  yon  red  field. 
O'er  Scotland's  ctoren  helm  and  shield, 
GUtten  not  Ihert  alone,  to  shed 
lU  clondlea  beauty  o'er  the  dead. 
But,  where  smooth  Carton's  rippling  <raTe, 
Flow*  near  that  death-bed  of  the  brave, 
niuming  all  the  midnight  scene. 
Bleeps  brightly  on  thy  lofty  mien. 

But  other  beams,  O  Patriotl  shine 
In  each  commanding  ghinoe  of  thine. 
And  other  light  hath  lUled  thine  eye, 
With  inspiration's  majesty. 
Calqht  ftom  the  immortal  flanw  divine 
Which  makes  thine  iiimo<t  heart  a  shrinel 


Thy  voice  a  Prophet's  tone  hath  won, 
The  grandeur  Freedom  lends  her  aoni 
Th;  bearing,  a  resistless  power, 
The  ruling  genius  of  the  hour; 
And  he,  yon  Chief)  with  mien  of  pride. 
Whom  Canon's  waves  fnim  thee  divide, 
Whose  haughty  gesture  fain  would  seek 
To  veil  the  thoughts  that  blanch  his  cheek, 
Feel*  his  reluctant  mind  controlled 
By  thine,  of  more  heroic  mould ; 
Though,  struggling  all  in  vain  to  wit 
With  that  high  mind's  ascendant  sUr, 
He,  with  a  conqueror's  scornful  eye, 
Would  mock  the  name  of  Liberty. 

—Heard  ye  the  Patriot's  awfn!  voicet 
"Proud  Victor!  in  thy  fame  rejoice! 
Hatt  thou  not  seen  thy  brethi«n  slain, 
The  harvest  of  thy  battle-plain. 
And  bathed  thy  sword  in  blood,  whose  spot 
Eternity  »)iall  cancel  notl  , 

Rejoice  1— with  sounds  of  wild  lament, 
O'er  her  dark  heaths  and  mountains  sent, 
With  dying  moan  and  dirge's  wail, 
Thy  ravaged  country  bids  thee  haill 
Rejoice! — while  yet  eiulting  eric* 
From  England's  coTU]uering  host  aiis* 
And  strains  of  choral  triumph  tell. 
Her  royal  Slave  hath  fought  too  well. 
Oh  I  dark  the  clouds  of  no  that  rest 
Brooding  o'er  Scotland's  mountain-CTelt ) 
Her  shield  is  cleft,  her  banner  torn, 
O'er  martyred  chiefs  her  daughters  monm; 
And  not  a  breeze,  but  wafts  the  sound 
Of  wailing  through  the  land  around. 
Yel  deem  not  thon,  till  life  depart. 
High  hope  shall  leave  the  patriot's  heai^ 
Or  coarage,  (o  the  storm  iniued, 
Or  stem  resolve,  by  woes  matured. 
Oppose,  to  Fate's  severest  hour, 
Lee*  than  unconquerable  power. 
Nol  though  the  orbs  of  heaven  ei^re, 
7%tne,  Freedom  I  i^qoenchlesi  firel 
And  wo  to  him  whose  might  would  dar* 
The  energies  of  lAydespair! 
No!— when  thy  clwin,  O  Bruee!  bcaat 
O'er  thy  land's  chartered  mountain-blast, 
Then  in  my  yielding  soul  shall  die 
The  glorious  faith  of  Liberty  I"  ' 

"Wild  hopesi  o'er  dreamer's  mind  that  rise, 
With  haughty  laugh,  the  Conqueror  cries. 
(Yet  his  dark  cheek  is  flushed  with  shame. 
And  his  eye  filled  with  troubled  Game;} 
"Vain,  brieTfllusionB I  doomed  to  fly 
England's  red  path  of  victory  I 
1*  not  heraword  unmatched  in  might  1^ 

course,  a  torrent  in  the  fighf! 
The  terror  of  her  name  gone  lorth 
Wide  o'er  the  r^ions  of  the  North  1 
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Par  hence,  'midst  other  heotha  an]  inonB, 
Muit  Freedom'!  tboUlep  now  lepcM. 
And  thou,  in  IdH;  dreuiu  elate, 
Enthuaiut!  ttrive  no  more  with  Fate! 
T  a  vain— the  land  is  lost  and  won— 
Sheathed  be  the  iwcrd,  ite  tuk  ■■  done. 
Wbei«  are  the  Chiefs  nho  stood  with  thee. 
First  in  the  batlln  of  the  fiee  1 
The  Gim  in  heaiti  in  B[Niil  bighl 
— Tticj  sought  yon  fatal  JietJ  to  die. 
Each  Btepof  Ednard'aconquvriiig  host 
Hath  left  a  grave  on  Scotland'!  coast." 

"  Vaiaal  of  England  I  yea,  a  grave, 
Where  sleep  the  faithful  and  the  hrave; 
And  who  the  glory  would  irsign 
Of  death  tike  theini,  for  life  like  tbjnel 
Thej  slumber— and  the  stranger's  tread 
Mav  spurn  thy  country's  noble  dead) 
Yet^  on  tlic  land  they  loved  so  well, 
Still  shall  their  burning  spirit  dwell, 
Their  deeds  shall  hallow  minstirl's  theme, 
Thdr  imajfs  rise  on  warrior's  dream, 
Their  names  be  inspiration's  breath, 
Kindling  high  hope,  and  acorn  of  death, 
Till  bursts,  immortal  from  the  tomb, 
The  flame  that  shall  avenge  theii  doom  I 
This  is  no  land  for  chains — away  1 
O'er  softer  climes  let  tyrants  sway  I 
Think'at  thou  the  mountain  and  the  stoir.i 
Their  hanly  sons  (br  bandage  furml 
Doth  oui  stern  wintry  bUat  instil 
Submisdoii  to  a  Despot's  witH 
— Not  we  were  cast  in  other  mould 
Than  theirs,  by  lawless  power  controlled. 
The  nurture  ofour  hitler  sky 
Calls  forth  redsting  energy, 
And  the  wild  bstnesaei  are  oure, 
Theroctswith  their  eternal  towers! 
The  aoul  to  struggle  and  to  dare, 
Is  mingled  with  out  northern  air, 
And  dust  beneath  our  soil  is  lying, 
Oftbow  who  died  for  fame  undying. 
Tread'st  thou  that  sml,  and  can  it  ba 
No  Idtier  thought  is  roused  in  thee 
Doth  no  high  feeling  proudly  start 
From  slumber  in  thine  inmost  hearti 
No  secret  voice  thy  bo«im  thrill. 
Fur  thine  own  Scotland  phnding  etjlll 
Oh  I  wake  thee  yetl  indignant  claim 
A  nobler  fate,  a  purer  fame, 
And  cart  to  earth  thy  retlers  ti'OD,    ' 
And  take  thine  o&eied  crown  Irom  IleayeDl 
Wake'  in  that  high  majestic  lot, 
May  the  dark  past  be  all  forgot. 
And  Scotland  shall  forgive  the  Geld, 
Where  with  her  blood  thy  ahame  was  sealed. 
Een  I, — though  on  that  fatal  plain 
lAt%  aa  heart's  brother  with  the  ilaio. 


Though,  reft  of  his  h^nue  worth, 

My  spirit  dwells  alone  on  earth. 

And  when  all  other  grief  is  past. 

Must  lliit  be  eheriaheil  to  the  last;— 

Will  lead  thy  battles,  guanl  thy  throne. 

With  tiith  unsi>otted  as  his  own, 

Nor  in  thy  noon  of  fame  recall, 

mot  was  the  guilt  that  wrought  bis  &IL" 

Still  dost  thou  hear  in  atom  disdain 
Are  Fredom'i  warning  accents  rainl 
No,  royal  Brucet  within  thy  breast 
Wakes  each  high  thought,  too  long  suppresset 
And  thy  heart's  noblest  feelings  Uve, 
Blent  in  that  suppliant  word — "Forgiral 
Forgive  the  wrongs  to  Scotland  donel 
Wallace !  thy  fairest  palm  is  won ; 
And  kindling  at  my  country's  shrine, 
My  soul  hath  caught  a  spark  of  thins. 
Ohi  deem  not,  in  tlie  proudest  hour 
or  triumph  and  exulting  power, 
Deem  not  the  light  of  peace  could  lind 
A  home  within  my  troubled  mind. 
Conflicts  by  mortal  eye  unseen. 
Dark,  silent,  secret,  there  have  been. 
Known  hut  to  Him,  whose  glance  can  tract 
Thought  to  ill  deepest  dwelling-place. 
— 'T  is  past,  and  on  my  native  shore 
]  tread,  a  rebel  son  no  mom. 
Too  bleat,  if  yet  my  lot  may  be, 
In  glory's  path  to  follow  ilieej 
If  lean,  by  late  repentance  poured, 
May  taie  the  hlooil-stains  from  my  sword. ' 

— Far  other  tears,  O  Wallace  I  riss 
From  thy  heart's  fountain  to  thine  eyes, 
Bright,  holy,  and  unchecked  they  spring, 
While  thy  voice  falters,  "Hail!  my  King 
Be  every  wrong,  by  memory  traced, 
In  this  full  tide  of  joy  effoceill 
Hail!  and  rejoice!  thy  race  shall  cliuni 
An  heritage  of  deathless  fame, 
And  Scotland  shall  arise  at  length, 
Majestic  in  triumphant  strength, 
An  eo^Bof  the  rock,  than  won 
A  way,  through  tempests,  to  the  sun. 
Nor  scorn  the  vidons,  wildly  grand, 
The  prophet-spirit  of  thy  land! 
By  tornent  wave,  in  desert  blast, 
Those  visions  o'er  my  thoughts  have  passei] 
I  Where  mountain-vapouiE  darkly  roll, 
I  Thai  s|Hrit  hath  poaaesaed  my  soul, 
I  And  shadowy  forms  have  met  mine  eye, 
I  The  beings  of  futurity, 
I  And  a  deep  voice  of  years  to  be, 
JHath  told  that  Scotland  shall  be  free. 
j     "Hecomeal  eiuH,  thou  Sire  of  Kingsl 
'From  thee  the  Cbie^  the  Avenger  spring*! 
:Fai  o'er  the  land  he  comes  to  save. 
His  baiiQcn  in  Ihdi  ^ry  wave. 
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And  Albjn  .  tbouund  h*rpt  airake 

'Midat  her  green  lalea  thy  Ikme  U  dwelling, 

On  bill  >ti<l  hnlh,  b>  «Kam  and  like, 

ToiweU  the  UninB  tbat  fu  woand 

Thy  memory  ipeaks  in  torrent-wave, 

ffid  the  prood  nun*  of  Brace  rcMund. 

Thy  atrp  hath  hallowed  rock  and  cave ; 

And  I-but  wherefore  now  recJl 

And  cold  the  wandcrer'a  heart  must  be. 

Tbe  whiFpeied  emen*  of  my  fall? 

That  hold,  no  converw  there  with  Ihce. 

The;  eanx  "at  in  mjMetm\a  gloom, 

Yel,  Scotland  1  to  thy  cbampon'.  ahada, 

— Tbcce  i*  iio  bondage  in  the  tomb  1 

Still  am  thy  grateful  rile,  delayed. 

O'er  tlie  eoul't  world  no  l<rrant  reigna, 

From  lanJa  of  old  renown,  o'erapread 

And  euth  alone  for  man  hath  chainil 

What  though  I  perish  ere  the  hour 

The  trophied  nm,  tbe  hrealbinj  lu.t. 

When  Soriland'i  vengrancB  wakes  in  power, 

Ifahetl  for  her,  mj  blood  ahall  otnin 

The  .brine,  where  art  and  geniiu  high 

Tbc  field  or  BCnlToia  not  in  v<un. 

Have  labnared  for  Eternity!— 

The  itranger  eoroee,— his  eye  oxploroa 

Sbali  ro>»e  the  xpirit  of  her  clime. 

The  wild!  of  thy  majeatie  ahore.. 

And  in  the  noontide  of  her  lot, 

Yet  ninly  Beeks  one  native  .tone, 

M;  country  tball  forget  me  not !" 

Raised  lo  the  hero  all  thine  own. 

Una  of  bright  deeds  and  minEtiel  lore. 

Withhold  the  guerdon  now  no  more! 

On  some  bold  height  of  awful  form, 

Arlthau  forgot!  and  hath  thy  worth 

Stern  eyrie  of  the  cloud  and  riorm, 

WitbDiit  its  glar7  paned  from  Earth  7 

—Rat  with  the  hraTe,  whose  namea  belong 

Bid  the  proud  Cenotaph  ariie  1 

Tothebigh«UH^tyof»ng, 

Not  to  record  the  name  that  thtill. 

Chutared  onr  rererence  to  control. 

Thy  soul,  Ibewntch-word  of  Ihy  hitU; 

Alkd  trwed  in  lunbeama  on  the  eouL 

Not  lo  assert  with  nee.11ea.  claim. 

ThiTK,  Wallacel  while  the  heart  both  aUlI 

The  bright /or  ener  of  it.  fame ; 

One  poke  a  generoui  thought  can  thrill, 

Bui,  in  the  ag™  yet  untold. 

While  Yooth'a  warm  tear*  are  yet  the  meed 

When  oun  shall  be  the  days  of  old, 

Of  mutyr-a  death,  or  hero'a  doed. 

To  rouae  high  heart.,  and  .paaV  thy  priJe 

Shall  brightly  'Uve,  from  a^  la  age, 

In  hini,  for  thee  who  Uved  *nd  died. 

Tbycoontry'i  prouUeat  heiiloge. 
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Hut  man  nuT  da 

Wiiich  at  her  foel  Barbaric  rlcbe*  ca«t, 

L 
TBI  fin*  graw  pale  on  Rome'a  deaerted  thrinee. 

Poured  by  the  burning  East,  all  joyouJy  and  tUt 

In  the  £m  grot  the  Pythia'e  Toi™  but  died-, 

IL 

The  rinng  Ciiy  of  tbe  ttllow-«de. 

Long  age  paaaed  l-thej  left  her  pcrphyrj  hal- 

The  City  of  the  Ctoot— great  Ocean',  hride, 

Still  Imd  by  kingly  foot^lopa.    Oema  and  gutd 

Clowned  from  her  liilh  ibe  iprung!— Long 

»^VM^. 

Frowned  in  their  strength ;  yet  there  were  ligu* 

AndatiUahe  looked  in  gfolj  oW  the  tide, 

which  l<M 
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The  d&ji  nere  TulL     The  pura  high  faith  of  old, 
Wu  changed ;  and  on  her  uJkea  amch  of  sleep 
She  lay,  and  muicaureil  iTa  laae-leaf's  fold 
DUlurbed  herdieinu;  and  callej  hei  ■Isnato 

Tbeit  watch,  that  no  rude  louDd  might  leach  Iter 
o'er  the  deep. 

III. 
But  there  ere  ■ounili  thai  frma  the  regal  dvuM- 

Free  hearts  anjrearlese  only  may  exclude; 
TU  not  alone  the  winil  at  midnight  Bwelling, 
Breaite  on  the  >oft  repoae  by  Luiury  wooodl 
There  are  unbidden  roolaleps,  which  intrude 
Where  the  lamjia  glitter,  and  the  wine-cup  flow*, 
And   darker  hues   have   Blajned   the    marble, 


IV. 

A  voice  ofmutliludee  i>  on  the  breeze, 
Remote,  yet  aotetnn  ai  the  nightetornt's  roar 
Through  Ida'agiant-pinei!  AcrOHthencaa 
A  murmur  comes,  like  that  the  deep  winds  bore 
From  Tempe'e  haunted  river  to  the  shore 
Of  the  reed-crowned  Eurotas;  when,  of  oU, 
Dark  Ana  aent  her  battle-myriads  o'er 
Th'  indignant  wave  which  wuutd  not  be  con- 
troilixl, 
Bat,  past  the  Persian'!  chain,  in  boundlen  freedom 


And  it  is  thua  again ! — Swift  oon  ue  duhiDg 

The  parted  waters,  and  a  light  is  cast 

On  thrfr  white  foam-wreaths,  from  the  andJen 

flashing 
Of  Tartar  spean,  whim  ranks  are  thickening 

fait. 
There  swells  a  savage  trumpet  on  the  blast, 
A  miuic  of  the  deserts,  wild  and  deep, 
Wakening  strange  echoes  as  the  ahores  are  past 
Wtiere  lotr  'midst  Ilion's  dust  her  conqneron 

sleep 
U'erabadowmg  with  bigb  name*  each  mile  •c^nl- 

chralheap. 

VI. 

War  from  the  West ! — the  anowa  on  Thradan 

hills 
Are  Ijcaed  by  Spring's  warm  breath ;  yet  o'er 

the  lands 
nrhlch  Hamus  girds,  the  chauilees  monntain 

rills 
Panr  down  less  awiftly  than  the  Modsoi  bands. 
War  from  tlis  East' — ^nddstAraby's  lone  sands, 


More  lonely  now  the  few  bajfil  founts  maybt, 
While  Isnvael's  bow  is  bent  in  wanior-baods 
Against  the  Qolden  City  of  the  sea  :(1) 
— Ohi  fiir  a  soul  to  fin  thy  dust  Thermopyl*! 


Hear  yet  again,  ye  mighty ! — Where  are  diey, 
Who,  with  their  green  Olympic  gariands  crown- 
ed. 
Leaped  up  in  proudly  beaullfiil  array. 
As  to  a  banquet  gathering,  at  the  sound 
Of  Persia's  claiLon  1 — Far  and  joyous  round. 
From  the  pine-forests,  and  the  mountain-aQoWB 
And  the  low  aylvan  valleya,  to  the  bound 
Of  the  bright  waves,  at  Freedom's  tmcb  they 

-Hath  it  no  thrilling  tone  to  break  the  tomb's  t»- 

pOMi 

viir. 

They  slumber  with  thdr  swords ! — The  olire 

In  vain  are  whispering  their  immortal  talel 

In  vain  the  spirit  of  the  paat  pervades 

The  soft  winds  breathing  ihiough each  flu  lisll 

— Yet  must  tluni  wake,  though  all  unarmed  aud 

pale, 
Devoted  City!— Lo!  the  Moslem's  speiT, 
Red  rrom  its  vintage,  at  thy  gates;  his  nail 
Upon  thy  waves,  hia  trumpet  in  thine  ear! 
-Awake  and  summon  those,  who  yet, 


Be  hushed,  thou  faint  and  feeble  vidce  nf  wasp- 
Lift  ye  the  banner  of  the  Cross  on  high. 
And  call  on  chiefs  whose  noble  sires  are  sleeping 
In  their  proud  graves  of  sainted  chivalry. 
Beneath  the  palms  and  cedars,  where  they  rign 
To  Syrian  galea ! — The  sons  of  each  brave  Una 
From  their  baronial  halls  shall  hear  your  cry, 
And  sei2e  the  arms  which  flashed  round  Salem't 

And  wield  for  yon  Ihe'swords  once  waved  for  P» 


All  still,  an  vuceless ;— and  the  Utttnn  roar 
Alone  replies!— A  like  their  soul  is  gone, 
Who  shared  the  funeral  feut  oa  (Eta's  sholt. 
And  Ihtitv,  that  o'er  the  &ld  of  Ascalon 
Swelled  thaousadet'shymnl — Then  gird  than 

Thine  annoui,  Eastern  &nsen  I  and  meet  the 

Which  waits  thee  eie  the  day's  fierea  work  it 
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With  &  itrong  bc&it ;  to  nujr  Ihj  helmet  timet 
CuhiTend  through  the  ilonn,  Tar  gemroat  hops 


XI. 
But  lingn  not, — amf  thy  men  of  ought  I 
The  ■born,  the  seas  are  peopled  with  Ih;  fbo^ 
Anna  through  th;  eypnet  gravet  are  gleaming 

blight. 
And  (he  dark  hunlamen  of  the  wild,  repon 
Beneath  the  BhtdatT;  marblo  ponieoei 
Ofthy  proud  viDu.    ffearer  and  more  nn 
Around  Ih;  walls  the  eon*  of  battle  cine ; 
Bach  hour,  each  moment,  hath  its  eanndof  fear, 
Which  the  deep  gia.*B  alone  ii  ehuteieil  not  to  hear. 

XIL 
Amy  t  bring  wine,  bring  odoun  to  the  Bhade,(2) 
Whan  the  tall  pine  and  poplar  blend  on  high  I 
Bring  roaea,  eiquiNte,  but  foon  lo  fade! 
Snatch  every  brief  delight, — aince  we  muatdie! 
Yd  ia  the  bom,  degenerala  Gneka  I  gone  by, 
f  ViT  feut  in  TiDe-wnathed  bower,  or  pillared 

hall; 
Dim  gleaiDi  tbe  lurch  beoaatb  yoa  fiery  ak  j, 
And  deep  and  hollow  ia  the  tambour's  call. 
And  (torn  Iba  aunjed  hand  th'  untaaled  cup  will 


CJl. 


Xlll. 


Tl«  night,  tbe  gloruMU  oiienlal  night, 
Hath  loat  tbe  silenCB  of  her  purple  heaven. 
With  its  clear  stars  I  The  red  artillery's  light, 
Athwart  her  worlds  of  tranquil  splendour  driven 
To  the  atill  Snnaiaent'B  eipanas  hath  giien 
)ta  own  Seiai  glare,  wherein  each  cliff  and  towe 
Starts  wildly  forth ;  and  now  the  air  is  riren 
With  thunder-hunts,  andnowdullsm(A»«louds 

VAng  Ih*  gentle  moon,  in  b«r  most  halloirod 

XIV. 
Sounds  6om  the  waten,  Boands  upon  Uu  earth. 
Sounds  in  the  air,  of  balUel  Yet  with  tbea* 
A  Toica  is  mingling,  whose  deep  tones  give  birth 
To  Faith  and  Cotinge  t  From  tuzuriooa  eaas 
A  gallant  few  have  stalled  1  O'er  tba  sea^ 
Pnun  the  Seren  Towers,(3)  thedr  bonnsr  wares 

And  Hope  is  whispsriug  in  the  joyous  brsen, 
Whicb  plays  amidst  iu  folds.    That  ««ke  was 

IXjf  soul  was  on  that  band,  demled  Ci 
XV. 
WMRoDMlliTpusntI  DiiUibiMicalch&om' 

«er 
Tbe  fin  dial  Utcs  in  thine  nnduintedeyel 


—That  eiiy  of  the  throne  and  sepulchre 
Hath  given  proud  lessons  how  lo  reign  and  iBs' 
Heir  of  the  Cssarsl  did  that  lineage  high. 
Which,  as  a  triumph  to  the  grave,  hath  passed 

.      With  its  long  march  of  sceptred  unagery,(4) 
Th'  heroic  mantle  o'er  thy  spirit  caall 

— Thou!  of  an  eagle-race  the  nobleat  and  the  last! 

XVI 
Vaindroamal  upon  that  ipirit  hath  deaoended 
Light  from  the  living  Fountain,  whence  each 

thought 
Springs  pore  and  holy !  In  that  eye  is  blsi>ded 
A  spark,  vrith  Earth's   (riumphal   memoiiea 

fraught. 
And  far  witUn,  a  deeper  meaning,  caught 
From  worlds  unseen.    A  hope,  a  lofty  trust, 
Whose  resting-place  on  buoyant  wing  is  songht 
(Though  thioagli  ils  veil,  seen  darklv  from  the 
dual,) 
In  realms  whcrs  Time  no  more  hath  power  apoi! 
thsjuat 

XVII. 
Those  were  proud  days,  when  on  the  battle  plain, 
And  m  the  sun's  bright  (ace,  and  'midst  th'  amy 
Of  aw»strDck  boats,  and  circled  by  tlu  alain. 
The  Roman  cast  his  gUllsring  mail  away  ,(5) 
And,  while  a  silence,  as  of  midnight,  lay 
O'er  breathless  UuKMuuls,  at  bis  tmce  who  atut- 

Called  on  the  unseen,  terri£c  pewcn  thai  sway 
The  heighU,  the  depths,  tbe  ahadea )  then,  fear- 
leaa-hearted, 
Giitoii  bia  tab«  of  death,  and  for  the  grave  deptuted, 

xvin. 

But  then,  around  bim  as  the  javehna  rushed. 
From  earth  to  beaveu  awelled  upthe  loud  acclaim ; 
And,  ere  his  heart's  last  bee  libation  gualted. 
With  a  bright  smile  tbe  warrior  caught  his  name, 
Far-Boa^g  on  tbe  winds  1  And  Victory  came, 
And  made  the  bout  of  that  immortal  deed 
A  life,  in  fiery  feeling!  Valonr'a  aim 
Had  sought  no  loftier  guerdon.    Thus  to  tdesd, 
Was  to  be  Rome's  high  nu  I— He  died    and  had 

XIX. 

But  praise — and  dearer,  holier  praise,  be  thctts. 
Who,  in  the  stillneM  and  the  solitude 
Of  hearts  pitaaod  earthwards  by  a  weigbtof  cans, 
Uncheered  b;  Fame's  proud  hDpe,Ih'  ethereai  ILiiu 
Of  lesllsss  enerpes,  and  only  viewed 
By  Him  whose  eye,  fium  his  eternal  throne, 
la  on  the  soul's  dark  places  )  have  subdued 
Alkd  vowed  tbemaelvH,  with  strength  till  then 
onkoown, 
Co  some  high  niMlyt-Usk,  in  teem  u-t  iSoim. 
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XX. 


Tbdn  Im  tbe  bright  uid  sKivd  name*  enihrined 
Fu  in  (ha  bosom !  fot  their  deedi  belong, 
If  ot  to  ihe  gorgeoiu  futh  whicb  chLraied  muiluDd 
With  it<  nch  pomp  of  feitiviil  sod 
GarliTul  Kill]  shrine,  unil  ineeniie-hniring  throng; 
But  to  that  Spirit,  hslloiring,  u  i 
Man's  hidden  (oul  in  whispers,  yet  man  alrong 
Than  storm  or  earthquake'svcdce;  fotll\ence\ 
iDfatuiDiu  wmlil's  tuu 


All 

XXt. 

Well  might  My  name,  briTe  Constantinat  anake 
Such  thought,  nichleeliiig  I — But  llie  acene  igni 
Barata  on  m;  vision,  u  the  dij-bBama  breali 
TblDUgh  (be  Md  atdphuToo*  mists:  tbe  otmp, 

the  plain, 
The  tartaced  palacei,  the  dame-capl  fane, 
With  iU  bright  eras  fi  jed  high  in  crow  ning  gnce; 
Spear*  on  the  ramparts,  gallcja 
And,  circling  all  nith  anni,  thai  lurbaned  nee, 
The  aun,  ths  desert,  itamped  in  each  <Isil,  bangb- 

XXII. 
Shoot,  ye  Mven  hilb!  Lol  Christian  pennotu 

dreaming 
Red  o'er  (he  wa(erBl(6)  Hail,  deliverer*,  bait, 
Atnng  your  billon;  wake  the  rediance  gleaming, 
la  nope'a  own  amile !    The;  crowd  the  iwetl- 

On,  with  the  Emud,  the  san-bBam,  and  the  gali 
Borne,  aa  a  victor'a  car '.  The  batteiiea  pour 
Their  clouds  and  thunden ;  but  tbe  roUing  vdl 
Of  snioke  floats  np  th'  exulting  wlnda  before ! 
—And  oh  I  theglorioiu  buist  of  that  bright  asi 
and  shorel 

xxni. 

I,  ramparts,  Enrope'e,  Aiia'i 


Tbe  rocka,  < 


All  thronged  I  otm  theatre  forklnglT  wart 
A  monarrh  girt  with  hii  Barbaria  host, 
P(Nnts  o'ei  the  beach  his  flaihing  ecjmetaT  I 
Dark  tribes  are  toning  javelins  from  afar, 
Hands  waving  biunen  o'er  each  battlement. 
Decks,  with  tlicii  serried  guns,  amjod  to  bu 
Tlia  promised  aid ;  but  haik '.  a  ahout  is  sent 
(Tl  (imnlbenoblelMrkll— theBdcitemlinaiinDtl 

XXIV. 

On.  on  through  nailing  flame,  and  Hiowy  shonr- 

llie  welcome  pniwi  have  cleft  their  rapid  wa;. 
And,  with  the  shadows  of  the  Tesper-houT, 
Filrled  Ihctr  wliite  sails,  and  anchored  in  the  bay. 
Then  were  the  itncts  with  song  and  torcb-On 


a  Hawed  mantling  in  the 


Then  the  Greek  » 

light 

Of  festal  halls; — and  there  was  jo;  ■— tbe  ay 
Of  dying  eyes,  a  moment  wildly  bright. 
The  aunaet  of  the  aoul,  ere  loat  to  mortal  nght  I 

XXV. 
For,  Tun  that  feeble  succour  I    Day  by  day 
Th'  imperial  towers   are  crumbling,  and  the 

Of  the  nist  engines,  in  their  eeaadeaa  play. 
Comes  powerful  aa  when  Heaven  unbinds  the 

— Man's  heart  ia  mightier  than  the  castled  ateep^ 
Yet  will  it  unk  when  earthly  hope  ia  Bed ; 
Man'a  thoughts  work  darkly  in  lucb  hoor^  and 

Flie*  br ;  and  in  li«ir  mien,  the  walla  who  liea^ 
Things,  by  the  brave  anlold,  may  fearfully  be  read  I 

XXVI. 
It  was  s  aad  and  solemn  task  to  hold 
Their  mid  night' watch  on  that  beleagnered  wall  | 
A*  the  oea-wave  beneath  the  bo«(iana  roUo), 
A  sound  of  isle  was  in  its  rise  and  fall  I 
The  heavy  clouds  were  aa  on  empire's  paQ, 
Tbe  giant^hodows  of  each  tower  and  fane 
I^y  hke  the  grave's ;  a  low,  mysterioua  call 
Breathed  in  the  wind,  and  from  the  tented  plain 
A  voice  of  omens  roae,  with  each  wildmaitial  strun. 

XXVII. 
For  Ihey  might  catch  tbe  Arab  charger's  neigh- 
ing. 
The  Tbnician  dram, the Taitor'adrDW^ song-, 
Might  almost  hear  the  soldin's  banner  swaying, 
The  wat«h-word   muttered   in  some  eastern 

Then  flaahvd  (be  gun's. lerriGc  Eight  along 
The  marble  sliects,  airatillneai — not  wpoee; 
And  boding  Ihoughta  esihe  o'er  them,  dark  and 

For  heaven,  earth,  air,  apeak  angnrie*  to  tltoae 
Wbosee  their  numbered  boon  faalpraaii^  loth* 


XX  VIII. 
But  strength  is  from  the  mlghliertl    Then  u 


And  telle  in  nlence,  how  the  night  hath  been, 
In  kingly  balls, a  vigil:  yet  serene. 
The  ray  eet  deep  within  his  tbooghtnil  ejs^ 
And  there  ia  that  in  his  edlected  auen, 
To  which  tbe  hearts  of  noble  men  reply, 
With  fifes,  putakuig  not  this  frame's  raoit«litj  1 
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Tcsl  can  it  not  of  loftj  minds  tbe  late, 
To  pan  o'er  earth  in  brightnen,  but  alone ; 
Bijh  povfT  naa  made  their  birtliright,  tocrcati 
A  thousand  thought*  reiipaniiTe  to  their  ownl 
A  thooaanil  echon  of  thrir  aiiiril's  tone 
Start  Into  life,  trhen'er  their  path  may  ba, 
StiU  Iblloning  fait;  u  when  the  iiinil  hath 

O'er  Indian  groTB«,{7)  «  wanderer  wilJ  and 
free, 
E3iuniD£  and  beating  Samei  sTar  from  tree  to  tree ! 


And  it  ia  thn  with  thee  1  thy  lot  U  cut 
On  eril  daya,  thou  C«mr!  yet  the  few 
That  act  their  generou*  bosome  to  the  btaflt 
"Whkh  rock*  thy  throne— the  fearlne  and  Ae 

Bear  beerta  wherein  thy  gUnce  can  mill  renew 
The  free  deletion  of  the  yean  gone  by, 
Wtwn  fh>in  bright  dreami  th'  ticendant  Roman 

Enduring  atrergth !— rtatee  Tiniih— age*  fly- 
Jut  leaie  ane  task  uncbulgod — to  luSer  and  to 
diel 

XXXI. 
Theae  are  onr  natare'i  heritage.    But  thou, 
The  crowiuxl  with  empJTo!  thou  wert  called  to 

A  cup  more  bitter.    On  thy  leTered  brow 
The  ■emblance  of  that  buajant  hi^  to  weai 
Which  long  had  paited  away ;  alone  to  bear 
Tbe  nah  and  preaaure  of  dark  thoaghta,  that 

A*  a  atrong  billow  in  their  wdght  of  care; 
And,  with  ell  thia,  to  imilel  for  eartb-^orn 

fheae 

XXXII. 
Ber  glance  b  on  the  triumph,  on  the  fleM, 
On  tbe  red  icaflbld ;  and  where'er,  in  nght 
or  human  eyes,  the  human  aoul  ia  fteeled 
To  deeds  thai  seem  aa  of  immortal  might, 
Yet  are  proitd  natun'a  t  But  her  meteor  light 
Can  pierce  na  depths,  no  elands;  it  falls  net 

Indlenea,  and  in  •eeret,  and  in  night, 
Tbe  DoUa  heart  doth  trrrolla  with  despair,         | 
And  risa  mote  Krong  than  death  from  its  aawit- 
neaeeil  prayer.  j 

XXXIIL  j 

Men  bate  been  Arm  in  battle:  they  have  stood, 
Vn^  a  pfendling  hope  on  raraged  ididn*, 


item  conSicta,  yet  they  pass,  unknown 


And  won  the  birthright  of  thdr  heaitba  witfi 

blood. 
And  died  rrjolcing,  'midst  their  ancient  fanes. 
That  au  their  children,  undeGtcd  with  chaina. 
Might  worship  thore  in  peace.    But  the;  that 

When  not  a  beacon  o'er  the  wave  remains, 
Linked  but  to  periih  with  a  ruined  land, 
Whers  Freedom  dies  with  them— call  that  a 
martyr-band  I 

XXXIV. 
But  the  world  heeds-  them  not.    Or  if,  pBf>- 

ehan<«, 
Upon  their  strife  it  bend  a  carelna  eye, 
It  ia  but  a*  the  Roman's  stoio  glance 
Fell  on  that  stage  where  man's  last  agony 
Was  made  kit  sport,  who,  knowing  ens  muse 

Reeked  not  which  champion ;  but  prepared  tbe 

And  bonnd  tbe  bloody  wreath  of  vietory. 

To  greet  the  conqueror;  while,  with  calm  ikh 

The  nnquisfaed  proudly  met  tbe  doom  he  met  b 


XXXV. 

The  hoar  of  Fale  comos  on  1  and  it  ia  fraught 
With  Ihit  of  Liber^,  that  now  the  need 
Is  past  to  veil  ths  brow  of  anxious  thought, 
And  clothe  the  heart,  which  slill  beneath  must 

bleed. 
With  Hope's  fati-seoming  drapery.    We  are 

freed 
From  taaka  tike  these  by  Misery ;  ana  alone 
Is  left  the  brsTe,  and  rest  shall  be  thy  meed. 
Prince,  watcher,  wearied  one  1  when  thou  has 

How  brief  the  cloudy  space  which  parts  the  gniTe 
and  throne! 

XXXVL 

Tbe  Kgns  an  fiiU.    They  are  not  b  the  sky, 
Nor  b  tbe  many  vmcesof  tbe  air, 
Not  the  swlA  cknuls.    No  fiery  hosts  on  high. 
Toss  their  wild  apears ;  no  nwtaor-banner*  glam, 
Nocomet  fiercely  shakes  its  blanng  hair, 
And  yet  the  atgns  are  full ;  too  truly  seen 
In  the  thin  rampatti^  in  the  pals  despair 
Which  lenda  one  langaage  to  a  people's  mien, 
And  in  :he  ruirted  heape  where  walls  and  tcmn 


I     It  is  a  night  of  beinty;  men  a  nignt 
I     At,  from  the  sparry  grot  or  launl-shat 
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Or  wira  in  maiUeJ  cavern  rippling  bright,        I    Vt  tine  kolml  down  ■M  battleil  Feu  ud 
Migbt  woo  Ihe  njmpbi  of  QrecUn  raunl  uid  P'ig'it. 

glaJc  And  trniet]  R«Tfnge,  >ll  Iiunyiiii!  put  bdow  I 

Toaport  beneath  lU  moonWnu,  which  pervade  j     But  there  is  jat  a  mon  ippaUing  nght 
Their  fomt-luDnU:  i  night,  to  rave  alone,        |     Fw  earth  prepunl,  thao  a'et,  with  truiqoC 
Where  the  joung  leaves  bjr  »ern«l  winji  are  ^  '""" 


And  the  reedi  vrhieper,  nith  a  dream;  loiM 
Of  iDclnlj,  that  leeuia  to  breathe  from  irorldi  ui 
iootta. 


A  nigbl,  Co  call  Trom  green  Elyaium'e  bowers 
The  (hade*  of  elder  birds:  it  night,  to  hold 
UnseeD  eonusunion  with  tb'  insfuring  poweD 
That  mads  dc«p  grovee  thedi  dweUing-place  of 

M; 
A  night,  lor  mvifnm,  o'er  the  hallowed  uoutd, 
To  rtrew  sweet  Sowern ;  for  revellers  to  fill 
And  wreath  the  cup;  (or  sorrowi  to  be  told, 
Which     lovs    hath    cherished     long  j-'iua 

thooghtsl  besbllt 
— 4t  is  a  night  of  ikie,  itamped  with  Almigbt; 

wmi 


XXXIX. 


.n  the  lb 


It  thould  come  swefping 

ing 

The  ancient  snmmil*  in  ita  dread  careerl 
And  with  vtsl  billows  wrathfull?  contonding, 
And  with   dark  clouds  o'erahaJowing  ever? 

— But  He,  whose  footstep  shalies  the  earth  with 
&ar, 

Paadng  to  laj  the  sovereign  cities  low, 

Alike  in  His  omnipotence  is  near. 

When  the  soft  winds  o'er  spring's  green  path- 
way blow. 
Aid  when   EUa  thunders  cleave  the  monorcb- 


Ye  gued  on  frem  your  worid  of  solitude  and 

XLII. 
Last  night  a  sound  was  in  the  Moalem  camp. 
And  Ans'i  hills  rn-echoed  to  a  cry 
Of  savage  nuith  I— Wild  horn,  aud  war-etesdi' 

Blent  with  the  shout  of  barbarous  revelry, 
Thoc1«shofde«rt4pean!  Last  night  Ibe  Ay 
A  hue  of  menace  and  of  wrath  put  on. 
Caught  from  red  watch-Bres,  blazing  fitf  and 

And  oountleiB,  as  [ha  Barnes,  in  ages  gone, 
Streaming  to  heaven's  bright  queen  from  shadowy 
Liebanon! 

XLIIl. 
But  allis  stillneaa  now.    May  this  be  sleep 
Which  wraps  those  eastern  thoosaiMkl  Yes, 

Along  yon  nuionlight  shore  and  dark-Uas  deep 
Bright  are  Ihrir  visions  with  the  Houri's  glanoe. 
And  lliey  behold  the  sparkling  fountains  daooa 
Beneath  tbo  bovcis  of  paradise,  that  ehed 
Rich  odours  o'erthe  faithful;  but  the  lance. 
The  bow,  the  sjiear,  now  round  the  slumbsnts 


XLIV. 
May  this  be  sleep,  this  hush  1 — A  sleepless  cy* 
Doth  hold  its  vigil  'nudal  that  dusk;  race! 
Otw  that  would  scan  th'  abyss  of  destiny. 
E'en  DOW  is  gasng  on  ths  sliies,  to  traca, 
In  those  bright  worlds,  tile  burning  isles  of  spaoe, 
Fate's  mystic  pathway ;  they  the  while,  seren^ 
Walk  in  their  beauty;  but  Mobamme^'a  (ac«. 
Kindles  beneath  their  a3poct,(9)  ai  '  ' ' 


XL. 
The  heavens  in  stilt  magnificence  look  down 
On  the  hushed  Bosphorus,  whouc  ocesn-stream 
Sleeps,  with  its  paler  stars:  the  snowy  cnwB 
Of  far  OlyQipus,(8)  in  the  nKN>^ligh^gt•aa 

Towers  ndiantly,  as  when  the  Pagan's  dream     All  fired  with  stonuy  Joy,  by  that  soil  light  isi 
Thronged  it  with  gods,  and  bent  the  adoring 

koeet 
-But  that  is  past — and  now  the  One  Suprane 
Fills  not  alone  thate  ttaunts;  but  earth,  air,  sea, 
And  time,  wbicli  presses  on,  to  finish  his  decree. 


XLL 
Olynpus,  Ida,  Delphi !  ye,  the  thrones 
And  temples  of  a  visionary  might, 
Brooding  in  clouds  above  your  forest-oones^ 


XLV. 

Oh!  wild  preaomptlon  of  a  conqueror's  dreaik 
To  gaze  on  those  pure  altsr-fiics,  enshrined 
In  depths  of  blue  infinitude,  and  deem 
They  shine  to  guiJe  the  spoiler  of  mankiixl 
O'er  fields  of  blood  '—But  with  ibe  resllcM  ndoa 
It  hath  been  ever  tbusi  and  they  that  weep 
For  worlds  to  conquer,  o'er  the  bounds  assigned 
To  human  search,  in  daring  pride  would  swesp. 
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XLTI. 
Rut  Tel  that  bumcil  od  Pate'i  liemeliiliiiB 

Wben  iba  itcrm  bunt  a'er  goldcD  Bibjloa, 
And  ye,  that  ■parklej  nith  y"ai  vronteJ  light 
Ccr  boiniiig  Sslem,  by  the  Romiin  won; 
Anil  ye,  that  calmly  viewed  the  Bkughtei  done 
In  Rome's  ovd  itioets,  when  AUiic'i  Irampct- 

Kang  through  the  CapitDl;  bright  ipherMl  roll  on! 
SHU  bright,  tboDgb  emi^rqi  falli  anJ  bid  nuui 


Hii  humbled  eyes  to  euth,  uul 

XLVIl. 
Pot  it  hath  migh^  leuoni '.  from  the  lomb, 
And  lioin  the  ruins  of  the  tomb,  and  nherc, 
"Midst  the  wrecked  cities  in  the  desert's  gloom. 
All  buneleas  cieatuna  make  tbeir  isTage  Jair, 
Thejiee  comes  its  iince,  that  shaltes  the  luid- 

And  calls  up  douds  to  dim  the  laughing  day, 

And  thrilb  the  eoul ; — yet  bids  us  not  despuc, 

But  mike  one  rock  our  shelter  and  our  stay, 

Bunnilb  whose  shade  all  else  is  pssaing  to  decay  1 

XL  VIII. 
The  hoDis  more  on.    I  see  a  wsTenng  gleam 
O'er  the  bushed  waters  tremulously  fall. 
Poured  from  tbs  Casus'  palace :  now  the  beam 
or  many  lamps  is  biigbtaning  in  the  hoU, 
And  Tram  its  long  arcades  and  pillars  tall 
Soft,  giaceful  sbadaws  onilutating  Ue 
On  the  nave's  heaving  bosom,  and  recall 
A  thought  of  Venice,  with  her  moonligbt  sky, 
And  ieita]  seas  and  domes,  and  faiiy  paijeaiitiy. 

XLIX. 
But  from  that  dwelling  floAts  tio  mirthful  sound ! 
The  swell  of  flute  andGiedan  tyre  no  more, 
Walling  an  atmosphere  of  mane  n»in  J, 
Tells  the  hashed  seaman,  gliding  past  the  shore. 
How  monarchs  revel  there  I — Its  feasts  are  o'er — 
Why  gleam  tho  lights  along  its  oolonnade  1 
— I  see  a  train  of  guests  in  silence  ponr 
Throogh  its  long  avenoes  of  terraced  shade, 
Whoaa  stately  founts  and  bowers  roc  joy  alone 


Id  alenca,  and  In  ■ 


I  no  maniage^nneiits!— Yet  e 


With  an  imperial  diadem  1(10)- but  Iboa, 
O  Fated  prince!  art  called,  and  tb»e  with  ibee, 
To  darker  scenes ;  and  thou  hsst  learned  to  bow 
Thine  Eastern  Keptre  to  the  dread  Jcc^rec, 
Lnd  count  it  joy  enough  to  pcriah— Uing  free! 

LI. 

On  through  long  vestiliales,  with  solemn  tread, 


Asm 


leorfeai 


md  wo, 


Bear  darkly  to  their  rest  the  nnbic  dead, 
O'er  whom  by  day  their  sorrows  may  not  flew, 
The  warriors  pass:  their  measured  steps  are 

And  hollow  echqra  fill  the  marble  halls. 
Whose  long-drawn  vistas  open  as  they  go, 
In  desolate  pomp;  and  ftmn  the  pictured  walla, 
Sad  seems  the  light  itself,  which  on  their  armour 
blk! 

Lll. 

Aud  they  have  reached  a  gorgeous  chamber. 

With  all  we  dream  of  gplcnJonr;  yet  a  gloom 
Seems  githrred  o'er  it  to  Iho  boiling  dgbt, 
A  shadow  that  antinpales  the  tomb  1 
Btill  from  its  fretted  roof  the  lamps  illume 
A  purple  canopy,  a  golden  Ihrons ; 
But  it  is  empty! — HathllH)  stroke  of  doom 
Fallen  there  .-aready?— Where  is  He,  tho  One, 
Bom  that  Ugh  scat  to  fill,  supremely  and  alone  1 

LIU. 


When  the  strong  lowers  are  tottering  to  their 

base. 
And  the  streets  rock, — who  mingle  in  the  crowd  1 
— Peasant  and  chief,  the  lowly  and  the  proud, 
Aie  in  that  throng  1— Yes,  life  hath  many  an 

Which  nuke*  as  kindred,  by  one  rhsttflning 

And  feeling  but,  as  Irom  the  atorm  we  cower, 
What  shrinking  weakness  feels  belbre  unbouaded 

LIV. 
Yet  then  that  Power,  whose  dwelling  is  oa  high, 
Its  loftiest  manels  dolb  reveal,  and  speak 
In  the  deep  human  heart  mon  gloriously. 
Than  in  the  bursting  thunder  I— Thence  tha 

They  that  seemed  fbrmed,  as  flavrer.stem^  tnu 

to  break 
With  the  first  wind,  have  risen  to  doed*^  whoa* 

Still  calb  Dpthoofhts  that  muitU  to  th4  clwrit. 
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And  Ibritl  the  pubel — Aj,  luength  do  pingt 
could  lama 

l{*tb  [ookcd  from  wooui'i  e;e  upon  tha  aword 
■nd  Suae! 

LV. 

And  thl«  b  of  such  hours ! — Th»l  throne  ia  imS, 
And  its  lord  aoniei,uncroi>n'd.  Behold  him  lUnd, 
With  a  cbIid  bran,  where  woea  hate  oot  do- 

The  Greek'a  heroic  bmuty ,  'midat  hit  band, 
Tbs  gathered  riitoa  of  a  nnking  land, 
Alu  1  hon  101117  - — Now  ia  caat  aaide 
AU  form  of  piincaly  italel  each  noble  hand 
b  pieat  b;  tumi  in  bia:  for  eaithl;  pride 
There  ia  no  room  in  bcuta  where  earthly  hope 
hath  died  I 

LVl. 
A  nunnenl'a   huih — and   then  he  apealiB — be 

apeakal 
But  not  of  hope  ^  lAof  dream  hath  long  gone  by; 
Hia  wordaarerullofnicmorj' — nahoBecka, 
Bj  the  Mrohg  name*  of  Rome  and  Liberty, 
Which  yet  are  living  ponen  tliat  fire  the  eye, 
And  rouae  the  heart  of  manhood;  and  by  all 
The  aad  yet  grand  remembrancea  that  lie 
Deep  with  earth'a  buried  lieroei ;  lo  recall 
The  aoul  of  other  yean^  if  but  to  graoe  Uieir  faD  t 

LVII. 
Hiewnrdaatefullorfiuth! — And  tboughta,  mora 

high 
Than  RonM  e'er  knew,  now  fill  hia  glance  with 

light; 
Thooghtj  which  gave  nobler  lessoni  how  b>  die 
Than  e'er  were  drawn  from  Nature'a  haogh^ 

And  to  that  eye,  with  all  the  apirit  bright, 
Haretbeitarqilied  in  lenn, which  may  notahaiiw 
The  bnireet  in  euch  momenta !— 'T  ii  a  aght 
Tc  make  all  earthly  aplendoura  cold  and  tame, 
•Thnt  grnenraa  bunt  of  aoni,  whh  ita  electric 
flame  t 


LIS. 


Enow'M  thou  the  land  where  bknm  the  Mange 

bowe™?(i2) 
Where  through  dark  foliage  gleam  the  citron'* 

It  ia  their  own.    TheyKC  their  father'!  towera 
'Midat  ita  Ueaperian  gnxea  in  annlight  rirc : 
They  meet  in  nul,  the  bright  Italian  eyea, 

Which  long  and  iiinly  ihail  eiplon  the  main 
For  thdr  white  nil's  rotum :  the  melodie* 
or  that  sweet  land  are  floating  o'er  their  brain — 
— Oh  I  what  a  crowded  world  one  moment  may 


le  to 


I— few  ma> 


Anudat  thdr  native  ahadea.    The  ycnng,  the 

brave, 
The  beautiful,  whose  gladdening  voice  and  eye 
Mute  aamineT  in  a  parent'*  heart,  and  gave 
Light  lolheir  peopled  homea;  o'er  land  and  wave 
Are  acatlered  bat  and  f^,  aa  roae-leivea  faU 
From  the  deaertad  stem.     They  find  a  grave 
Far  from  the  ahadow  of  Ih'  anceetral  hall, 
—A  lonely  bed  ia  theirs,  whoaa  aoiilea  were  hope 


to  all) 


XLI. 


LVIII. 
They  weep — tha**champioiiaof  the  ci 


—they 


Tet  vow  thenuelvea  to  death  ! — Ay,  'midil  that 

tnin 
Are  martyra,  prSvfloged  in  Isaia  to  itcep 
Thar  lolly  aaerifice! — The  pang  is  vain, 
And  yel  it*  gush  of  aoTTow  ahaJl  not  atain 
A  vrarrioTB  aword. — Thoae  men  am  atrangera 

here— (II) 
rha  homea,  they  never  may  behold  agun, 
Lie  bi  away,  with  all  things  bleat  and  dear, 
( <n  langhing  ihom,  0  which  their  bub  no  mora 


Bnt  nib  Howe  on,  and  bears  ua  with  ita  tide. 
Not  may  we,  lingering,  by  the  alumberera  dwell. 
Though  they  were  thoee  once  blooming  at  our 

In  youth's  gay  home! — Awayt  what  •onnd'a 

deep  swell 
Comes  on  the  windl — It  ia  an  empire's  knell. 
Slow,  sad,  majraUc,  pealing  through  the  night  I 
For  Ihs  lait  time  spealia  forth  (he  solemn  bell. 
Which  calls  tlie  Christians  lo  their  holiest  tits, 
With  a  funereal  voice  of  solitary  might 

LXII. 

Agun,  and  yet  again ! — A  startling  power 
In  sounds  like  these  lives  ever ;  for  they  bear, 
Pull  on  rcmembmnce  each  eventful  hour. 
Chequering  life's  crowded  path.    Thej  fill  the 

air 
When  conquerors  pna,  and  fearAil  chin  wear 
A  mien  like  joys ;  and  when  young  brides  an 


And  when  the  silent  house  recrivea  III  guest — the 
dead.(I3) 

LXtll. 
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W1)cn)b;  the  life-blood  to  iu  nuTce  u  ilriven, 
On  the  chilleil  heart  of  maltitude*  thej  felL 
Bach  cadence  eeemed  h  praphecj,  to  lell 
or  Bxptm  pawing  from  tfaeir  line  amj, 
A  n  angd-witcher'i  long  and  «d  farewell, 
The  re<|iiiein  of  a  &ith'(  depanini;  iirav, 
A  thrane'a,  k  lutton'i  diige,  a  mil  for  eaith'a  de- 


cay. 


LXIV. 


Again,  and  yet  agBinl — from  yon  high  donu 
Still  the  (low  peal  comes  awfully;  and  they 
Who  never  mora  to  reat  in  mortal  home, 
Shaa  thiol*  the  breaatplale  oIT  at  fall  of  day, 
Th'  imperial  band  in  ckm  and  armed  array 
Ai  men  that  from  the  iword  muat  part  no  tw 
Take  Ihnmgh  the  miilnijht  rtrecli  tiuii  lilent 
way. 


LXV. 
It  ia  the  hour  oftteep:  yet  few  the  eye*. 
O'er  which  forgetfiilneii  her  balm  hath  ibad, 
In  the  belcagnred  dty.    SUIIdbh  liea 
With  moonlight,  o'er  the  hilli  and  waten  epread, 
Bat  not  the  teMwith  ngniand  (onndi  of  dread. 
The  time  ipeedion.    Nu  voice  li  miMd  to  greet 
The  lait  brave  Constantine;  and  yet  the  tread 
Of  many  alep*  la  in  the  echoing  atreet, 
Al>d  preaiUTe  of  pale  ciowdi,  acarce  comcioaa 
why  lb«y  meet. 

LXTI. 

Tbrir  home*  are  laiory'i  yet;  why  pour  they 

With  a  dim  lamr  ia  evih  ra^aaieyol 
Baih  the  dread  car,  which  beara  the  peatileit 
Indarkneaa,  with  ita  heavy  wheeli,  rtjled  by, 
And  rocked  their  palacea,  as  if  an  high, 
The  whirliriDd  paaaadi — EVmb  conch  and  ji 

ova  board 
Bath  the  fierc*  phantom  beckoned  them  to  die  1 
— No! — what  are  theael — for  them  a  cup  i 

poand(14} 
More  dark  with  wrath; — Mmoomea — theqKNii 
and  tbeaword. 

LXVII. 
mill  as  the  monarch  and  bii  chiaftains  pan 
Tbrongh  tboaa    pale  throagi,  the  ^naming 

torchlight  throw* 
On  aome  wild  form,  amidil  tho  Hving  nuM, 
Hue*,  deeply  red,  like  lava'*,  which  (fiaelQae 
What  coontleai  abape*  are  worn  by  am 


Lipa  Uoodleea,  quivering  Dmba, '  haiMk  eUfued 

in  prayer, 
Starta,  tremblingly  harryiag*,  laar* '  all  outward 

Betokening  inward  agoniea,  were  then ; 
— Qieekal  Romanal  all  but  inch  ai  image  bra*t 

LXVlIt. 

But  high  above  that  leene  id  bright  repoae. 
And  beauty  borniwiag  from  the  lorchei'  gloami 
A  mien  of  life,  yel  where  no  life-blood  Sowa, 
But  all  initinct  with  loltier  being  aeemi, 
Pak,  grand,  colonal;  lo!  tb'  embodied  dreaina 
or    yorel— Ood%    heroes,    barda,    in    nurbia 

wrought,    ' 
Look  down,  as  power*,  upon  the  wild  eitremes. 
Of  mortal  paaaion !— Yet  t  waa  man  that  caught, 
And  in  each  gloiioua  form  enahrined  immortal 
thoughll 

LXIX. 
Stood  ye  not  thtN  amidat  the  itrteU  of  aomal 
That  Roma  which  witneaaed,  in  her  aoiptred 

daya, 
So  much  of  ncAla  death  1 — When  ihrine  and 

'Midrt  elooila  of  tnoenae,  rung  vrith  choral  lay*, 
A*  (he  long  trinmph  p«aaed  with  all  ila  blan 
Ofregal  qxNt,  ware  ye  not  praodly  barney 
O  Bovereign  formal  concentering  aU  the  raya 
Of  the  aoul's  lightning*  1 — did  ye  not  adwrn 
The  pomp  which  eailb  alood  (till  to  gale  on  and 
lo  mourn? 

T.TT 
Hath  it  been  thual — Or  did  ye  gntoe  the  hall% 
Once  peopled  by  tba  aiigbty  1— Haply  ther^ 
In  yow  atill  grudenr,  fiom  the  pillared  wall* 
Semoe  ye  amited  «a  banqaal*  of  deapair. 
Where  bt^ielev  cottrags  wroaght  il^t*  date. 
The  atroks  of  ita  daHveranee,  'mitt  the  glow 
Of  living  wieatha,  Ua  4gba  of  perfuBcd  ail, 
The  Bounil  oriyiea,  the  Sower-cnnraed  goblet* 
flow:(I6) 
-Behold  again! — high  heart*  make  nobler  ofler- 

LXXL 

The  lUtely  ^a  La  reached— and  at  tta  grta 
The  warrior*  panaej  on  lift'*  tumnhnon*  tad* 
A  atillneaa  fall*,  while  he,  whom  ragat  «ta(e 
Bath  marked  f^m  aJI,  lo  ba  mora  atamly  biaa, 
By  aoflkioK  ipt»k»:    «*eb  mder  voice  balli 


WMIa  hk  Implona  fi>rgii«i 
One  "midat  yom  tbnmgi^  D 
prld*, 


a*1—"  If  there  tw 
r  [naiila! — wluni  tii 
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Or  puuon,  I  han  wronged;  aoch  pudon,  free 
Aa  mortal*  hope  from  Hutch,  Mcotd  lluit 


LXXU. 

But  all  u  alcnca;  >nd  &  gaih  oT tears 
Alone  repUeil — Se  hath  not  been  ofthoM 
Wbo,  feired  b;  nuuij,  pine  in  ucret  fean 
OfiJt;  th'  eDTirDnsiI  but  bj  alaia  ind  foes, 
To  whom  daj  bringi  Dot  Mfet;,  night  repow, 
Foi  the;  ban  heard  the  voice  cry  "  titep  ru 

or  them  be  hath  not  been,  nor  inch,  aa  close 

Their  hoirte  to  miier;,  till  the  time  ia  o'ei, 

When  it  speaks  low  awl  Lneels  th'  oppraasor'i 


LXXVI. 
Turn  thou  to  mark  (though  tean  may  dtm  tbj 

ga») 
The  Keel-clad  gioap  belbrayon  altar-atona; 
Heed  not,  tboQgbgems  ami  gold  around  it  blaze, 
Thoas  bead*  imhelmed,  those  kneeling  forms 

Thus  bonpl,  look  glorious  bera.    The  light  is 

Full  from  the  shrine  on  one,  a  nation's  lord 

A  soflerer  I— but  bis  task  shall  soon  be  don»— 

E'en  now,  as  Paitb'a  mysterious  cup  is  poured, 

See  to  that  noble  brow,  peace,  not  of  eaitb,  i^ 


LXXIIl. 

He  hath  been  Wad— but  who  maj  trust  the  lore 
Of  a  degenerate  raoe  l^n  other  mould 
Ai«caat  the  Irea  and  lofty  hearts,  that  prove 
Their  faith  through  6ery  trials.— Yet  bobold, 
And  call  lum  not  forsaken. — Thoughts  nntold 
HaTo  lent  hii  aapeet  calmnos,  and  hia  tread 
Move*  firmly  to  tlie  ihrioe. — What  pomp*  un- 
fold 


LXXIV. 


.  Tis  a  prood  vision — that  nw«t  regal  pile 
Of  ancient  day*  I — the  lamp*  are  streaming 

From  its  rich  ahar,  down  each  [Hlland  isle, 
Whose  vista  fade*  in  dimneca ;  but  tbe  aight 
I*  lost  in  splendours,  aa  ttte  wavering  light 
Demlope*  on  thoae  walla  tbe  thooaand  dje* 
Of  the  veined  marbles,  which  array  theii  height, 
And  finm  yon  diNne,(16)  the  lodestar  of  all 
eyes, 
PotB  MKh  an  im-^ow  a*  emolate*  the  sUe*. 

LXXT. 

Bnt  gaM  Ibou  not  <m  tbaae;  Ihongh  heaven's 
own  hues 

In  thar  loft  clouds  and  radiant  tracery  vie; 
Though  tints,  of  BUD-bom  glory,  may  suffuse 
Arch,  column,  rich  mosaic;  paaa  tliou  l)y 
The  stately  tomb*,  when  eastern  Csaaii  Be, 
Beneath  their  tropliies;  pause  not  hen^  Ita 

A  deeper  source  of  all  sabrimily 
Live*  In  man's  boaom,  than  the  world  can  show, 
Ui  itaUm  (K  in  alt,  above,  ^ound,  batow.  { 


The  rite  t*  o'er.    The  band  of  brethren  part. 
Once — andMionce— lo  meet  on  earth  i^nl  ' 
Each,  in  the  strength  of  a  collected  heart, 
To  dare  wtiat  man  may  dare — and  know  *t  b 

The  rite  is  o'er,  and  thoa  nujestic  fane  '■ 

The  glory  is  departed  Irom  thy  brow  [ 

Be  clothed  with  diut  I— tbe  Chrbtian'i  farewell 

Hath  ^ed  within  thy  walls;  Iby  Cnaa  must 

uhavesbed  Thy  kingly  tomb*  bs  apinledj  thy  golden  shrine* 

laid  low! 

LXXVIIL 
The  streets  grow  (till  and  lonely — and  the  (tu 
The  last  Inight  lingerer  in  tbe  patboftnani. 
Gleams  faint ;  and  in  the  very  Up  of  war, 
A*  if  young  Hop*  with  Twilight's  ray  wo* 

Awhile  tbe  dty  aleep* : — her  throngs,  o'erworu 
With  fears  and  watcUi^  lo  their  hume*  retire; 
Not  ie  the  balmy  air  of  dayspring  lorn 
With  battle  sounds  ;(17)  the  winds  in  ogh*  cz- 
pirs, 
And  CUuet  broods  in  mists,  that  vril  tbe  sunbeam'* 


,     LXXIX. 

Tbed^slsepal — ayl  on  the  combat's  eve. 
And  by  theseaflbld's  brink, and 'midst  tbe  swdl 
Of  angry  seas,  bath  Nature  won  reprieve 
Thus  bom  bet  c*i««^    Tbe  brave  have  dan- 

bered  weQ, 
And  e'en  the  fearfiil,  In  their  dungeon-eell, 
ChUned  between  Lift  and  Death  t— Sudi  reat 

be  thine. 
For  conflicts  wait  thee  still  1 — Yet  who  can  tell 
In  that  brief  houi,  bow  much  of  Heaven  niay 

Fun  oo  thy  spirit's  dieamT — Slosp,  weaij  Con- 
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LKXX. 

Dotli  the  blul  rwB  1— the  dondaa  Ext  ii  rad, 
Ai  if  ■  itoTai  were  gatberiag ;  and  I  bear 
WfaU  M«ini  like  lw»j  nin-iliope,  or  the  treeJ, 
The  Bll  Biid  Hiiothereil  itep,  orihoH  Ibat  leu 
Suipriae  (romambiuhed  tbet.   Htrk  1  jel  more 

It  earaes,  •  nmnj-loiwd  and  niingled  •oand  i 
A  nntling,  a>  of  niniis  where  bougha  are  Ktr, 
A  loUiiig  u  of  wheels  that  (hike  the  ground 
Fnoi  ta  I  a  beavj  nuh,  like  aeu  that  hunt  thai 

IrXXXt. 

Wake,  wake  I  Thef  come  from  aea  and  (hore 


ThrDUgfa  tower  and  wall,  a  path  far  their  unyl 
Huk!  how  the  tniin[ictcheerall;enilo  the  prey, 
With  iu  wild  Toice  to  which  the  Kai  reply  I 
And  the  earth  rockB  beneuth  their  engine'i  away, 
And  Ihe  tar  hilli  repeat  their  battle-cry, 
Till  that  fierce  tumult  aeenu  lo  ihake  the  Tautled 
■kyt 

LXXX[I. 

Tkey  fail  not  now,  the  gen«roa«  band,  that  long 
Hits  ranged  Ihdr  aworda  around   a  foUing 

Slill  in  those  fearieaa  men  the  walla  are  alrong, 
Hearts,  auch  aanaeueempim,  ire  their  own ! 

—Shall  llioae  high  energies  be  Toinly  shownl 
Nol  &om  their  lowen  Ih'  invading  tide  la  driTen 
Back,  like  the  Red-sea  waves,  when  God  ~ 

With  hii  strong  winJa  1(16)— the  dark-brnvred 

Shoot,  warriors  of  the  cross! — (or  victory  U  of 

Heaven  1 

IJCXXilL 

Stand  firml — Again  the  crescent  host  U  rushing, 
And  tbs  waves  foam,  as  on  the  galleys  sweep, 
With  all  their  Ares  and  daita,  though  blood  is 

gushing 
Fart  o'er  (heir  sides,  as  riven  to  the  deep. 
Stand  firm  t — there  yet  is  heps — th'  assent 

sleep, 
And  from  on  high  no  riiafi  descends  in  vain ; 
—But  those  that  fijl  swell  up  the  nuuigled  heap, 
In  the  red  moat,  the  dying  and  Ihe  slain, 
And  o'er  that  fisarful  bridge  th' 

LXXXIV. 


Of  the  wild  horn,  the  cannon's  pul,  the  shower 
Of  hiadng  darts,  ttM  crash  of  wall's  o'irthrovm, 
The  deep,  doll  lamboor's  heat!— -man's  voic* 

Is  there  unheard !  Ye  may  not  catch  the  cry 

Of  trampled  thousands — prayer,  and  shriek,  and 


LXXXV. 
War-clouds  have  wrapt  the  city ! — through  thmr 

O'erioaded  canopy,  at  ^mes  a  blaza, 
A*  of  an  angiy  atonn-preaaging  sun. 
From  the  Greek  fin  sboow  upi(19)  and  light- 
ning rays 
Flash,  trom  the  shock  of  nbret,  through  that 

And  glandng  arrows  cleave  the  duiky  air  t 
— Ay  I  thit  ii  in  the  compMs  of  our  gaze,— 
But  tearful  things,  Dnknown,  Dntold,  are  there. 
Working*  of  Wrath  and  Death,  and  Anguish,  and 

LXXXTI. 

Wo,  shame  and  wol — A  chief,  a  warrior  &m, 
A  red-ciosa  charofoon,  bleeding,  wild,  and  palel 
— Oh  God  I  that  nature's  pasnng  agonies 
Thus  o'er  the  spark  which  dies  not  shouhl  pr*- 

vaUl 
Yes '.  rend  the  arrow  from  thy  ahaltered  mail. 
And  stanch  the   blood-drops,  Genoa's  lallen 

son  1(20) 
Fly  swifter  yet  I  the  JBTelins  ponr  as  halt  t 
— But  there  an  loiture*  which  thou  canrt  noV 

shun. 
The  spirit  is  their  prey; — thy  pangs  ore  but  bqnn  1 

LXXXVII. 
Ob  1  happy  in  their  homes,  the  noble  dead  I 
The  leal  is  set  on  tbdr  majestic  &me ; 
Euth  has  drunk  deep  the  generous  blood  they 

shed. 
Fata  has  no  power  to  dim  thor  rtainleaa  name 
They  may  not,  in  one  bitter  momeat,  shame 
Long  glorious  years ;  from  many  a  lofty  stem 
Fallgraccfiil  flowen,  and  eagle-hearti  grow  tome, 
And  stars  drop,  fiuJing,  from  the  diadem ; 
)ut  the  bright  pail  is  thdrs — there  is  no  change 
taitheml 

LXXXV  m. 

Wbere  ait  than  Crautanlina  t— Where  Death 

is  najung 
His  sevenlbld  harreM  t  When  the  stormy  light, 
Fast  Mth'artillery'stbuaderboltB  ate  sweeping, 
Throm  meteor-botsts  o'er  battle's  noondav 

tdghtl 
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When  Um  tonen  nek  utd  crumble  from  theii 

beigbt, 
Ab  lh«  mtbquue,  uid  the  aDEJan  plj 
Lika  red  Veniiio ;  and  nbera  human  might 
Conironb  all  Ihia,  and  atill  braTS  hearta  but  high, 
WMlii  acjinetUB  nng  loud  on  abtvering  panoply. 

LXXXIX. 

Whera  art  thou  Conataotine?— When  Chris- 
tian blood 
Halb  bathed  the  walta  in  tonenti,  and  in  Tun  1 
When  Faith  and  Taloor  periab  in  the  aood, 
WhoM  tntlowa,  riang  o'er  their  boaomi,  gain 
Dark  attength  each  moment :  wbarelhegalknt 

Around  the  banner  of  thecnae  lie  atreired, 

Thick  a<  the  *ine-leavei  on  the  autumnal  plain ; 

Where  all,  aave  one  bigh  ainrit,  u  aubdued, 

Aild  through  the  breach  preaa  on  the  o'erwhelmiog 


XC. 

How  ia  he  battling  'niidat  a  host  alone, 
Aa  the  lait  cedar  sterna  awhile  the  awa; 
OfmountBin-atonDi,iTboae  fur;  bath  o'erthrown 
Ita  foreM-brethisD  in  their  green  arraj  I 
And  be  bath  caat  hii  purple  robe  away, 
With  ila  imjierial  btaiinga ;  thai  hia  anoid 
An  iron  ranaom  from  the  chain  may  pay, 
And  win,  what  haply  Fate  may  yet  accord, 
A  Boldier%  death,  the  all  now  left  aa  empire'a  lord ! 

XCL 
Search  lor  him  now,  where  bloodieat  Ue  the  Glee 
Which  once  were  men,  the  faith  liil  and  the  braie ! 
Search  for  him  now,  where  loflieal  riae  the  piles 
Of  abatteN)!  halma  and  abieldi,  which  could  not 

And  craata  and  bwuien,  nerer  more  to  wave 
Id  the  Irea  winda  of  beaTon ' — He  la  of  thoae 
O'er  whun  the  hoet  may  ruah,  the  tempest  i*Te, 
And  the  ateeda  trample,  anil  the  apearmeu  close, 
Yet  wake  them  not  I — so  deep  their  long  and  last 


Ml 


XCII. 


Wo  to  the  ranquiabed  I  thus  it  hath  been  BtQI, 
Knee  Time's  first  march!— Hark,  hark,  a  peo- 

Ay  I  now  the  conquerora  in  the  streets  fulfil 
Their  task  of  wrath  I  In  laia  the  tictima  fly ; 
Hark  t  now  each  {uereing  lone  of  agony 
Blends  in  the  dtj'a  ahriek  1— The  lot  ia  cast 
Slaves,  'twaayoari:Anx,thDa,nlh(n'thua,todie, 
Than  when  the  warrior's  blood  Sows  warm  and 
£ut, 
\nil  mused  and  mighty  hearts  best  proudly  to  the 


XCIII. 
Oh !  well  doth  freedom  battle  !—MflD  haTs  made 
E'en  'midst  their  bluing  roob,  a  noble  aland, 
And  on  the  Ooon,  where  once  their  children 

And  by  the  hearths,  round  which  their  house- 
hold band 
At  emrung  met ;  sy  t  striding  hand  to  hanil. 
Within  the  very  chambers  of  thnr  sleep, 
TTtere  have  they  taught  the  spoilera  of  the  hod. 
In  chainleas  hearts  what  fiery  strength  liesdeep^ 
To  guard  free  houies ! — but  ye  I  kneel,  tremblets  1 
kneel  and  weep  1 

XCIV. 
'T  is  eve — the  storm  hath  died— the  valiant  rest 
Low  on  their  shields;  the  day's  Getce  srork  is 

And  blood-stained  seas  and  burning  lowen  atlesl 
Ita  fearful  deedt    An  empire's  race  is  run  t 
Sad,  'midst  hia  glory,  looka  the  parlinfc  sun 
Upon  the  captive  city.    Hark  !  a  swell 
(Meet  lo  proclaim  Barbaric  war -fivlda  won) 
Of  fierce  Iriomphsl  aounda,  that  wildly  tell, 
The  Sotdsn  comes  within  the  Cesan'  halls  V 
dwell  I 

xcv. 

Yes!  with  the  peal  of  cymbal  and  of  gong. 
He  comee, — the  Moslem  treads  those  anciei^ 

holla  I 
But  all  ia  stillness  there,  as  Death  had  long 
Been  lonl  alone  within  those  gorgeous  walla. 
And  half  that  ulence  of  the  grave  sppab 
The  cnnquGrar'a  heart.      Ay,  thus  with  Tri- 
umph'■  hour, 
Still  comes  the  boding  whisper,  which  recalls 
A  thought  of  those  impervious  douili  thai  lower 
O'er  Grandeur's  path,  a  sense  of  soma  fu  mighliel 

XCVI. 
"  The  owl  upon  Afra^ab's  towers  hath  sung 
Her  watch-song,  and  around  th"  imperial  throne 
The  spider  weaveahUwebrX^l)    StiU  darkly 

That  verse  of  omen,  as  a  prophet's  tone. 
O'er  his  flushed  spirit.  Years  on  years  have  flown 
To  prove  its  truth;  kings  pile  theirdomes  in  air. 
That  the  coiled  snake  may  baak  on  sculptured 

And  nations  dear  the  forest,  to  prepan 
For  the  vtild  foi  and  vrolf  more  Etatcly  dtvellmgii 
tber«l 
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Upon  thy  pjn  of  ahivend  ipcMi  kit  lying, 
Wilh  tba  hui«n  o'er  tbee  far  ■  canopy, 
And  bknnen  lut  th j  ihioiu] ! — Katear,  norigb, 
8h*]|  loingle  vilb  thy  dliga ;  for  thou  >rt  no« 
Bcjood  Tidanlwle !  Lo  I  nsTei]  on  high, 
The  Cretcem  btuM,  whila  the  Cios  niuit  bow ; 
Bui  vrhere  no  chmnga  can  iMch,  then,  CooitiD- 
liiK,  ut  thou  I 

XCVIIL 
"  After  Ute't  Btfiil  ferer  thou  ileepeM  well  V 
We  nuj  iiot  mourn  the« !— Sceptred  clucli, 

Tram  whom 
TNl  earth  receJTcd  ber  deetiDy,  uiJ  Tell 
Before  them  trembliDg — to  a  Uernsr  Joan 
Hate  od  been  called.     Poi  them  (he  dungEon'a 

gloon.. 
With  its  cold  itarleu  midnight,  bath  been  made 
More  fenTful  darhneao,  where,  as  in  a  tomb, 
Without  a  lonib'i  repose,  thechun  hathweijh- 

eJ 
T^il  very  soul  to  diul,  with  each  high  power ile- 

XCIX, 
Or  la  the  eye  of  thousands  they  have  stood, 
To  meet  the  stroke  of  Death— but  not  like  thee  I 
From  bonds  and  scaSblds  balb  appealed  their 

blood, 
Bat  thou  didst  fall  unlettered,  armed,  and  free, 
And  kiiigl;  to  the  hist  t— And  if  it  be, 
That,  fivm  the  liewlos  woild,  whoM  ouivela 

Retum  to  lelt,  a  sprit's  eye  can  see 

The  Ihinci  of  eaithi  still  niayat  thou  hail  the 


Ai^  the  hour  comes,  tn  storm! — A  light  is 

glancing 
Fai  through  the  fanat-god's  Arcadian  shadesi 
— 'Tis  not  the  moonbeam,  tremnlotisly  dancing. 
Where  lone  Alpheua  bathes  his  blunted  glades; 
A  murmur,  gathering  power,  the  air  pervades, 
Round  dark  Citharon,  and  by  Delphi's  steep; 
— 'T  Is  nut  the  song  and  lyre  of  Grecian  maids. 
Nor  pastoral  ned  that  lulls  the  vales  lo  aleep. 
No  yet  the  nistUng  pinee,  nor  yet  the  aounding 
dsepi 

CI. 
Arms  glitter  on  the  mountains,  which,  of  tdd, 
Awoke  to  freedom's  first  heroic  strain, 
And  b;  the  atreants,  once  crimson  as  they  rolled 
The  Fenian  belm  and  standard  lo  the  Dii 
Aitd  the  Uue  waft*  of  Salaniis  ifaiii 


Thrill  lo  the  trumpet;  and  the  lomba  nply, 
With  their  lea  thousand  echoes:,  frcin  each 

Far  aa  Platea's,  where  the  mighty  Ue, 
Who  crowned  (o  proudly  there  tho  bowl  of  liber- 

CIL 
Bright  land  with  glory  mantled  o'er  by  song, 
Land  of  the  liMon-peopted  hill*  and  streBms, 
And  fbnntains,  whose  deserted  banks  along. 
Still  lbs  soft  air  with  inaniralion  teems; 
Land  of  the  graves,  w^ose  dnellers  shall  be 

To  verse  tut  ever ;  and  of  ruined  shrinea. 
That  scarce  look  desolate  beneath  such  beams, 
As  bathe  in  gold  thine  ancient  rocks  and  i»nes! 
— When  shall  thy  sons  repose  in  peace  tenealh 
thcii  vines  t 

cm. 

Thmi  wert  not  made  lor  bonds,  aai  shame,  xtat 

f»rl 
— Do  the  boar  oaks  and  dark-green  laurels  wava 
O'er  Mantinna's  eartbl — doth  Findus  rear 
His  snows,  Ihe  sunbeam  and  1  he  storm  to  bravel 
And  is  there  yet  on  Marathon  a  grave) 
And  Aolh  CunDas  lead  his  silvery  hne 
By  Sparta'i  ruina  1 — And  aball  man,  a  alave. 
Bowed  (D  the  dust,  amid  such  scenes  repinel 


CIV. 
Wash  from  that  eml  the  staioSi  with  battle 

— Beneath  Sophia's  dome  the  Moslem  piaya. 
The  Crescent  gleams  amidst  the  olive-bower*^ 
Id  Ibe  Comneni'a  ha]la(a3)  tbo  Tartar  sways: 

But  not  for  long ! — Ihe  spirit  of  those  days. 
When  Ihe  three  hundred  made  their  funeral  pils 
Of  Asia's  dead,  is  kindling,  like  the  rays 
Of  thy  iTJoicing  sun,  when  first  his  smile 

Warms  the  Parnassian  rock,  and  gilds  the  Dehan 


If  Ihen  t  is  given  thee  to  arise  in  might. 
Trampling  the  scourge,  aud  dasbiag  down  tha 

Pure  be  thy  triumphs,  as  thy  name  b  bright  t 
Tbscrossof  victory  should  not  know  a  stain  t 
So  may  that  taith  onco  more  supremely  nigii, 
Through  which  we  Hit  our  s[Hril*  from  the  duall 
And  deem  iral,  e'en  when  Tirtae  dies  ui  lalu, 
She  dks  fbraaken ;  bat  repose  our  trust 
Od  Ilim  whnse  ways  are  dL.'k,  'jnsMtchabl^-ho* 
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NOTES. 

Note  I,  paje  ISO,  ctd.  3. 

WhUsbDvwlltuv.fte. 
The  nim;  of  Mnhonwt  Ifae  Second,  tt  the  uege 
of  Constantinaple,  was  thronged  wilh  fuiBlics  of 
ill  MCta  and  natione,  who  were  not  enrolled 
unongK  the  regutu'  Iroop*.  The  Sultan  himKlT 
mirdieU  apon  the  cilj  from  Adriannple;  but  hii 
utaj  murt  have  been  principally  collecled  in  the 
Ajialic  provjncca  which  he  had  previouil;  viiited. 

Note  2,  page  181,  col.  1. 
Bring  wtne,  Mag  odoun,  Ac. 
Hoc  *ina,  et  nntpienta,  et  nimium  hrcves 
Floiei  amcenc  fene  jube  ross. 

Mar.  lib,  ii.  od.  3. 

NoteS.poeelBl,  coL  1. 
From  ihe  Benin  Tcmn,  Ac 
The  Caatlo  of  Ihe  Seien  Towon  is  mcntianed 
ht  Ihe  Byzantine  hiitor}',  ae  earlj  u  the  lixth 
oentory  of  the  Christian  era,  «»  nn  edifice  which 
conlributod  tnitoriall]'  to  Ihe  defence  of  Constanti- 
nople; imd  it  wat  the  principal  bulirark  of  the 
town  on  theeoaal  of  the  Propontia,  in  the  latter 
periods  of  Ihe  empire.  For  a  deecrijidon 
building  ece  PtnxqtavilU  i  Travel: 

Note  4,  pa([e  181,  ool.  Q. 
WUh  in  iaat  atith  adsepunl  Imignr. 
An  alluaion  to  the  Roman  euatom  of  carrpng 
in  pnicasaion,  tt  the  funerals  of  their  great 
the  image*  of  ibur  anceitora. 

NoteS.pagelSl,  col.  3. 
Tlw  Itoman  cm  hii  gllilMliif  null  imj. 
The  following  wai  the  ceremonj  of  conatcration 
with  which  Deciui  detotul  himaelf  in  haltle.  He 
wai  ordered  by  Valerius,  Ihe  pantifex  maximal, 
to  quit  his  miliUry  habit,  uid  put  on  the  robs 
he  wore  in  the  senate.  Valeriui  then  ea*croil 
his  head  with  a  veil ;  coronianded  him  to  pul 
Ibrth  bis  hand  nrtder  his  robe  to  his  chin,  and 
g  wilh  both  fed  upon  a  Ji 


cartL"  Decins  (hen,  girding  his  robe  around  Um, 
modnted  hu  horse,  and  rode  full  speed  into  the 
thickest  of  the  enemy's  battalions.  The  Latins 
were,  tor  a  while,  thundfntruck  at  this  spectacle: 
but  at  length  recovering  themselTcs,  Ihej  diach»T;g- 
ed  ■  shower  of  darts,  under  which  the  consul  fell. 

Note  6,  page  183,  ool  I. 


See  Gibbon's  animated  desmption  of  theani- 
vil  of  five  Christian  ships,  with  men  and  provi- 
sions,  for  the  succour  of  Ibe  bcnegcd,  not  many 
days  before  Ihe  fall  of  Conslanlinople. — Dedna 
tnd  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire,  vol.  jii.  p.  Sl^ 


Osr  Indian  giwc^  Ac 
Tlie  summit*  of  the  lolly  rocks  in  the  Camslic, 
gnrticularly  about  Ihe  Ghauts,  are  sometimes  co- 
vered with  Ihe  bamboo  tree,  which  grow*  in  Ihick 
dumpa,  and  is  of  such  uneommon  aridily,  that  in 
the  sultry  season  of  the  year  the  friction  occanon- 
ed  by  a  strong  dry  wind  will   literally  produce 
aparks  of  Gre,  which  frequently  setting  Ihe  woods 
a  blaze,  eihibiL  to  Ihe  spectator  stalioned  in  a 
Iley  sunouncied  by  rocks,  a  magnificent,  though 
ijjerfKt  circle   of  fire. — Sola  to    Kindertlejft 
Specimtm  ijf  Hindoo  lAteralure. 


Note  8,  page  184,  col.  I. 


arOljnii 


Those  who  steer  their  westward  coone  through 

Ihe  middle  of  the  Propontia  may  at  once  descry  the 

high  lands  of  Thrace  and  Bithynia,  and  never 

igbl  of  the  lolly  summit  ol  Mount  Olympus^ 

covered  with  eternal  snows. — Decline  and  Faltf 

<fc.  vol.  iii.  p.  a 

Hole  9.  page  184,  col.  3. 

Kindia  tnnsub  Iholr  upoci,  Ac 
Mahomet  11.  was  greatly  addicted  to  the  study 
of  aMroliigy.    His  calculations  in 


these  words;  "0  Janus,  Jupiter,  Mara,  Romulus, , him  to  fix  upon  the  morning  of  Ibe  2Dth  of  Moy 

Bellona,  and  je  Lares  and  Novensilcal  All  jo  »s  the  fortunate  hour  for  a  general  attack  upon  ihe 

heroes  who  dwell  in  heaven,  and  all  ye  gods  who  ^'7- 

Tule  over  us  and  our  enemies,  eapecially  ye  gods.  „      ,-  -o,  ^  _ 

of  belli  1  honour  you,  invoke  you,  and  humbly  note  ig,  page  isa,  col.  a 

inircat  you  to  prosper  the  arms  of  iho  Romans.  ■  '"'J  fi'o'B'"  l>'«^  *t 

and  u  transfer  all  fear  and  terror  from  tbem  to'     Constanline  Palieologus  was  belrothnl  to   k 

Ibrif  enemiea',  and  1  do,  for  the  safety  of  the.  Georgian  princem;  and  the  very  spring  which  nit- 

lloman  people,  artd  their  legions,  devote  myself,  nesard  the  fall  of  Conslantiiiopts  had  been  fixed 

Mid  with  myself  the  army  and  auxillancs  of  Ihe '  npon  as  the  time  fiu  convoying  the  imperial  brij* 

tottai  lolhe  infernal  godB,andthegoddessof  the  to  thai  dly. 
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Note  II,  page  186,  coL  I, 

TboH  EiKD  an  itnnfen  ban. 

M«nj  of  the  ulhenHita  of  Can(tuitiiii>,  in  his 

tut  Dolile  alani   hr  the  libortua,  or  rather  lli 

biHiout,  of  ■  tailing  em^nre,  nera  fonignan  had 

Nota  IS,  pife  186,  ctA.  a 

Knoma  iluo  ihc  luid,  Ac 
Tl|^  and  tbe  next  line  are  an  almoat  literel 
transIatiiHi  from  ik  beautiful  *ang  of  Goethe'c 
KfliM  da  dH  bud,  mdlailDHieiililuha 
Hit  duoUn  liub  dla  gDliI  onngeii  gluhnl  &C. 

Not«13,p>«eie6,<»LS: 
The  idea  eiprened  b  this  aUnza  ii  beautifuHj 
amplified   In  SetuUer'i   poem  "  Dai  lied   der 
Glocke." 

Note  14,  page  187,  coL  I. 

lUih  iha  fiam  phuunn,  A^ 

It  k  aaid  to  be  a  Oreek  eupentition  that  the 

plague  ia  announced  hj  the  beaTy  rolling  of  an 

inriable  chariot,  tteard  in  the  Hreeta  at  midnight; 

and  also  by  the  appearance  of  •  gigantic  apectie, 

11  tbe  demoted  perton  b;  name. 


Note  15,  page  187,  coL  2. 

Taimlltdonliiuiquneilfdtapalr,  Ac 

Uaoj  irulaneai  of  nch  banqneta,  given  and 
riured  by  peraom  reaolTed  npoo  death,  might  be 
■ddnml  from  ancieut  bkUrjr.  That  of  Vibiui 
Vlriai,  at  Capua,  ii  aroongil  the  mort  memorBbla. 

Note  16,  page  188,  coL  I. 

Vfn  doin^  ihe  lodHat  of  all  afM. 

For  a  minute  deecription  of  the  marblci,  jaipen, 
and  porphTriea,  emplojed  in  the  eonitiuclion  of 
BL8aptat,»eo7TteDiclbuattdFaU,4v.\oL<u. 

pLtaa 

Note  17,  page  188,  coL  3. 
Nw  la  ibg  talioj  *Ir  f/dajapriDg  um 


Tbe  amult  of  (lie  dly  took  place  at  daj-break, 
and  the  Tnrki  <rele  UricU/  enjoined  to  advance 
In  sle»f«,  wtiich  bad  also  been  comnundsd,  on 
pain  of  death,  daring  the  preceding  night.  This 
arcnmitance  ia  finely  alluded  to  by  Mia*  Baillie, 
in  lier  tragedy  of  Conitanline  Palsolagoa: 

■HIauatBn  Mlluniireh:  nor  dnim,  DOT  Inunp, 

Kcrdahofarmiiihaniollie  mtchntlfoa 

Onl  nsr  approach  bsinjr:  alleni  and  nl^ 

At  Ika  pinl'a  Ta1>al  (cot  oe  Lybla^  mr  '- 


"  The  jnareh  and  labanr  of  tliouianaa"  matt, 
boweret,  >i  Gibbon  abeervea,  "  have  innitably 
a  atnnge  itrnfmien  if  diacordant  cla- 


Nole  18,  page  189,  col.  1. 

— '*-Tlwdart4inand  nnlBan  ilaesL 

"  AAcr  a  eonflkt  of  tiro  houn,  the  Greeks  itill 

mainUined  and  preaerved  Iheir  advantage,"  aaya 

Gibbon.    The  etrenuoui  eirrtiani  of  the  janiia- 

'eifint  turned  tbe  (brtuna  of  the  day. 

Note  19.  page  139,  coL  %. 
Pnm  iba  Onak  On  riuoa  a;^  Ac 
"A  circumstance  that  diatinguiabei  the  liege  of 
ConHanlinople  ia  the  lennion  at  Ihe  ancient  and 
modem  artillery.  The  bullet  and  the  battering- 
ram  nere  directed  against  the  lame  wall;  nor  bid 
the  diiccveiy  of  gunpowder  lupeneded  Iha  uie  -A 
the  liquid  and  uneitingtiishaliie  fire." — J3ecjfna 
and  FW,  4^.,  vol,  xii.  p.  313. 

Note  SO,  page  189,  eoL  3. 
And  nanch  Ihs  blaa^d^ln  Sem'i  ftJIan  « 1 
Tbe  immediale  loaa  of  Constantinople  may  be 
ascribed  lo  tlie  bullet,  or  arrow,  which  pierced  the 
gauntlet  of  John  Justiniani  (a  Qenoeas  chief). 
The  nght  of  hii  blood,  and  exquisite  pain,  ap- 
palled tbe  eoarage  of  tile  chief,  whose  arms  and 
counMli  were  the  firmest  rampart  of  the  dly."— 
Dt^tae  and  FqU,  ifv.,  toL  liL  p.  S29. 

Nota  31,  page  190,  coL  9. 


Mahomet  II.,  on  entering,  after  hia  victory,  the 
palace  of  tlie  Byzantine  emperors,  was  atrongly 
impressed  with  the  aiienee  and  desidatian  nhicll 
ligned  within  its  predncti.  A  melancholy  i^ 
Section  on  the  vidisitudes  of  human  grealDSM 
forced  itself  on  hii  mind,  and  be  repeated  an  ele- 
gant diatich  of  Penian  poetry:  "  The  ipidet  hM 
wove  Ilia  web  in  tbe  imperial  palace,  and  tbe  owl 
hath  mng  her  watch-song  on  tbe  towen  of  Afra- 
nab.' " — Decline  and  Fall,  ^^  voL  xiL  p.  24(X 

Note  33,  page  191,  coL  a 

Tba  boiri  of  Ubany. 

One  of  tbe  cetemooies  by  which  the  battle  sf 
Platsa  wai  annually  ofunmemonted  waa,  to  crown 
with  wine  a  cap  eaUed  tbe  B<nd  nf  LOerty,  which 
u  afterwardi  pound  forth  in  libalian. 

-  Note  93,  page  191,  ool.  3. 

The  Comneni  were  amon;^  tbe  most  dutnt- 
guished  of  tbe  &miliei  who  filled  the  ByrantiD* 
throne  in  the  decQning  yean  of  iba  eaikem  am- 
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THE  STORM  OP  DELPHI* 

Fis  through  the  Delphiui  ihidca 

Ad  Editern  trumpet  niDgl 
Alt'!  the  ititTtltd  eagle  ruihed  en  bigb, 
With  loiiniling  Sight  through  the  fiery  tkj. 
Ami  bannen  o'er  the  (huloiry  (^■dei. 

To  then 


BanncTB,  with  deep-reel  gold 

All  Having,  u  a  flune, 
And  a  fitful  gluice  rrom  the  bright  ipeu-bnul 
On  Ibe  dim  wood-polhi  of  the  mounlam  ibeil, 
And  (I  pcal  of  Aua's  war-notee  toM 

That  in  anna  the  Persian  came. 

He  came,  with  etairr  gems 

On  hisqoivetttnd  his  crest j 
With  staiTj  gems,  at  whose  heart  the  da; 
or  the  douilleu  orient  burning  U7, 
And  they  cast  a  gleam  on  (he  laurei'Stepu^ 

As  onwarJ  hie  thousands  pressed. 

But  a  gloom  fell  o'er  thnr  way, 

And  a  heary  moan  went  byl 
A  moan,  jet  not  like  the  wind'*  bw  swell, 
When  its  voice  growi  wild  anudst  care  and  dell, 
Bui  a  mortal  murmur  nf  dismay. 

Or  anairioi's  dying  sigh  I 

A  gloom  fell  o'er  their  way] 

■T  was  not  the  shadow  cast 
By  the  dark  pine-boughs  as  Ihey  passea]  the  blue 
Of  the  Grecian  heavens  with  their  solemn  huej 
— The  air  was  filled  with  a  mightier  sway, 

—Bat  on  the  apeatmen  pasaed  1 

And  hollow  ta  their  tread. 

Came  the  echoes  of  the  ground. 
And  bannen  drooped,  as  with  dews  o'erbome, 
And  the  wailing  tilait  of  the  baltle-bom 
Had  an  altered  cadence,  dull  and  dead, 

Of  strange  foreboding  aound. 

— But  tbey  blew  a  louder  strain, 
When  the  steep  defiles  were  passed! 
And  afsr  ttw  crowned  Psmassna  roae, 
To  aldne  thnmgb  heaven  nith  bisladiant  Munn, 
Aim]  In  golden  light  the  Delphian  fane' 
Befbre  them  stood  at  last  I 


ta  auoau  cksd  from  HsmdoiD^  la  MUliad's  OrsMS. 


For  the  Sun-God  yet,  with  a  lovely  smOe, 
O'er  its  graceful  j^ars  looked  awhile, 
Though  the  stormy  shade  on  dilTand  wood 
Grew  deep,  round  iU  mountoin-thronck 

And  the  Pendana  gave  a  shout  1 

But  the  marble-walls  replied, 
With  a  clash  of  steel,  and  a  aulten  rosr 
Like  heavy  wheels  on  tha  DCeao-sborB, 
And  a  savage  trumpet's  note  pealed  out, 

Till  their  hearts  for  terror  diedl 

On  the  armour  of  the  God, 
Then  a  viewless  hand  was  laid; 
Thera  were  helm  and  spear,  with  a  clanging  fin, 
And  coralet  brought  from  the  ahrine  within, 
Frcm  the  inmoel  ahrine  of  the  diead  abode, 
Anil  before  its  front  arrayed. 

And  a  sadden  silence  fell 

Through  the  dim  and  loaded  ur  L 

On  the  wild  tnrd'a  wing,  and  the  mjrtleepray. 

And  tha  very  founla,  in  their  wlvery  way, 

With  a  weight  of  sleep  came  down  the  spell. 

Till  man  grew  breathleas  then. 

But  the  peuu  was  broken  eoonl 

'T  wae  not  by  song  or  lyre ; 
For  the  Delphian  maids  had  left  their  bowera, 
And  the  hesHhs  were  lone  in  the  city's  towcny  ' 
Bui  there  burst  a  sound  through  the  mist;  noon, 

That  baUle-noon  of  fire  1 

It  horst  IVom  eartb  and  heaven  I 

It  rolled  from  crag  sod  cloud  I 
For  a  moment  of  the  mountain-blaat. 
With  a  ibousond  stormy  voicei  paned, 
And  the  purple  gloom  <^  Ibe  sky  was  liveo. 

When  the  thunder  pealed  aloud. 

And  the  lightnings  in  tbdr  play 

Flashed  forth,  like  javelins  ijirown; 

Like  sun-darts  winged  from  the  silver  bow, 

They  snmte  the  spear  and  the  turbaned  brow, 

And  the  bright  gems  flew  from  the  crests  like  spraj 

Ami  the  banners  were  itmck  down  t 

And  the  maasy  oak-boughs  crashed 

To  the  fire-b(dts  from  on  high, 
And  the  finest  lent  its  billmry  roar, 
While  the  glorious  tempest  onward  bore. 
And  lit  the  stRama,.a*  thej  foamed  and  ■'-■■'■H. 

With  the  fierce  loin  sweeping  by. 
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Then  nuhBl  the  Delphian  men 

On  the  pda  nnJ  acitteTed  ho«t; 
Lik«  the  jojoun  bunt  or&fluhingw>*«, 
The;  niihed  fnim  the  dim  Corycian  can, 
And  tha  ungiog  blut  o'er  wocd  ani  glen 

RoUbI  od,  with  the  ipean  they  tgawd. 

Tbon  were  cries  of  viM  Stauy, 
Then  were  ihouls  of  warrior-glee, 
There  were  eavikfe  eouix]*  of  the  tempeA'i  milth. 
That  (beolE  the  realm  of  Iheir  eagle-birth; 
But  the  mount  of  King,  when  thej  died  away, 
Still  ron,  with  its  temple,  freel 

And  the  Pnn  aweHed  era  long, 

[o  Pnan  1  from  the  lane ; 
lo  Pb«d  1  for  the  wu^TTay, 
Dn  the  crowned  Parnasias  riveD  that  day  I 
-Thou  shall  rise  a*  Gree,  tbon  nxianl  of  soog 

With  thy  bounding  tfrcams  again. 


THE  BOWL  OF  LIBERTY- 


Civ  falbeiB  crowned  the  Bowl  of  Liberty. 

Anddat  the  tombs  they  stood, 
Tbs  tombs  of  heroee  I  with  the  solemn  skies, 
And  tha  wide  plain  around,  where  palriot-Uood 
Had  Bleeped  tbe  aoil  in  hues  of  sacrifice. 

They  caHed  the  glorious  dead, 
In  the  stnHig  Guth  which  bring*  tboTiewlenniyli, 
And  poured  rich  odours  o'er  their  battle.bed. 
And  bade  them  lo  the  rite  of  Liberty. 

They  called  (hem  ffoui  the  ahaika, 
Tbe  goldeu-fruiled  shades,  where  minslrel*  tall 
flow  softer  light  th'  imnmrtal  clime  perrades^ 
And  mianc  Qoals  o'er  meads  of  Asphodel 

Then  (ut  the  bright  red  winet 
flowed  lo  fWJr  name*  who  taught  the  world  to  iJie, 
And  made  the  land's  green  turf  a  liting  shrine, 
Meet  £>T  the  wnath  and  Bowl  of  Uberty. 


*  Tlili  and  iha  Mlowing  (tea  appeand  eclglBBl]]'  la 

T  pDf  BA  acmm  of  iJili  cttmnaij,  andenilj  peTftrmed  bi 
BBiBtBiiwnikKi  of  lb*  tauik  of  PItwe,  «•  i'tuer'a  ^n<jfH<. 
■Im  ^  OrsscA  ml- L  p.  3ES. 


So  tha  rejwcing  earth 
Took  from  her  vines  again  the  blood  she  gavs, 
And  richer  flovrcra  to  deck  the  tomb  cliew  bilttl 
From  the  free  soil  thus  hallowed  to  the  brsTe. 

Wt  have  the  ballle-fietds, 
The  tombi,  the  names,  the  blue  m^estic  sly, 
We  have  tbe  founts  the  purple  vintage  yioldi) 
—When  shaU  iM  crown  the  Bowl  of  Idbeityl 


THE  VOICE  OP  SCIO. 
rorcE  from  Scio's  iale, 
A  voiceof  song,  a  voice  of  old. 
Swept  far  as  cloud  or  liillow  rolled, 

aith  was  bushed  the  while. 

Dul*  of  natioiM  woket 
When  lies  the  land  wheee  hills  among. 
That  Toico  of  Victory  bath  not  rung. 
As  if  a  trumpet  spoke  I 

To  aky,  and  aea,  and  abon 
Of  those  whose  hk>od,  on  Ilion's  plabi, 
^wept  from  Ihe  riven  lothe  main, 
A  glorious  tale  it  bore. 

Blill,  by  our  sun-bright  doep, 
With  all  the  fame  that  fiery  lay 
Threw  round  them,  in  its  rushing  way, 

Tbe  sons  of  battle  aloep. 

And  kings  Iheir  turf  have  ciuwned  t 
And  pilgrims  o'er  the  foaming  wave 
Brought  gailandi  there:  so  rest  tbe  bnr^ 

Who  thus  their  bard  have  found  I 

A  voice  from  Scio's  isle, 
A  voice  as  deep  halh  risen  again  t 
As  ht  shall  peal  its  thrilling  ■train, 

Where'er  our  sun  may  smile ! 

Let  not  its  tone*  expire  I 

Such  power  to  woken  oaith  and  heaven. 
And  might  and  vengeance,  ika'er  was  given 
To  mortal  aong  or  lyre  I 

Enow  ye  not  whence  it  comes7 
— From  ruined  heartha,  from  burning  lanes. 
E'rom  kindred  blood  cm  yon  red  plains. 

From  desalted  homes  t 

'T  is  with  us  throDgb  the  night  ■ 
"T  ii  on  our  hills,  't  is  in  our  sky — 
— Hear  it,  ye  beavena  I  when  swords  flash  tu^ 

O'er  the  nud-wavca  of  Gghl  I 
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THE  SPARTAN'S  MARCH .• 


"ThiSi 


■Iir*,  Dyi  Thucjill.li^  bcfaine  llirj  hWhuI  ih  u>  cuka 
Ihcnrv  of  iheir  miricn.  Their  cKnF^m?riepw>imM'<ui 
Uw'bofliiiimtioaDfauiMMiiltoflrworileni'  TlwnlourDr 
■  ^ananwu  loo  hi^lj  umpemltiiRqulna  111111111113  oi 
nudng impulie.  Hltsplniwulllniamliiiaimuil tvlhs 
■put."— CimpMJ  SB  (Aa  Blagiat  Pmny  ^i4t  Orteti. 


T  WAB  mom  upon  the  GrecUn  hitl^ 
Where  peuonti  Jreascd  Ihe  Tinei, 

Sonlighl  wu  on  Cillicroii'a  rill*, 
ArudU'i  rocki  kiuI  pinca. 

And  brightlj,  throagb  his  recda  wvl  Aowen, 

EuiDtu  wanJered  by, 
When  >  loand  Krose  from  Sparta'*  tower* 

Of  •olemn  harmon  j. 

Wuitthe  hnnlcra' choral  rtrun 
To  the  woalland-goJJeat  poured  1 

Did  lir^n-buid*  in  Pillu'  bne 
Strike  the  fuU-aounding  chonll 

But  helm  were  glannng  on  the  itreuii, 

Spctn  ranged  in  clow  array, 
And  ihielda  flung  back  a  Klorioui  lieun 

To  the  morn  of  a  fcuful  day  t 

And  the  monntain-Kluiea  of  the  land 
Swellal  through  the  Uoep  lilue  eky, 

Tirhile  to  toCt  etrsine  moved  fortti  a  band 
Of  men  that  moved  In  liio. 

They  inarched  not  with  the  trumpet'*  hUst, 

Nor  bade  the  horn  peal  out, 
And  the  laurel  gravea,  na  on  they  paued, 

Rung  with  no  luttle-ahout  t 

They  uked  no  clarion'a  vince  to  fin 
Thdraonla  with  an  irapulw  higfi; 
But  the  Dorian  reed  and  the  Spartan  lyn 

For  the  Bona  of  liberty  I 

And  rtill  iweet  flutes,  thrir  path  around, 

S^t  Ibrth  Eolian  breath ; 
Tbr?  needed  not  a  (lemer  louDd 

To  minhal  them  f<ir  death  I 


Ba  moved  the;  calmlj  to  their  field, 

Thence  never  to  return, 
Ba*e  bearing  back  the  Spartan  ihield, 

Or  on  it  proudly  botnel 


THE  URN  AND  SWORD. 
Tbbt  eought  for  trea«ana  in  the  tomb, 
Where  gentler  hind*  were  wont  to  tpread 
Freah  traughs  and  Oowera  ot  purple  hloom. 
And  *unn]>  ringlet*,  lor  the  dead.* 
They  eeatteTHl  far  the  greeniwird-heap, 

once  thoaa  bamla  the  bright  wine  poi 
'What  found  they  in  the  home  oTileept 
a  *luvend  *word  I 


m,  which  held  the  duit  of  one 
Who  died  when  hearth*  and  ihrine*  were  6 
A  (word,  whose  work  wa*  proudly  done. 
Between  our  mountain*  and  the  *ca. 
And  tbeee  are  treasure*  t — andiamaye^ 
Still  for  the  BuRering  land  we  trual, 
Wherein  the  pait  it*  fame  h^  laid, 
With  freedom's  swonl,  and  vtlorV  dusL 


THE  MYRTLE-BOnOH. 
Still  green  ainng  oar  sunny  shore 

Tha  flowering  myrtle  wave*, 
A*  when  its  fragrant  bough*  of  yore 

Were  o&eted  on  the  grave*; 
The  grave*,  wherein  our  mighty  men 
Had  lert,  onviolated  then. 

Still  green  it  vavesi  a*  when  the  beuth 

Wa*  sacred  through  the  land ; 
And  fearlcaa  was  the  Iianquet's  niiith, 

And  free  the  minstrel's  hand; 
And  gueats,  with  shining  myrtle  crowned,- 
Sent  the  wreathed  lyre  and  wine<ap  (ound 

Still  green  1  a*  when  on  holy  ground 

The  tyrant's  blood  wa*  poured : 
— Foi^et  ye  not  what  garlanda  bound 

The  young  deliverer'*  iword  I 
— Ttiough  earth  may  shroud  Harmodius  ajw, 
We  still  have  iword  and  myrtle-bough  I 


■  Sm  P«w^  Ondan  AotlguliH  vd.  IL  p.  :ak 
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sonaK  of  tnr  elv." 


The  fblloning  balliJa  are  not  truulations  than 
Ibe  SpBiiiili,  but  are  founiled  upon  tome  of  the 
'  nild  ind  wonderful'  traditioiu  preserved  in  the 
rsmuKcs  afthat  languKge,  and  the  ancient  poem 
oftfaaCid. 


THE  CID'S  DEPARTDRE  INTO  EXILE. 

Wits  riitir  knigbu  in  hta  gallant  Irain, 
Want  forth  tbe  Caropeador  of  Spain ; 
For  wild  aiarrai  and  ptoina  afar, 
He  kit  tbe  land*  of  hia  own  Birai^l) 

To  maich  o'er  field,  and  lo  watch  In  tent, 
Pfom  hia  home  in  good  Caatilo  lie  went ; 
To  the  wasting  riege  and  the  battle's  vun, 
— Poc  the  noble  Cid  waa  a  baniibal  man  I 

Through  hia  oliTe-wooda  the  morn-hreeie  played. 
And  hie  native  atreama  wild  music  made, 
And  cleai  in  the  aua^ne  hia  vinejarda  lay, 
When  lot  maicb  and  combat  he  took  bia  way. 

With  a  Ibongblfid  fatil  hia  way  he  took, 
And  hetumed  hia  aleed  for  a  parting  look. 
For  a  parting  loot  at  hia  own  fait  towere; 
— OhI  the  Eiile'a beait  baUi  weaiy  Koural 

Tbe  psnnona  were  apread,  and  tbe  band  arrayed, 
But  the  Cid  at  tbe  Ibreabotd  a  moment  atay^; 
It  voa  but  a  momrat — the  balls  were  lone. 
And  tbe  galea  of  bia  dwelling  alt  open  thrown. 

Then  waa  not  a  aleed  in  the  empty  atall, 
Not  a  apear  nor  a  cloak  on  the  naked  waO, 
Nor  a  bawk  on  tbe  perch,  nor  a  seat  at  the  door. 
Not  the  aoond  oTa  atep  on  tbe  hollow  Soor1(2) 

Then  a  dim  tear  awelled  to  tbe  warrioi'a  eye, 
Aa  tba  Toiee  or  hia  native  ^ves  went  by ; 
And  be  aaid— "  Mj  foeinan  their  mah  have  won— 
— Now  tba  will  of  d.'d  be  in  all  things  done!" 

Sot  tbe  trampet  blew,  wttli  lie  note  of  cheer, 
And  tba  winda  of  tbe  morning  awept  off  the  tear, 
And  tbe  Celila  of  bia  glory  lay  Jietant  fat, 
-  -Ha  la  |[OQe  from  tbe  towen  of  bis  own  Bivar! 


*  <M|inallT  FobUad  III  Um  Now  MoMldr  tbfailn. 


THE  CID'S  DEATH-BED. 

Jt  waaan  bout  of  grief  and  fear 

Witliin  Valcncio'a  walls, 
Wban  tbe  blue  spiing-heaven  lay  atill  and  clear 

Above  her  marble  halla. 

There  were  pale  cheeka  and  troubled  eyea. 

And  itepa  of  hurrying  feet, 
Where  the  ZBmbra'i(3)  notea  wen  wont  to  liao, 

Akmg  tbe  sonny  ttreet 

It  waa  an  hour  of  fear  and  giief. 

On  bright  Valencia's  shora, 
Pot  death  waa  busy  wuh  her  cLlef^ 

Tbe  noble  Campeador. 

Tbe  Moot-king'a  barks  were  on  the  deep. 

With  aounils  and  aigna  of  war. 
For  the  Ckl  was  passing  to  hia  ale^ 

In  tbe  silent  Atcozor. 

o  moan  waa  beard  through  the  towers  of  stale, 
No  weeper's  aspect  seen. 
But  by  the  couch  Xjmena  aale. 
With  pale  yet  steadfast  mien.(4) 

Stiltneas  waa  tDond  tbe  leader's  bed, 

Waniois  stood  mournful  nigh. 
And  banners,  o'er  bis  glorious  head. 

Were  drooping  heavily. 

And  feeble  grew  the  eortquering  hand. 
And  cold  the  valiant  breast; 
He  had  fought  the  batlleaof  the  land. 
And  his  hour  was  coma  to  rest. 

rhal  said  the  Ruler  of  the  field  1 
—His  voice  a  faint  and  low ; 
Tbe  breeie  that  creepa  o'er  his  lance  and  ahield 
Halh  louder  accents  Daw. 

Riiae  ye  no  cry,  and  let  no  moan 
Be  made  when  I  depart ; 
The  Moor  mast  bear  no  iirgi/t  toOB, 
Be  ye  of  mi^ty  heait  I 

Let  tbe  cymbal-clash  and  the  tnnnpetMrun 
From  youi  walls  ring  fiu'  and  shrill. 
And  fear  ye  not,  for  the  saints  of  Spain 
Shall  grant  yon  victory  stilL 
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So  go  ye  forth  on  joui  funenl-'n&j, 
And  Gal  ihail  give  yea  fpeed. 

"Oo  wtlh  the  deiJ  in  the  rroot  of  wu, 

All  (TmeJ  with  inonl  anJ  hdm, 
And  march  bj  the  camp  of  King  Bucu, 

For  the  good  Cutilion  realm. 

"And  let  ms  ■lumber  in  the  «h1 

Which  g«ve  idj  (athere  birth ; 
1  have  dosed  mj  da;  of  battle-loit, 

And  lay  couree  ja  alone  on  earth.* 

— Now  waTe,  ye  gloriou*  banncn,  mte  1(5) 
Through  the  lattice  a  wind  fwecp*  by, 

Ana  the  armi,  o'rr  the  dealh-bsd  of  the  hriTe, 
Send  lorth  a  hoUour  ugh. 

Now  wave,  ye  banoen  ef  many  a  fight  I 

Aa  the  fmb  wind  o'er  you  eweepa ; 
The  wind  and  the  banners  fall  huihed  ai  night, 

The  CanipMuIor—he  aleepel 

Sound  tbe  battle-born  on  the  bree»  of  mom, 
Anil  awell  out  the  trnmpet'a  btast, 

Tilt  the  notes  prevail  o'er  the  voice  of  waD, 
For  the  noble  Cid  hath  pawed ! 


THE  do's  FUNERAL  PROCESSION. 

The  Moor  had  bcleagnereJ  Valencia'i  tow?», 
And  taneea  gleamed  up  through  her  dtron-bowem, 
And  tbe  (enta  of  the  desert  had  girt  her  plain, 
And  camela  wen  trampling  the  vineiof  Spain;  ' 
For  the  Cid  was.  gone  to  reat 

There  were  men  from  wildi  where  the  death-wind 

sweep*, 
There  wen  apear*  from  hilh  where  the  lion  deep*, 
There  were  bona  from  nndswhereiheodTichruna, 
Fui  the  ^rill  hoin  of  Afnc  had  called  hernHia 
To  the  batriea  of  the  Wo*. 

Toe  midnight  bell,  o'er  the  dim  eeas  heard 
Like  the  roar  of  waten,  theair  hadatirred; 
The  Binn  wen  ebining  o'er  lower  and  wave. 
Aw)  the  camp  lay  hushed,  ai  a  wizard'a  ca*e; 
But  the  Chrialiani  woke  that  night. 

They  reared  the  Cid  on  his  barbed  ateed, 
Like  a  warrior  malied  fw  the  hour  of  rkeed. 
And  they  fixed  the  (word  in  the  cold  right  hand. 
Which  luid  fought  to  well  for  his  fathers'  land, 

And  the  abield  from  his  neck  bang  bright. 

Then  was  anrdng  heard  in  Talenda's  halls, 
Theft  was  vl^l  kept  on  tbe  rampart  wall* ; 
Stan  had  not  faded,  nor  clouds  turned  red, 
Wbnn  the  knighia  had  girded  the  DoUe  dead. 
And  the  burial-lrair.  moved  out. 


With  a  nwaEoied  pace,  as  the  pace  of  one. 
Was  the  still  death-mareh  of  the  heal  begun; 
With  a  alent  step  went  the  cuiraiaed  banJi, 
like  ■  lion's  tread  on  the  burning  aanda, 

And  they  gave  no  baltle-ahonL 
When  the  first  went  forth  it  was  midnight  deep, 
In  heaven  was  the  moon,  in  the  camp  waa  sleep. 
When  the  last  through  the  city's  gates  had  gona 
O'er  lent  and  rampart  the  bright  day  ahone. 

With  a  sun-bunt  from  the  sea. 

There  were  knightsGvehnndred  went  armed  belbNs 
And  Bermudez  the  Cid's  green  standard  ban;(8) 
To  its  last  fair  £eld,  with  the  break  of  mom, 
Waa  the  glorious  banner  in  silence  home. 
On  tbe  glad  wind  si 


And  the  Campeador  came  stately  then, 
Like  a  leader  circled  with  steel-cUd  men  1 
The  helmet  was  down  o'er  the  faee  of  the  dead, 
But  lus  steed  went  proud,  by  a  itanioT  led. 
For  be  knew  that  the  Old  was  then. 

Re  waa  there,  the  Cid,  wkh  his  own  gtMd  sword, 
And  Ximaoa  fallowing  her  noble  bird ; 
Her  eye  Was  solemn,  her  step  was  slow. 
But  there  rose  not  a  sound  of  war  or  wo^ 

Not  a  wbtaper  on  the  aii. 
Tbe  halls  in  Valencia  wen  still  and  loRe, 
The  churches  were  empty,  the  masses  done) 
Then  waa  not  a  voice  through  lbs  wide  stmtf 


With  a  measured  paoe,  as  tbe  pace  of  one, 
Waa  tbe  still  death-niDmh  of  the  boat  begun ; 
With  a  rilent  step  went  the  cuirassed  baods, 
Uke  a  lion's  tread  <m  tbe  bunung  NUidsi 
— And  they  gave  do  batt]»«hout. 

But  the  deep  hills  pealed  with  a  cry  en  long, 
When  the  Christian*  burst  on  tbe  Paynim  tbrorig. 
With  a  sudden  flash  of  the  lance  and  speai, 
And  a  charge  of  the  war-steed  in  full  career. 
It  was  Alvar  Fanei  came  !(7} 

He  that  was  snapt  with  no  funeral  ibrnnd, 
passed  before  liko  a  thieatening  cloud  1 
And  the  stram  rushed  down  on  the  tented  plaia. 
And  tha  Archer'Glacen,(9)  with  bar  baods  lay 

For  the  Cid  npheM  his  lame. 

Then  a  terror  feQ  on  tbe  King  Bnear, 
And  the  Lybian  kings  who  had  joined  hii  war; 
And  their  hearts  grew  heavy,  and  died  away,         ' 
And  their  baiMla  could  nM  wield  an  assa^y, 
For  the  dreadful  things  tbey  aawi 
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For  it  tMiuaJ  whare  Mioajra  hii  onaet  mado, 
Then  wen  Mwitj  tbouiuiil  knighu  amjnl, 
AH  white  w  the  wiow  on  NctuU'i  steep, 
And  thej  came  ike  the  fbun  of  n  naring  deep ; 
— 'T  wu  k  light  of  feu  and  kwb  ! 

And  the  ensted  form  of  a  warrior  tail, 
l^itb  ■  (wonl  of  fire,  went  belbra  (hem  all ; 
With  a  sward  of  fire,  and  a  banner  pak^ 
And  a  blood-red  croei  on  hi*  ihaijowy  mail, 
He  rode  in  tlie  battle'a  van  I 

There  was  fear  in  the  path  of  lua  dim  while  horse. 
There  *n*  death  in  tbi>  Giant-wanior'i  course  I 
Where  his  bannei  streamed  with  it*  gbosti;  Bgbt, 
Where  hii  awofd  bUiad  out,  ttiere  was  hurrying 
ffight. 
For  it  seemed  not  the  sword  of  man ! 

The  field  and  the  river  grew  dirklj  ml, 
As  the  king!  and  the  leaden  of  Afric  fled ; 
Thera  wai  work  for  tbe  men  of  the  Cid  that  dayl 
- — Thej  were  wearj  al  ere,  when  they  eaased  I 

As  reapers  whose  (ask  is  done  1 

The  kings  and  the  leaders  of  Afric  fled  1 
The  suls  of  their  gallej^s  in  haste  wore  spread ; 
But  (be  sea  hail  iia  share  of  the  Fsynim^ain, 
And  the  bow  of  tho  desert  wss  broke  in  Spain  j 
—So  the  Cid  to  lus  grave  passed  oa ! 


THE  Clira  RISIMO. 
T  wis  the  deep  mid-watch  of  ttie  silent  night, 

And  Leon  in  slumber  laj, 
When  a  aouod  went  forth,  in  nuhing  idgbl. 
Like  an  arm;  on  its  wa;  1(9) 
In  the  •tillncsi  of  (ha  hour. 
When  the  dreams  of  sleep  hsTa  power. 
And  men  foiget  the  da;. 

Through  the  dark  and  10001;  itreets  it  went, 

Till  the  riamberen  woks  in  dread; 
The  sound  of  a  passing  armament. 

With  the  charger*!  iton;  tread. 
There  wai  heard  no  trampet's  peal, 
Bot  the  heaT;  tramp  of  steel, 

As  a  best's,  to  combat  led. 

Thnogh  (he  dark  and  lonel;  slnets  it  passed, 

And  the  haUDW  pavement  rang, 

And  the  lowers,  as  with  a  sw«iNng  blut, 

Rocked  to  the  storm;  clang  I 

B«(  (be  nneb  of  the  viewless  train 

WsDtoa  (o  •  R^al  fane. 

Where  a  priest  his  nighl'h;mn  sang. 


"  That  the  Cid  Ru;  Dies,  the  Campeador, 
Was  there  in  hii  arma  arrayed ; 

And  that  with  him,  from  the  tomb, 

Had  the  Count  Goniaira  oome, 

With  a  host,  npriien  to  aid  ! 

"  And  they  came  for  the  buried  king  tI.B(  la; 


Atrc 


For  he  ma*t  be  armed  oo  the  balll&da;. 

With  ihem  to  deliver  Spain  t" 

— Then  the  match  went  soanding  on, 

And  the  Moors,  by  noontide  son. 

Were  dust  on  Toloaa's  plain. 


NOTES. 

Nota  I,  page  197,  col.  1. 
Birar,  the  supposed  birth-place  of  (he  (^  wm 
castle,  about  two  leagues  Gram  Burgos. 

Note  3,  page  197,  coL  1. 

Tonuba  la  cabeza,  e  estabalea  catando: 
Vio  poertas  abiertas,  e  nioa  nn  canadcs, 
Alcandaraa  Taciaa,  lin  pielles  e  sinmactos: 
E  sin  fakonea,  e  lin  adtores  mudados. 
Sospird  mio  Cid.  Poem^theCU. 

Ifote  3,  page  197,  col.  3. 
The  umbra,  a  Moorish  dance.  When  Valencia 


Note  4,  page  197,  coL  SL 
The  calm  fortitude  of  Ximena  is  Ireqnent); 


Note  ^  page  1^,  col.  I. 
Banderas  amiguas,  Irittes 
Da  victorias  nn  tiempo  amailas, 
Tremolando  estan  al  viento 
Y  Uann  aiinque  no  hablan,  Sus. 
Herder's  trandation  of  these  romances  (Der 
Cid,  nach  Bpanischen  Komanien  besungen)  am 
remarkable  lor  their  spirit  and  scnipolous  flilelit;. 

Note  6,  page  198,  cd.  3. 

"And  while  they  stood  then,  they  saw  (he  Cu 

RuyDiez  coming  up  with  three  hundred  knigbta; 

Ibt  be  had  not  been  in  the  batite,  and  they  knew 

his  green  prnnon."— SunfAcy'j  Chrfaictt  iff  llu 


,  Note  7,  [Mi's  IM,  cot,  2, 

r,  I     Alvar  Fanra  Minay*.  one  of  the  Cbd's 
diMingiuebed  wamors. 
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Notes,  page  198,ool.  3. 

HiB  irdHT  <]IH«I 

A  Moorish  Amkzon,  who,  niLh  a  bmd  of  fe- 
male nucion,  accompanied  King  Bucar  Ironi 
Africa.  Her  airowi  were  ao  unerring,  that  iihe 
obtained  Ihe  name  of  the  Star  of  archer*. 

Una  iVf  era  muy  gatlarda, 

Crran  maetfra  en  el  tirv, 


Con  nelu  del  Aljavi, 
Da  Iw  arcoa  de  Turquta 
Eatrella  era  nombrada, 
Por  la  deatreuque  avia 
Ea  el  hetir  de  la  Xara. 

Note  9,  page  139,  cd.1. 
S<«  Soutbey's  Cbionicle  of  Iho  Cid,  p.  3 


^ttovXt^  ot  JE&oman* 


ARABELLA  STUART. 
"The  Ladt  Arabelli,"  as  »he  has  been  fre- 
quentt;  entitled,  wna  descended  from  Margaret, 
ittdNt  daughter  of  Henry  VII.  and  consequently 
allied  by  binh  to  Elizabeth,  a>  well  as  Janies  1. 
Thii  affinity  to  the  throne  proved  the  misfortuna 
of  her  life,  aa  the  jealoumea  which  it  constantly 
BiciteJ  in  her  royal  relaliTOa,  who  were  anxious  to 
prevent  her  marrying,  ihut  her  out  from  the  en- 
joyment of  that  domiHtic  happines*  which  her 
heart  appears  to  have  bo  (cmentiy  desired, 
secret,  but  early  dUcovored  anion  with  William 
Seymour,  son  of  Lord  Beauchainp,  she  alarmed 
the  cabinet  of  Jamea,  and  the  wedded  lover*  were 
ImmediaLily^tacedinaeparateconfinement.  From| 
this  thej  fijund  means  to  concert  a  romantic  plan 
of  escape ;  and  having  won  over  a  female  attend- 
ant, by  whose  asaialance  ihe  was  disguised  in 
mala  attire,  Arabella,  though  faint  from  recent 
ncknen  and  sufTering,  stole  out  in  the  night,  and 
at  last  reached  an  appointed  sppt,  where  a  boal 
and  aervanta  were  in  waiting,  Sho  embarlied 
and,  at  break  of  day,  a  French  T«uel,  engaged  to 
icceivs  her,  was  diacoverod  and  gained.  As  Sey- 
mour, howercr,  had  not  yet  arrived,  she  was  do- 
^os  that  the  TbisGl  aliould  lie  at  anchor  for  him ; 
but  this  wish  was  overruled  by  her  compapions, 
who,  contrary  to  her  entrtali™,  hoisted  sail, 
"which,"  aays  D'laroeli,  "occasioned  m  fatal  a 
<«riDination  to  this  romantic  adventure.  Seymoar, 
indeed,  had  escaped  from  the  Tower  i— he  reached 
tbs  whar^  and  found  his  confidential  man  waiting 
with  a  boot,  and  arrived  at  Lee.  Thelime  paaaedi 
the  waves  were  rising;  Arabella  was  not  tliere; 
but  in  the  distance  he  descried  a  tcnel.  Hiring 
u  jiaberman  to  lake  him  on  boani,  he  diKoi 
to  his  grief,  or  hailing  it,  that  it  was  no 
French  ship  tbarged  with  his  ArabcIU;  in  dcupair 
and  Uinfusion  be  found  another  ship  from  New- 
castle, which  liir  a  large  sum  altered  its  coursij 
and  landed  him  in  Flanders." — Arabella,  mean- 
lime,  while  imploring  her  attendants  to  linger,  and 


earnestly  looking  out  for  the  expected  boat  of  hei 
husband,  was  overtaken  in  Calais  Roads  by  a 
veascl  in  the  King's  oervicn,  and  broaghl  back  to 
a  eaptivily,  under  thssulTering  of  which  heroiind 
and  constitution  gradually  sank.  "  What  passed 
in  thai  dreadful  imprisonment,  can  not  perhaps  bs 
recovered  for  authentic  history, — but  enough  if 
known;  that  her  mind  grevi  impaired,  that  abr 
finally  tost  hi-r  reason,  and,  if  the  duration  of  ha 
imprisontnenl  was  abort,  that  it  was  ordy  termi- 
nated by  her  lentb.  Some  effusions,  ollen  hegai 
and  never  ended,  written  and  erased,  incoberent 
and  rational,  yet  remain  ajnong  hrr  papers." — 

D'lsTOtltt  CuriosUiet  qf  LitcralurB, Tfaer4- 

ig  poem,  meant  oi  aome  record  of  her  fait, 
and  Ihe  imagined  Huctualioiu  of  ber  thoughts  and 
feelings,  is  auppused  to  commence  during  ths 
time  of  lier  lirel  imprisonment,  while  her  mind  wa* 
yel  buoyed  up  by  the  conscbninea  of  Seymour's 
aSection,  and  the  cherished  hope  of  eventual  deli- 


'Twis  but  a  dream! — I  saw  the  stag  leap  free, 
Under  the  boughs  where  early  birds  were  nng- 
ing, 
I  stood,  o'eraliadowed  by  the  greenwood  tree, 

And  heard,  it  seemed,  a  sudden  bugla  ringing 
Far  througharoyol  GiresI;  then  the  fawn 
Shot,  like  a  gleam  of  tight,  from  grassy  lawn 
To  secret  covert;  and  the  smooth  turf  shook. 
And  lilies  quivered  by  the  glade's  tone  bitek. 
And  young  leaves  trembled,  aa,  in  fleet  career, 
A  princely  hand,  with  bom,  and  hound,  and  spear, 
Like  a  rich  masque  swept  forth.    I  saw  the  dano* 
Of  their  wbkl«  plumes,  that  bore  ■  sUvatyglanM 
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Into  ttw  deep  in>0(]'ibe«it;  uid  *1l  puaedby, 
8>*e  (Hie— 1  met  tbe  amUe  of  one  deu  eye, 
Flubing  out  joy  In  mine.— Yo,  Ihov  Kelt  there, 
Seymour !  ■  eoft  niad  blew  tlie  duMering  bur 
Back  &aiD  tliy  gallant  brow,  oi  Ihou  di<bt  tela  ' 
Thy  couraer,  luming  rrom  thai  gargeoiis  train. 
Anil  fling,  metbouglit,  Ihy  bunting  ■peu  >nay. 
And,  tightly  graceful  in  thy  green  array, 
BouDil  to  my  lide ;  anil  we,  that  met  and  parted, 

Ever  in  dread  of  •ome  daiic  mocbful  power. 
Won  back  to  childhood'*   Iruat,   and,  fearlev- 
heuted. 

Blent  the  glad  fulneo  of  om  thoughti  that  honr, 
E^  like  the  Bungling  of  aweet  atreonii,  beneath 
IXm  woven  leaTei,  and  miibt  the  doatin^  breath 
Of  hiddlea  foreet  Sowers. 

IL 
Ti«p*M1~twa^^ 

A  captiTe,  and  aloM,  and  br  from  thee, 
Uy  love  and  frknd  I    Yet  fbileitngGw  Ihyi^ 

A  qoetwhleM  hope  of  bapfAnMi  to  ka ; 
And  feeling  etiU  my  woman'i  ipirit  strong 
In  the  deep  bith  wMeh  hfts  AWn  ewrtU;  wrong, 
A  hearenward  glance.   I  know,  I  know  our  lore, 
fituJI  jM  can  gentle  angA  from  iboTa, 
By  iti  nndyir^  ferroar;  and  prarait, 
Bendbg  a  breath,  ae  of  the  ipri ng'i  fiiM  gale, 
Thro'  hoarta  now  oJd;   and,  raidng  iti  tnight 

(ha, 
Wbb   afreegnahof  annny  teanenua 
The  charaetera  of  anguiah ;  in  thii  truat 
I  bear,  latiiTe,  I  bow  not  to  Qw  duet, 
That  I  may  bring  thee  back  no  &ded  (brm. 
No  boMim  cbiUed  and  l^hted  by  the  atonn. 
But  an  my  yonth'e  Gnt  treararei,  when  we  meet, 
Uaking  paat  ionow,  by 


nt. 

And  thou  too  art  in  bondal — yet  droop  Ihaa  not, 
0I^  my  bekiTBd  I — then  m  one  hopeleia  lot, 
But  one,  and  that  not  oon.    Beaide  the  dead 
There  sta  the  ^riaf  that  mantlea  up  iti  head. 
Loathing  the  langhlar  and  proud  pomp  of  light, 
When  daikoM*  from  the  vainly-doting  eight, 
Co>TenitibeMitUul!(l)  If  than  weit  gone 

To  the  gtave'a  boKsn,  with  thy  radiant  brow,- 
(f  thj  deep-ttuiUing  Toim,  with  that  low  tons 

Of  «WiMl  t«ndeiTie«,  which  now,  ev'n  now, 
Seanafloatiiigthia'my  aoql,  wwemonc  takm 
Por «vcc  fntn  thi*  world, — obi  thoafbmdiaD, 
Could  1  bear  oal-^bou  livto,  thon  liv'rt,  thon  'i 


Sit,  a  luoa  watcher  ibr  the  day'*  retain.    • 


IV. 

And  1o  I  the  Joy  that  coaieth  with  the  moning, 

Brightly  vietariow  o'er  (be  houn  of  care  I 
I  have  not  watched  in  vain,  aeienely  ecomiag 

The  wild  and  buiy  whiapen  of  deipair  I 
Thou  bait  sent  tidinga  aa  of  heaven. — t  wait 

The  hour,  the  lign,  for  bleand  flight  to  thee. 
Oh  I  for  the  ekylark'a  wing  that  enelu  ita  male 

Aa  a  itar  ahoota  1 — but  on  the  breeiy  aea 
We  ahall  nteet  eoon.— To  think  of  auch  an  hour! 

WiH  not  my  heart,  o'erfccrdened  by  ita  bEaa, 
Faint  and  give  way  within  me,  aa  a  Sower 

Bom  down  and  periihing  by  noontide's  klaT 
Yet  aball  1/ear  that  lot  1— the  perieel  rest. 
The  fiill  deep  joy  of  Jying  oa  thy  break, 
After  long-anflering  won  i    So  rich  a  close 
Too  seldom  crowiu  with  peace  albctloa'*  woes. 


Sunset  I — I  tell  each  moment — from  the  akin 
The  laat  red  qitendoor  Boats  along  my  waD, ' 

Like  a  king'i  banner  I — Now  it  melts,  it  diss  t 
I  see  one  star — 1  bear — H  was  not  the  call, 

Th'  expected  Toica ;  my  quick  beut  throbbed  lao 

d  keep  vigil  till  yon  riling  mocn 
Shower  down  leas  goMeo  light.   Beneath  her  beam 
Through  my  lone  lattice  poured,  1  sit  and  droam 

mroer  lands  aiir,  where  holy  low^ 
Under  the  vine,  or  In  tho  dtron-grore, 
May  breathe  from  terror. 

Now  the  night  gitows  deep. 
And  silent  as  iu  cbuds,  and  full  of  sleep. 
I  hear  my  veins  beaL — Hark !  a  bell's  dow  chime, 
My  heart  strikes  with  IL— Yat  again— 4  is  tinw  t 
A  step!— a  voice  t — or  but  a  riang  brtae  1 
Hark !— haste  I— I  come,  to  meet  thee  on  the  seM. 
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Now  never  inon,  oh !  new,  in  the  worth 
Of  its  pure  cause,  let  sorrowing  love  oo  earth 
Trust  fondly — never  more  I— the  hope  is  craahod 
That  lit  my  life,  the  vtnca  within  me  huabed 
That  spoke  sweet  oracles ,  and  1  return 
To  lay  my  youth,  as  in  a  burial-urn, 
Where  aunshios  may  not  find  it.— All  it  loatl 
No  tempest  met  oqi  barka — do  billow  toasedi 
Yet  were  they  severed,  s'en  *a  Ws  most  be^ 
That  so  have  loved,  so  striven  our  hearts  to  frff 
From  their  eloae.coiling  fate  I    In  vain — in  vain  1 
The  dark  Imks  meet,  and  clasp  tbemselTca  agap, 
And  preaa  out  life. — T/pon  the  deck  I  stood, 
And  a  white  sail  came  gliding  o'er  tfaa  flood, 
Uke  some  ptood  bird  of  ocean  ;  then  mine  eye 
Strained  out,  one  momaitt  earlier  to  descry 
The  form  it  ached  fer,  and  the  bark's  oaraM 
Secmfd  ihiw  to  that  fond  yss^nipg ;,  It  di^  ^Mi  I 
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Pranghtirhhour  fbeal— Wh&tbooUittoiccall   |     Aiulbytlwrt 

TlwrtiiA,  llwtnnT  OncemoT*  *pnnn-wall        A  proud,  immin,...,  „.„,  _„„^,.  ,^j  ,^,^ 
SbuU  tbe  green  hilb  ind  woodluida  from  mj  fight,  Flows  in  Idim  biightncM, — tiiid  iU  gift*  am  ctuioil 
And  Joyoai  glance  of  watan  to  the  fight,  I  Kingi  I — I  hul  olent  Tuioni  of  deep  bliv, 

And  Ihcc,  my  Seymour,  thee  I  I  Lnviog  their  throoM  &r  diatanl,  and  lor  tliii 

.  I  am  cad  nnder  their  triumphal- car, 

n^      .1     L  ^__i"r"*^-    .L.u„    ,iAiiiii«ctloh.crurfKd.-Ohl  HHivoaUfar,- 

TDM.tAmbMtrentuielMtyefaauiUMtbaaiM  EnthritikMl 

DoM  thoa  liiTgef  me,  Seymourl    I  am  prored 
So  kng,  10  Mernij  1  Seymour,  my  heloved  t 
Then  are  nieh  lake  of  holy  niarreli  done 

Btrong  aflsctSoD,  of  ddiverance  won 
Through  its  prevailing  powerl    Are  theee  thii^ 


ABdaUtbeknghingakyl  Thta  thoaght  alull  jet 
Shine  o'er  my  heart,  a  mliant  amulet, 
Chuiding  it  from  deapair.    Thy  bondi  an  broken, 
And  uilo  nw,  I  know,  thy  true  lore'*  token 
Shall  one  day  be  defiTCiaiioe,  though  the  yeu> 
Lie  dim  between,  o'erbung  with  mills  of  teaia. 

VIJ. 
M;  liieDd,  my  fttend  1  where  art  thoQ  1   Day  by 

Ofiding,  fike  sooie  dark  moaraM  Mnam,  «way, 
Hyrilentyaatb  flows  ftom  me.   Spring,  the  while, 

Camefl  and  run*  beauty  on  the  kindling  booghs 
Roand  hall  and  hamlet;  Summer,  with  hei  maile, 

Filh  tlM  gteen  fotalt  ;^youDg  hesita  breathe 
their  tows; 
Brothers  long  parted  meet ;  bir  children  rise 
Ronnd  the  glut  board ;  Bops  laughs  fcoai  loTiBg 

AD  this  is  Iq  the  worM  ^-These  Joys  lie  sown, 
Thedewof  ererypsth — On  one  alone 
Their  finshne**  may  not  M— the  stricken  deer, 
Dying  of  thirst  with  all  the  mtets  near. 


Vo  ue  from  <fing)e  and  Avah  glade,  ye  flowen ' 

By  eoms  kind  hand  to  cheer  my  dungeon  se 

O'bT  yon  the  oak  shed  down  the  summer  eboweia. 

And  the  lark's  neet  waa  where  joor  bright  cups 

bent, 

Qohrrin!;  10  bteexe  and  rBiQ.drop,  fike  the  sheen 

OI  twilight  stars.    On  you  Heann's  eye  hath 

been, 
Thnogh  the  leaves,  ponring  tta  dark  sattry  Uiu 
Into  jDUr  glowing  hearts;  the  bee  to  you 
Hath  murmured,  and  ttw  liH. — My  eoal  growa 

bbrt 
Wtth  pasdonale  yeaning,  as  its  qukk  dreams 

paint 
Ifekir  hannts  by  deO  and  slMsm, — the  green,  the 

The  Aill  of  sH  sweet  sound,— the  shot  fium  me  I 

IX. 
There  went  it  swift  bird  linging  past  my  cdl — 
O  Love  and  VneSom  I  ye  ars  lotely  things  1 
Whh  yoo  the  pcaaut  on  the  hiU*  may  dwell, 


told 

Tin  the  young  weep  with  rapture,  and  the  old 
Wooder,  yet  dare  not  doubt, — and  thou,  oh !  thou, 

Dost  thou  forget  me  In  my  hope'i  decay  1 — 
Tboucanat  Dot] — through  the  sUent  night,eT'n  no*, 

I,  that  need  prayer  so  much,  awake  and  pray 
SliUfintfotbee.— Ohl  gentle,  gentle  friend  t 
How  shall  I  bsar  this  at^uMh  to  the  end  1 

Aid  t— OMoee  Own  yet  no  ud  1— the  voiee  of  blood 
Passes  Heaven's  gate,  eVn  eie  the  crimson  flood 
Sinks  through  the  greensward  1 — is  thete  not  a  cry, 
From  the  wrung  heart,  of  power,  tbrough  agony, 
~    [ueree  the  eloub  1    Hear,  Mercy  t  haai  m*  I 

That  bleed  and  weep  beneath  the  smiling  sun, 
~    't  heaiier  cause  1 — yet  hear  1 — my  soul  grow* 

dalfc- 
Who  hears  the  last  shriek  fiom  the  sinking  bark, 
On  the  mid  eeai,  and  with  the  storm  atone, 
And  bearing  to  th'  abyss,  unseen,  nnkoowi^ 
Its  freight  of  human  healts  1 — th'  o'ermasteiiBg 

Who  ahaO  leU  bow  it  rushed— and  none  to  sa*«T 

Tbou  hast  rbrnken  me !    Iloel,  Iknow, 
There  would  be  rescue  if  this  wen  not  so. 
Thov'tt  at  the  chase,  thou'rt  at  the  leetive  boanl, 
Tbou'n  where  the  led  Mne  tm  and  Ugh  is  pound, 
Thoo'it  where  the  daneen  meet ! — a  magic  glass 
Is  set  within  my  soul,  and  proud  shspes  pass. 
Flushing  it  o'er  with  pomp  from  bower  and  ball ; — 

shadow,  stateliest  there  of  all,— 

TTtbte.  f— What  dost  rbiu  anudet  I  he  bright  and  bir, 

Whispering  light  worda,  and  mocking  my  daspairi 

well  of  thee ! — my  lore  was  mote 
Than  Eery  song  may  breathe,  deep  thought  erplor^ 
And  there  thoa  smileat,  while  my  heart  Is  dying, 
With  all  its  Mighled  hopes  annind  It  lying; 
EVnthoQiOnwhomthey  hung  their  lastgieen  leaf 
Tet smile,  sn^ont  loobright  art  thovte  grief' 


Death  1— what,  ii 
Gnaided  brswui 


1  death  a  beked  and  huasunJ 
>orfln1(9)>UddMiiprii« 
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A  fohled  frdt,  that  I  draald  thm  endnra, 
Ai  if  the  woild  Kithin  dm  held  no  cuni 
Wheralbn  aot  tprsxl  tree  i*uif[*— He>TeD,  Hor 

Ten!  control 
Tbue  thoogbta— the;  nuh—I  look  into  ni;  aoul 
Ai  down  a  gulf)  uid  tremble  at  Ui'  unj 
Orfiereefbrnwcniinlingitl  Qive rtceiigth  to pny, 
So  (Ittll  thar  diril  twM  pH«. 

The  itom  ■■  Milled. 

FatheTinHeaTtDl  Thou,  only  ihoD.cuNtKiond 
nie  hmt'i  great  deep,  with  floodi  of  (ngnidi 
dOed, 

For  hDDMn  Hie  loo  fetrfoll;  profbtind. 
TbeiTfon,  fbrgi*e,  my  Father  I  if  Thy  child, 
Eocked  on  iti  heaving  darimoM,  hath  grown  wild, 
And  einiwd  in  her  deapair  I    It  wcH  may  be, 
Tkat  Tboa  wouldit  lead  my  (pint  hack  In  Thee, 
Bj  the  cnuhed  hope  too  long  on  thia  world  poarad, 
The  itridun  lsi«  which  hath  peiebaaea  nloied 
A  mortal  in  Thy  fJaee  t    Now  let  me  Btri*e 
Whli  Thy  atrangaimDomsvel  ForgiTe,  fixgln  < 
Takemelopeacal 

And  peace  at  laat  ■■  ni^. 
A  aign  ia  on  my  brow,  a  tiAan  lent 
Th'  o'eiweaned  doit,  fiom  honnsnobteaefBlaby, 


Thonghbon^wUhbDmiDgleanl  Itiatbaibnf 

alh  to  lute  that  (ainly-[»vdoa«  thiag 
In  thi*  cold  world  I    What  were  it  then,  if  thou. 
With  thy  fond  eyea,  wert  ganng  on  me  now  t 
Too  keenapaof  1 — Farewell  I  and  yetonoe  mora. 
Farewell ! — tha  paaiion  of  long  yeara  I  poof 
Into  that  word :  tboa  hear'rt  nut, — but  Iba  wo 
And  fervour  of  ita  tonea  may  one  day  Bow 
To  thy  heart'!  holy  place ;  theia  let  than  dweO— 
We  ahall  o'etcweep  itm  gmm  to  meet — Farawall ! 


Of  many  mjitariaa. 

Bark  I  the  warning  too* 
Dfepen*— ita  word  la  Dtalk.    AlotM,  alone. 
And  aad  in  ynath,  but  chaataned,  I  depart. 
Bowing  to  heaxn.    Yet,  y«l  my  wonan'a  heart 
Shall  wake  a  ipirit  and  a  power  to  blen, 
E*'n  in  llua  haOT'i  o'enhadowing  fearfuines. 
Thee,  itaflrat  kiTet— ohi  lender  atiU,  and  tnni 
Be  it  fergctten  if  nune  angtddi  threw 
Diopa  Iron)  ita  Utter  fmintain  on  thy  name, 
TboDgh  bat  a  tnonent 

Now,  with  faintbg  frame, 
With  iDtd  jot  Gngermg  on  the  flight  began, 
To  bind  for  thee  ita  tut  dim  thooghta  in  one, 
Ifaloatheel    Peace  be  on  thy  noUa  head, 
TeaiB  (^  bright  ftme,  when  I  am  with  the  dead  I 
I  bid  Ihia  prayer  anrti™  me,  and  retain 
Ita  ought,  again  to  Ueu  thee,  and  ag^  I 
Thon  hart  been  g^ubend  into  my  dark  Etta 
Too  much ;  too  long,  for  my  «ke,  deaolaM 
Hath  been  thine  exiled  youth  ;  bat  now  take  back, 
From  dying  hand*,  thy  fnedom,  and  retrack 
(AAera&wkiml  tearafbrher  whaaedaya 
Went  ool  in  dream*  of  thee]  the  aunny  waya 
Of  hope,  and  God  thon  happlnoaa  I    Yrt  send, 
E*'n  then,  in  dlent  luura  a  thought,  dear  friend  I 
Down  to  my  iMcelca*  chunher ;  for  thy  lam 
Hath  been  to  me  all  ^fta  of  eaith  above, 


THE  BRIDE  OF  THE  GREEK  ISLE.- 


r»  iipijiili— jfafrfannjiafi 


CoKi  from  the  wooda  with  the  ct 
Come  with  yocT  lyrea  fer  the  teetal  houn, 
Maid*  of  bright  Sdo  I  They  came,  and  the  bmna 
Ron  their  iweet  iongi  o'er  the  Giedan  aeaa;.— 
They  came,  and  Emlor*  atood  robed  and  crown- 
ed. 
The  bride  of  tha  mom,  with  her  train  around. 
Jewel*  flaahed  out  ftom  her  braided  hair, 
LJke  atany  dewe  midat  the  roee*  there ; 
Peaiti  on  her  boaom  qmreiing  ahone. 
Heaved  by  her  heart  thrangh  it*  goUen  loae  i 
But  abrow,  aathoeegemaafllMooeanpak^ 
Oleamed  from  beneath  her  tnuupannt  veil ; 
Changeful  and  bint  wu  her  fair  cheek'*  hue, 
Tho'  dear  aa  a  fiower  which  the  Hght  look* 

thrangh; 
And  the  glaace  of  her  dark  re^lradent  eye, 
For  the  aapect  of  woman  at  linKi  too  high. 
Lay  floating  in  tniMa,  which  the  troubled  atiean 
Oftbeaoul  tent  up  o'er  it*  brvid  beam. 

She  kicked  on  the  vio*  at  her  fhthar'adoor, 

Like  one  that  i*  learii^  fai*  native  ahon ; 

She  hnng  o'er  the  myrtle  once  called  htrowi^ 

A*  it  greenly  wand  by  tho  thtoihold  atone; 

She  turned— and  hmr  mother'a  gaie  brought  back 

Each  hue  of  her  childhood'*  faded  track. 

Oh  I  huih  the  aong,  and  let  her  taan 

Flow  to  the  dream  of  hei  eaiij  yaaia  1 

Holy  and  pure  an  Ibe  dnpathat  faU 

When  the  yonng  bride  goee  from  her  btherV  bal; 

She  goaa  dU*  leva  yat  untried  and  new. 

She  part*  ftom  b*e  whkh  hath  atill  bean  tvoe ; 
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Uale  be  Iba  song  uid  the  eboni  itniii, 

Tilt  her  hwt'edaep  woU-vpiing  beleu  agun! 

Bbe  wept  on  ber  motber'a  fikithfiil  tavwt, 

like  k  bsbe  [hit  nba  ilMlf  la  reet; 

8be  vrept — yet  lud  ber  hand  awUla 

In  hit  that  wuted  hei  dawning  aoile, 

H^  nal'f  afflanceil,  nor  eherabed  ]tm 

For  the  guah  of  nalura'*  tendmuvl 

&be  liAad  ber  gracaAil  bead  attait— 

ThaebokingaweUof  bat  heart  waapaat; 

And  ber  loral;  thonghU  bom  their  celia  found 

waj 
In  tbe  iodilan  dow  of  a  pUialiTe  lay^S) 


Vmt  BBIDl'i  FUEWCLL. 

Why  do  I  wg^Y— to  Imtc  the  line 
Wboee  ddctera  o'er  me  bend, — 

The  mjTtle— yet,  oh  I  eaQ  it  mine  !— 
Tbe  Oowera  I  loied  to  tend. 

A  thooaand  tboogbta  of  all  thing!  dear, 


I  leave  thee,  aiaterl  we  have  pkjed 
Ttutmgfa  many  a  joyoo*  hour, 

When  the  slreiy  fieen  of  tbe  oliTe  ahade 
Hung  dim  o'er  fount  and  bower. 

lea,  thoa  and  I,  by  ■(nam,  by  abon^ 
In  nng,  in  prayer,  in  aleep, 


I  leaTo  thee,  ftther!  Ete'a  bright  moon 

Moit  now  light  other  feet, 
With  the  gathered  grapea,  and  the  tyre  in  Inue, 

Thy  homemrd  step  to  greet 
Tlioa  in  nboae  toicb,  to  bleci  tb;  child, 

Lay  tonea  of  tore  eo  deep, 
Wiiaee  eye  o'er  ell  my  youth  hath  amiled — 

I  leaTetbeel  let  me  weep! 
Uo(hwl  I  leaTB  thee!  on  thy  breart, 

Ponring  out  joy  and  wo, 
1  hftio  fonnd  that  ludy  [dace  of  mt 

Still  changdeM,-^t  I  gel 
Upa,  that  have  lulled  me  with  yon  ebiln. 

Gyca,  that  have  watched  my  aleep! 
Will  earth  give  love  She  yoiart  again  1 

Sweet  mother!  let  me  weep! 


And  like  a  dighl  yoang  tne,  that  tbi*Wi 
The  we^h'  of  rain  tana  ita  drooping  boDgha, 
Once  pnts  aha  wept    Bat  *  ehangefal  tblng 
U  tbe  haouii]  heart,  aa  a  mountain  apifng. 
Thai  wDika  ria  way  through  thetonant'i  foBin, 
To  tbe  bright  pool  near  it,  the  lil/a  horoot 


It  ia  weD  I— the  dood,  en  her  KNil  that  lay. 
Math  ntehed  in  gUtteriag  dropa  aw^y. 
Wake  agMD,  mingle,  eweet  Ante  and  lyrel 
She  tama  to  ber  lover,  iba  leavaa  her  aire. 
Mothn!  on  e*nh  it  mnet  alill  ben. 
Thou  leareet  tbe  lovely  to  eee  them  go  1 

They  are  moving  onward,  the  bridal  tbioqg. 
Ye  may  track  their  way  by  the  awella  of  aoog; 
Ye  may  catqh  thro'  tbe  fbliage  th«r  while  robae' 

giaan, 
Like  a  awaa  midet  the  reed*  of  a  ahadowy  atTMOL 
Th«r  anna  bear  np  gulanda,  their  gliding  Iread 
I*  over  tbe  deep-vcdned  violet'a  bed; 
The;  have  light  leavee  around  them,  blu  ikiei 

An  aich  for  the  tiinmph  of  youth  and  love  t 

IL 
Still  and  awect  waa  the  homa  that  atood 
In  tbe  flowering  deptha  of  a  Grecian  wojd. 
With  the  aoft  green  light  o'er  ita  low  roof  ^taed, 
A>  if  from  the  glow  of  Ui  emetald  abed, 
Pouring  through  lim^-leaves  that  mingled  on  hi^ 
Aale^  in  the  ailoce  of  noon'a  clear  aky. 
Citraiu  amidat  tlieir  dait  fiiliago  ifioo^i,  ■ 
Makings  gleam  lovod  tbe  lone  abode; 
Laatela  o'eiiiung  it,  whoea  &intaat  ahim 
Scattered  outraya  like  a  glanauag  liver; 
3tara  of  the  jumine  ita  {ollan  crowned, 
Vlne-etalka  ita  lattioe  and  walla  had  bound. 
And  brightly  befue  it  a  finintain'a  play 
Flotig  abower*  through  a  thickst  of  glos^  bay. 
To  a  eypieaa  which  roee  in  that  flaahing  lain. 

And  Ihilher  lanthia  had  brought  hia  biida, 
And  the  gneota  were  met  by  that  tonntain-aide ; 
They  lifted  tbe  veil  hota  Eudora'a  faoa, 

liled  oat  aoftly  in  pensive  gnuw. 
With  lip  of  love,  and  ■  brow  eeiene. 
Meet  lor  tbe  eoul  of  the  deep  wood-scene.— 
Bring  wine,  bring  odoun  I — the  board  is  iprnad 
Bring  roeeal  acbBpiet  lor  etery  beadl 
The  wiii»«ape  foamed,  and  the  roae  waa  ahowaw] 
On  the  yoong  and  fair  fnun  the  world  embowend, 

sua  looked  not  on  th«D  in  Uut  aweet  abada, 
The  winda  amid  ecenled  boughs  were  laid ; 
Bot  then  came  by  £ta,  through  aome  wavy  Ma, 

Hivhl  be  atUl  I— waa  that  no  more 
Than  the  murmur  from  the  ah<He1 
Silence  t— ^lid  thick  rain-dropa  beat 
On  the  gnas  like  trampling  feetl — 
Fling  down  tbe  pblel,  and  dnw  the  aword ! 
Tbe  giusea  are  filled  with  a  pirate-horde  I 
Thrragh  the  dim  (riivea  their  sabraa  ahine  ;— 
Now  muM  the  red  Uood  atream  for  tricet 
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Ths  ycoth  Iram  the  twoquet  to  hitlla  spnog, 
Tba  wnoib  with  tb*  ilirick  of  the  maidsiu  ruif ; 
Dnder  tbe  golJcD-&uil«d  booghi 
TbarawerBduhiug  ponUnlauuIdarkaningtninn, 
FoaUUpa,  o'er  guUnd  and  Ijre  thai  fled  ; 
And  tjM  dying  iiioi)  do  b  graaaiwKil  bad. 

Biidon,Ei^on1  Hum  iatt  ad  ij  I— 

Bbe  B«r  but  tantbis  before  lier  lie, 

With  th«  blood  fnta  hii  bnMt  in  a  pMhiag  iknr. 

Like  ■  child'i  Urge  tetit  la  it*  hour  of  wo, 

And  a  gatberii^  film  in  hii  lifted  eje, 

That  aonglil  hii  joimg  bride  out 

Bbe  knelt  danrn  beeids  Um,  her  ■rma  ahe  woaid, 

Like  tendrili,  hie  drooping  neck  around, 

Ai  if  the  paariofi  of  that  fond  grasp 

Might  chain  in  life  with  it*  iij-dup. 

But  thej  ton  her  theoM  in  her  wild  deipur, 

Tbe  lea'a  Gefce  rovera — tbej  left  him  then  ; 

They  left  to  tbe  fbuntBtn  a  daA'Tsl  tin, 

And  on  the  wet  violeta  a  pita  ofMn, 

And  a  huah  of  fear  through  the 

So  ekaed  tbe  triumph  i^Tonth  and  loiel 

in. 

Gloomy  la;  tbe  ihore  that  night, 

When  the  moon,  with  aleeping  light, 

Bathed  each  purple  Sciote  bill,— 

Oloom;  laj  the  ihore,  and  iUIL 

O'er  the  wav«  no  gay  guitar 

Smt  hi  Oiating  raiMic  br ; 

No  glad  eound  of  dancing  feet 

Woke,  the  atany  houia  to  greet 

But  a  Tciee  of  mortal  wo, 

In  ita  ebaagea  wild  or  low, 

ThNDgh  the  midnigbt'a  blue  npcea, 

Fran  tba  aea-beat  rocki  aroae, 

Ai  Enloia'i  mother  Mood 

Oaiing  on  th'  Egean  Ikiod, 

Wkb  a  filed  and  atraining  eye — 

Oh  I  waa  tbe  ■poilen'  venel  nigh 

Tnt  there,  becalmed  in  dlent  aleep, 

Dark  and  alone  on  a  bnatblcM  deep, 

On  a  na  of  molten  nlier  dark, 

Brooifing  it  frowned  that  eril  liork  I 

Tbeie  ita  broad  pennon  a  ibadow  eail, 

Uenlem  and  black  from  tbe  tall  itill  maat, 

And  the  heavy  aound  ofite  Sapping  aaJI, 

Idly  and  xainly  wooed  the  gale. 

Huahed  was  all  el»— had  ocean'i  bnut 

Roek«l  e'en  Eaton  (hat  hew  to  iMtl 
Ton#l— the  wa«a  tremble!  what  piercing  07        ■  Oiljbiallj  jmMihH),  ■  wen ■  ter™]  ahei of  ihr 
BmuU  btm  the  heart  of  the  ahip  on  high  1  «**  In  iJn  Jftto  MmiUii  Maf'iM. 


What  %ht  Itirotigh  the  beaven^  b  a  mdden 

.pi™, 
Sbooti  from  the  deck  Dpi  Fire!  'tiaflte! 
There  an  wild  fbnui  hoiryu^  to  and  An, 
Seen  darkly  clai  on  that  Imid  glow ; 
There  are  ibotil,  and  rignal-gun,  and  eail, 
And  the  daahing  of  water, — but  fniitkwi  aD ! 
Man  may  not  fetter,  nor  ocean  tarns' 
The  might  and  wrath  df  the  nuhing  flamt! 
It  hath  twined  the  mart  like  a  glittering  anak^ 
That  colli  up  a  tree  from  a  doiky  brake; 
It  hah  touched  the  nil*,  and  theit  canraa  ralU 
Away  fiom  it*  breath  into  ahrircdled  tctotii; 
It  hath  taken  the  dag'a  tiigh  place  in  air. 
And  reddened  the  ttara  with  it*  wavy  glale. 
And  aent  out  biiglit  anvwa,  and  aoaied  in  gtee. 
To  a  burning  moant  midit  tbe  aaoonHght  aea. 
Theawunmen  an  plunging  (hnn  item  and  piow— • 
Eiidora,  Eudora  I  where,  where  art  thoul 
The  ilaie  and  hi*  nuulsr  alike  are  gone. — 
Moth«i  1  who  tfand*  on  tbe  deck  alonet 
The  child  of  thy  boeom  I — and  lo  1  a  brand 
Bloiing  tip  high  in  her  lifted  liand ! 
And  bei  veil  flung  back,  and  bet  free  dark  hair 
Snajed  by  tbe  fianua  a*  the;  nek  and  fiote, 
And  hai  fragile  Ibnu  to  it*  loAicat  bright 
Dilated,  aa  if  by  the  apirit'i  might, 
And  her  eye  with  an  eagle-gtadneM  fiaughl,— 
OhI  could  thii  work  beof  womin  wroughtl 
Yai !  twaa  hec  deed !— by  that  haughty  nula 
It  wai  her** !— She  hath  kindled  her  funeral  pile  I 
Nenr  might  tfaain*  on  that  bright  bead  bij 
Her  Uaod  wai  tha  Onak'*,  and  bath  mule  bar 


Proudly  *be  atanda,  like  an  Indian  bride 

On  the  pyre  whb  the  hetj  dead  bcaida; 

But  adiiMt  fnta  her  motlus  hath  oaoghl  betM^ 

A*  the  flame*  to  her  mairiage-rabe  draw  near. 

Aikd  atarting,  ahe  iprBad*  her  pale  arm*  in  Tain 

To  tbe  btra  they  moat  Darer  faifbld  agaiiL 

moment  more,  and  her  hand*  are  cUaped, 
Fallen  i*  \if  torch  they  had  wildly  graiped. 
Her  linking  knee  unto  Heaven  i*  bowed. 
And  ber  laet  look  raiaad  thnx^  tha  anwfca'e  flia 

And  h«t  Gps  aa  in  prayer  far  bar  pardon  man— 
Now  tfa*  night  galben  o'er  youth  and  lore  I* 
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THE  SWITZER'S  WIFE. 

WenMl  Slaoffikcher,  one  oTtha  thne  ooniailaT- 
•Ip  of  tbcBdd  oTOrolli,  had  been  tUimed  bjtb* 
•no;  wilb  which  the  Audua  Bulifl^  Luukn- 
bag,  bad  mtical  the  tppeu>nc«  or  wraith  uui 
Domfort  whkh  dutinguUhed  hii  dwelling.  It  wm 
Bot,  howerei,  until  roueeil  bj  ihe  entmtiea  of  hk 
wifi^  t  womu  who  ttaa  to  haie  been  of  an  he- 
roic epirit,  that  be  wu  induced  to  dalibenta  wUb 
bif  friatid*  djiod  the  meuuiea  by  which  Switiei' 
laud  wai  finallj  deHrered. 


■oaanrHlabucln; 

k*  light 


Ir  WM  the  tima  trben  cluldreii  bound  to  meet 
Thar  fiober'a  hoawwanl  itep  lioiD  fleid  or  bill, 

And  when  the  beid'i  returning  belle  an  aweet 
In  (he  Swin  Tillera,  and  the  lakes  grow  aUH, 

And  the  lut  note  of  that  wild  horn  iweUa  hj, 

Which  haiiDta  the  e«ile'a  heart  with  melodj. 

And  kiTaly  inukd  full  manj  an  Al[nne  bomn. 
Touched  with  tbaciimaon  of  the  dying  hour,  , 

WbicbUiltlownMifby  the  torrenl'a  fbaoi, 
And  piened  ita  lattice  thrtf  the  *uie-hnng  bow- 


Por  Werner  aat  beneath  the  linden-tree, 
That  aent  it*  lulling  whiapen  through  hie  door, 

Enn  aa  man  aita  wboaa  heart  alone  would  be 
With  aonie  deep  care,  and  thu*  can  find  no  more 

Th'  aiccuBtomed  joy  in  all  which  evening  bitnga, 

Oattering  a  lunuelMild  with  her  quiet  vnng*. 

Hit  wtfii  atood  hndied  bebie  him,— aad,  yet  nfld 

In  ber  beseeching  miBn ;— he  marked  it  not. 
The  dlrety  langhter  of  faia  bright-haired  child 
Rang  from  the  greaniwanl  round  the  ahdtnad 
•pot, 
.    But  aoemed  onheard ;  unUI  at  lait  the  boy 
Raiaed  bom  hk  heaped  up  flowsra  a  glance  of  joy, 

And  met  hia  fkther'a  lace :  but  then  a  change 
Paaaed  awiftly  o'er  tba  brow  of  inbnt  glee, 

And  a  quick  een>e  of  aomething  dimly  atrange 
Brought  him  &om  play  to  itand  beiido  the  knee 

do  often  climbed,  and  lift  hi*  bring  eyee 

That  ahone  Ihnogh  cloud*  of  aorrowfol  Burrne. 


Then  the  proud  boeom  of  the  alrong  man  ahMik  ; 

Btd  tenderly  Ma  babe'i  fiir  mother  laid 
Her  hand  on  hia,  and  with  a  ^sadii^  looli. 


What  grief,  dear  Mend,  hath  mad*  thy  heart  it* 
prey. 
That  thou  ahouldit  turn  thee  from  oar  lore  awayl 

It  !■  too  aad  to  aee  thee  thua,  my  friend  ! 
Markeet  thou  the  wonder  on  thy  boy'a  fair  bnrw, 
MinanK  the  amil*  flora  thinel  Ohl  obeer  thee< 
bend 
To  hia  Btrflarmi.nneaa]  thy  thoughta  e'en  nowl 
Thou  doat  not  kindly  to  wtthhoU  the  aban 
Of  tried  affiKtioa  in  thy  aecret  care." 

He  looked  op  into  that  aweet  eameet  &ee. 
But  •temly,  moomfully:  not  yet  tha  band 

Was  looeened  from  hk  aaul ;  it*  inmoat  place 
Not  yet  uncmlKl  by  lore'e  o'erroailaring  hand. 

"  Speak  low  1''  he  cried,  and  pointed  where  on  high 

The  white  Alpa  glittered  through  the  •olomD  aky : 

"  We  miMt  apeak  low  amidal  our  ancient  hiUa 
And  their  frea  torrenU ;  for  the  dayi  are  cotnt 

When  tyranny  tl«  couched  by  forBst-tilTe, 
And  meet*  the  *liepherd  in  hk  mountain-home. 

Go,  pour  the  wine  of  our  own  grapes  in  fear. 

Keep  Hlence  by  the  hearth  I  jta  foes  an  near. 

"  The  en*j  of  the  oppreaor's  eye  hath  been 

Upon  my  heiitage.     I  ail  to-night 
Under  my  household  tne,  if  not  aerene, 

Yet  with  the  tacea  beet-belorad  in  eight: 
ToHnurrow  eve  may  And  me  chained,  and  th»" 
How  can  I  bear  the  boy's  young  amilea  to  aee  1' 

The  bright  blood  kft  that  youthful  matber'B  cbeeh , 
Back  on  the  linden-stem  she  leaned  her  ibrm, 

And  her  lip  trembled,  u  it  stroie  to  speak, 
Ijko  a  fiail  harp  atriog,  abaken  by  the  ftorm. 

Twat  but  a  moment,  and  the  faintneaa  paaaed. 

And  the  free  Alpine  qirit  woke  at  lasL 

And  she,  that  ever  through  bet  home  had  moved 
With  the  meek  thoughtful  nsea  and  quiet  amile 
f  woman,  calmly  loving  and  beloved. 
And  timid  in  her  hapinneas  the  while, 
Stood  brightly  forth,  and  atedfkstly,  that  hou, 
Her  dear  glance  kindling  into  audden  power. 

Ay,  poleabeatoed,  but  with  an  eye  of  light, 
And  took  her  liiir  child  to  her  hidy  breast. 

And  lifted  her  aoft  voice,  that  gathered  mlgbl 
Aaitfbnnd  language: — "Ate  we  tbiu  opprew 
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TruM  DM  lo  HeUBn,  ™j  huihwidl— Ih",  tbj  ■on, 
The  tuba  whom  1  h&Te  born  Ibee,  muM  be  frea '. 

And  Uw  iWMt  OMnuiy  afoot  pleownt  heaitb 

M«j  w«U  gtM  rttWBtb— if  «ugbt  ba  lUong  on 
■uth. 

"  Thon  hut  been  brooding  o'et  the  aUent  dread 
Of  my  dejponding  lea«i  now  lift  onca  more, 

M;  hunttr  of  the  bille!  tby  ttsXely  head, 
And  let  Ihine  eegk  gl»nee  mj  joj  restore ! 

I  eui  bfflir  all,  but  teting  thee  mbdued,— 

Tkke  t«  Ihee  bui  thine  own  undaunted  mood. 

"  Oo  fbrth  bedde  the  waten,  and  along 
The  «ham(n*-i>alhs,  and  thioogh  the  foRsta  ga ; 

And  tell,  in  burning  wotd«,lhy  lale  of  wrong 
To  the  bran  hearU  tbat  midit  the  hamleU  (low. 

Ood  abaU  be  with  thee,  mjr  beloiedl— Away! 

Bloabol  thjcliild,and  Ie(t*e  me, — lean  pray  I" 

He  aprat^  up  Hke  a  warrior-jonth  awaking 
To  clirion-aonnda  upon  tha  ringing  air; 

lie  caught  her  to  llii  breut,  while  ptoiMl  tean 
btraking 
From  hii  darit  ejea,  fell  o'er  her  bndrled  halr,- 

And  "  Worthy  art  thou,"  wm  hi*  joyoue  cry, 

"  That  roan  tat  thee  ahoold  giid  hinaelf  to  die. 

"  My  biila,  my  wife,  Iba  mctbet  of  my  child  1 
Now  Jiall  thy  Dame  be  armour  to  my  heart  ; 

And  thii  eur  hnd,  by  chaina  no  more  defiled. 
Be  Unght  of  thee  to  ohooee  the  better  parti 

J  go— thy  apiril  on  my  word*  ahall  dwell, 

Thy  gentle  t<^  ahall  atir  the  AIpe— FaieweUl 

And  thoa  they  parted,  by  (h*  quiel  lake, 
In  the  clear  lUilight :  be,  the  rtrength  to  rouae 

Of  the  free  hUUiebe,  thoughtful  for  hinake, 
T»  rock  her   child  beneath    tbo   whispering 

Staging  ila  blue,  half-curtuned  eyn  to  aleep. 
With  a  low  hjTOii,  anudat  the  alillnea  deep. 


tiBlmaHO,  Ihougti  Faina  f«  w1 


1. 


dreamofpasMon  and  of  beauty  morel 
b  iti  blight  falGbaent  let  me  ^xiur 
Mynoulaweyt   Let  earth  retain  a  traee 
Of  that  which  Kt  my  being,  though  ita  raco 
Might  ha>o  been  loftier  fer.— Yet  one  nuro  dreamt 
From  my  deep  apirit  one  Tictorioua  gleazn 
Ere  I  depart  1    For  thee  alone,  for  thee  I 
May  tbia  last  work,  thia  Jarawell  triumph  be, 
Thou,  loved  aotoinly  I   I  would  leave  enihriaed 
Someltung  immonal  of  my  heart  and  mind, 
That  yet  may  ipeali  lo  thee  when  I  am  gone, 
Bhaking  thine  inmoat  bewKD  with  a  lone 
Of  loat  aO^ion ;— Himathing  that  may  pro™ 
What  abe  hath  been,  whoee  mehtoeboly  Iota 
na  lanahed)  ailent  pang  and  tear, 
And  fcrtent  long,  that  gnahed  whan  none  WW* 


FROPEKZIA  ROSSI. 
Propenia  Rom,  a'celebrated  female  acolptor  of 
Boiogna,  poMCHed  aba  of  talenU  for  portry  and 
unrie,  died  in  conaeqoenea  of  an  nniequiled  at- 
tachment.— A  painting  by  Ducia,  repreaenU  her 
•bowing  her  laet  woA,  a  ba— ►■rohovo  ot  Ariadne, 
to  a  Roman  Kiught,  the  object  of  her  aflectkin, 
who  leganla  it  with  indifierence. 


Ofmrnl'alanrKlA"  Art ibaj >«*^<< 
7*  qwoeh  to  bauMiiig  aril*  ftr  hapiilMwl 

Han  1  an  lend,  BDdari'Wi.  and  UM  10  Un 


And  dream  by  night,  and  weary  thought  by  day, 
Stealing  the  brightnen  from  herUA  away,— 

While  thon Awekel  not  yet  within  ma  Ha, 

Under  the  burden  and  the  agony  , 

Of  thia  vain  tendernen, — my  ajNtit,  wake 
E>'n  for  thy  aorrowful  aflection'a  aoke. 
Live !  in  thy  wort  breath*  out  [—that  be  may  yol, 
Feelingaad  martery  (here,  perchance  regret 
Ttdne  vnreqailed  gift. 

II. 

Itenmei, — the  power 
Within  me  bom,  flowa  bock ;  my  fruillMS  dower 
Thaf^ould-Jiot  win  me  lore.    Yel  once  again 
I  greet  it  proudly,  with  in  ruahing  train 
Of  glorioui  imagea:— they  throng— they  preaa— 
A  ludden  joy  RghU  up  my  lonelinew,— 
lahaDnotpetuihalll 

The  bright  work  growa 
Beneath  my  hand,  onliriding,  an  a  roae, 
Leaf  alter  leaf,  to  beauty;  line  by  line, 
I  fix  my  tbonght,  heart,  aoni,  to  burn,  to  ahlna, 
Through  the  pale  marWe'a  Teina.    It  growa — and 

I  giio  my  own  life'a  hiatory  lo  thy  brow, 
'ForMUten  Ailadnel  thou  ahalt  wear 
My  form,  my  lineamenla;  but  c*l  more  fair, 
ToDclwd  into  lorelier  bring  by  the  glow 

Which  in  me  dwella,  aa  by  the  anromBT-Ugbi 
All  thingi  are  glorified.    From  thee  my  wo 
Bball  yet  look  beautifhl  to  meet  hia  a^ht, 
When  I  am  pa«^  away.    Thou  art  the  mouh^ 
Wherein  1  poor  the  ferrenl  tboughta,  th'  nnteld, 
TheeelfeonaamingI   Speak  tohimof  me, 
Thou,  the  deaertcd  by  the  kmdy  aea, 
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Witb  the  toft  ndnm  of  thine  eunect  eje, 

Speak  to  bim,  lorn  unel  deeply,  mournfullj, 

Of  slimy  lo¥B  mnilgriefi   Oh !  could  I  Ihroir 

IdIo  thy  fruDO  >  Toice,  a  iiraM  uid  low, 

ADd  thrilling  voice  of  long!  when  ha  came  nifh, 

To  lond  tbe  puiion  of  ita  nwlody 

Tbrough  hia  picnxd  bosom — on  ita  toim  to  bear. 

My  life'i  d«p  feeling,  la  the  aoutbeni  ail 

Wafta  Ihe  faint  myitie'a  breath,— to  liM,  to  (well. 

To  sink  away  in  acccnla  of  fiuewell, 

Winaing  but  one,  one  ginh  of  lean,  wboee  Ibw 

Sorely  my  puted  apdrit  jct  might  know 

If  love  ba  atcong  u  ^ealhl 

.  III. 
Now  fait  thou  art, 
ThoufiMK,  wboaalifii  >a  of  my  burning  heart  I 
Yet  all  the  vudon  that  within  me  wrought, 

It  cui  not  make  thnl  Olil  I  might  have  givai 
Birth  to  Oreatioiu  of  far  nobler  thought, 

I  might  have  kindled  with  the  Bra  of  heaven, 
TU^B  not  ornich  aa  diel    But  1  have  been 
Too  moeh  alone ;  a  lieart  whereon  to  lean, 
^V^  aU  IbeM  deep  aaectiona,  that  o'oiflow 
My  aching  eoul,  and  find  no  ■bora-  below; 
Aq  Bfe  to  be  my  atar,  avtnce  (o  bring 
Hope  o'er  my  path,  Uke  eonnda  that  breathe  of 

■priog, 
TheM  are  denied  me—dnamt  of  atill  in  vain, 
Thenlon  my  brief  upiriDgi  from  the  chain. 
Are  ever  bat  aa  some  wild  fitful  laag, 
lUnng  triumphantly,  to  die  ere  long 
In  dicge-like  echoee. 

IV. 
Yet  the  world  will  mo 
Little  of  ttkia,  my  parting  nark,  in  thee, 
Then  ihalt  have  famel  Oh,  mockery  1  give  the 
reed 
From  itorou  a  ibelter,  give  the  drooping  vine 
Something  round  which  ita  lendrila  may  enlwioe, — 
Qive  the  parched  Boner  a  rain-drop,  and  the 

Of  loTe'ekindwotda  tovromanl  Worthleie  fame  I 

That  in  hi*  beaom  wine  not  lor  my  name 

ft*'  alidiDg-place  it  aaked!    Yet  bow  my  heart, 

Inilaown  fairy  world  ofiong  and  art. 

Once  heal  fiic  piaiea  I— Are  thoee  high  lon^gi 


Never,  rfi  I  never  more  I    Where'er  I  mov^ 
The  ibadow  of  thti  bnAen-bearted  lovo 
I«  on  me  and  amnnd  I    Too  well  IheyAnaw, 
Whoae  life  ia  all  witUn,  looeoMi  and  vreH, 
When  there  the  bKghl  hah  eettled ;— but  I  go 

Under  tbe  nieat  wingt  of  peace  to  dwell; 
From  the  alow  waiting,  from  the  lonely  pain, 
The  inward  burning  of  thoee  wordi — "in  vkln," 
Soared  on  Ihe  heart — I  go.  'T  will  soon  be  part. 
Sonshine,  and  eong,  and  bright  Italian  heaven. 
And  (hoD,  oh  I  thou,  on  whom  my  ipirit  cast 
Unvalned  wealll^— who  knoweet  not  what  vrtM 

given 
In  thai  devotedneee,— the  Md,  and  deep, 
And  onrepaid— farawelM    If  I  could  weep 
Once,  only  once,  beloved  onel  on  thy  breaa^ 
Pouring  my  heart  forth  ere  Innklo  reitl 
But  that  were  bapfdnesi,  and  unto  me 
Earth's  gift  a/ame.    Yet  I  waa  fanned  to  be 
So  richly  bleat  I    With  thee  to  watch  tbe  eky 
Speaking  not,  feoling  but  that  thou  wert  nigh ; 
With  lliee  to  listen,  while  the  tonea  of  song 
Swept  ev'n  ae  part  of  our  aweet  air  along. 
To  liMii  ailently ;— with  thee  to  gate 
On  forms,  tbe  deiJGed  oF  olden  days. 
This  bad  been  joy  enough ;— and  hour  by  hour. 
From  its  glad  well-sphngs  drinking  life  and  powe^ 
How  had  my  apirh  eoared,  and  made  its  liune 
A  glory  for  thy  brow  1 — Dreama,  dnmn*  I— the 
fire 
Bums  lalnt  within  me.    Yet  I  have  my  name- 
As  a  deep  thrW  may  linger  on  the  lyre 
When  its  full  chords  are  huahed— awhile  to  live, 

sne  day  haply  in  thy  heart  revive 
tjad  thoughu  of  me :— J  leave  it,  with  a  lound, 
A  spell  o'er  mrmory,  mournfully  profbund, 
1  leave  it,  on  my  country's  air  to  dwell, — 
ly  praudlv  yet — "'T  una  Aer'e  who  loved  MM 
acU'r 


o'er'' 


That  which  I  have  been  can  I  be  no  morel 
Nerer,  ohl  never  more;  though  still  thy  sky 
Be  Uds  as  then,  my  glorious  Italy  I 
And  though  the  music,  whoae  rich  hrestlunga  fill 
Thine  air  with  soul,  be  wandering  past  me  still, 
Awt  though  Ihe  mantle  of  thy  lUniightslreBma, 
~  '   n  forms,  instinct  with  poet-dreams ; 


GERTRUDE, 

OR  FiDEunr  Tni.  db&til 

The  Baran  Von  Der  Wart,  Monaed,  Ihoogh  il 
ia  believed  unjustly,  as  an  accomplice  in  the  aisas 
^nation  of  the  Emperar  Albert,  was  bound  aUv* 
the  wheel,  and  attended  by  hia  wfii!  Gertrod^ 
throughout  hii  last  agoniiing  hooim,  with  the  most 
henic  devoledneaa.  Her  own  sufiedngs,  wiA 
those  of  her  unfortunate  bu4>and,  are  most  afifeet- 
ingly  described  in  a  letter  which  she  afterwarda  ad- 
dreved'to  a  female  friend,  and  which  was  publiib- 
ed  some  yean  ago,  at  Blaailem,  in  a  book  entitled 
Gertrude  Von  Der  Wart  or  Fiddity  unto  Death. 
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Hbb  hunb  mm  dup«d,  bn  daik  tjm  nihti, 

Tbe  bne*B  thnmr  back  W  hur ; 
Up  U>  the  fearful  vhee\  she  gueil — 

All  tW  *b>  land  wu  then. 
Tba  night  wu  toodJ  b«r  dau  and  sold, 

Tb<  holy  heaTca  iboTo, 
Iti  iwk  itui  wilchirig  to  bduU 

The  might  al  euthlj  lovt. 

"  And  bid  me  not  depcit,"  the  died, 

■■  Mj  Ruddph,  M7  not  M! 
This  ii  DO  time  to  quit  thj  Ma, 

PfBB,  peace  1  I  can  dM  go. 
Balfa  the  worid  uight  bi  iM  to  feu. 

When  death  ia  an  thj  broiwl 
The  woridi  nhat  unhum  it  'i—mbu  ii  her*— 

1  iriU  not  laate  thee  now. 

"  I  haw  been  with  thee  b  thine  hour 

Of  gtorjaiM]  of  bliM; 
Doabt  not  iia  tnaaiirf't  Hiing  power 

To  Mre^then  me  tiuMgh  tlHtl 
And  thou,  mine  honoond  lore  and  traa 

Beu  on,  fawur  noUj  oo! 
We  have  the  Ueand  heann  in  new, 

Wboae  net  ehall  noD  ba  Woo." 

And  were  not  theee  Ugb  ¥n>idi  to  flow 

From  woman'a  breaking  heaitl 
TkniQgfa  an  Ihirf  night  of  UtteiM  wa 

She  bore  her  bAf  part; 
Btit  eh  I  with  nch  a  gladng  e^ 

With  each  a  eudling  cheek— 
tan,  lorct  of  mortal  agnnj, 

Tbov,  cnlj  thmi  ihooUit  apeak  I 

The  wmd  nee  Ugh,— b«t  with  it  naa 

Her  mke,  that  be  might  heur: 
Penehanea  Out  dufc  liaiir  bnnight  Mpdae 

To  hap[7  beaMDi  iwar, 
Wbila  aha  eat  atrtring  with  deapdi 

Be^da  Ua  taetared  farm, 
And  pooling  lier  deep  boo]  in  pnyei 

Forth  on  die  raaUng  atorm. 

She  wlp«t  the  dealh-dmipa  ftom  hb  brow, 

WUh  bar  p^  handa  am)  Wit, 
Whoae  toocll  npon  the  lulo-chorda  low, 

Had  Milled  Mi  heart  lo  oft. 


She  (pTKid  her  mantle  o'ei  tA  bieaet, 

She  bathed  hji  lip*  with  dew, 
And  on  hia  eheeka  anch  kiawa  pnmti 

Aa  hope  and  joy  ne'er  knew. 

h  I  lorely  an  yc,  Late  and  Faith, 

Enduring  lo  the  lutl 

le  had  her  meed — one  mile  in  death" 

And  bii  worn  apirit  paaaed. 
While  eien  aa  o'er  a  martyr'a  grave 

Sbe  kndt  on  that  sad  spot. 
And,  weeping,  Ueaaed  tbe  God  who  gar 

Strength  to  Gmake  it  notl 


We  haTo  the  myitle'a  breath  aroond  na  here, 

Amidit  the  fkllen  pillara; — this  hath  been 
Some  Naiad'i  &ne  of  old.    How  brightly  cleat, 

Flinging  a  lein  ofailier  o'er  the  aoene. 
Up  through  the  ibadowy  graaa,  the  fountain  waDa, 

And  muoc  with  it,  giuhiag  fiom  beneath 
The  ifiad  altar ! — that  (weet  maimar  lelll 

The  rich  trild  Sowera  no  tale  of  wo  or  death; 

et  onoe  the  wave  was  darkened,  and  a  Main 
La;  deep,  and  bsafy  drape — but  nut  of  lain— 
On  the  dim  f  ioleta  by  ita  marble  bed. 
And  the  pale  riiining  walet-lily'r  head. 

Sad  b  that  legend'*  truth.— A  fUr  girl  met 
One  whom  die  loved,  t^  tU*  lone  templet 

Josl  M  the  nm  beUnd  the  pine-grora  set, 
And  eTe'a  low  mice  In  whiapera  woke,  to  bring 

All  wanderen  honw.    Tbey  ■toad,  that  gentle  pair, 
With  the  btoe  heaven  of  Italy  above. 

And  clttOD-odoan  dying  on  the  air, 
And  light  teavea  trembling  mmd,  and  eariy  lovo 

Deep  in  each  bieaat— What  recked  thttr  ■raia  ot 
strife 

Betwaen  thor  fetheral  Unto  them  yoong  lUb 

Spread  otrt  the  treaanroa  of  ibi  vemal  yean; 

AJidlftb«7  wept,  they  wept  far  other  lean 

Than  Iha  oold  world  wrings  forth.    They  food, 
that  hoot, 

Speaking  of  hope,  while  tre^  and  fonnt,  aitd  fcw- 

And  star,  Jd«  )>le«idng  thtM^h    (b«   ^H« 

bongba, 
Seemed  holy  things,  asrecudt  of  thatr  ram. 
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BaE  dunsa  mum  o'w  Iha  KsM.    A  hiin]iiiic  Then  la;,  m  luUad  b;  Mnun  kod  nutling  t*in 
moj  I    A  joath,  a  gnoful  jitallx.    "  Ohl  doM  tbM 

Bioka  on  the  irhiipMT  ahade*-    ImeUa  knaw  ilaepl 

The  fboUtop  of  her  brothai'a  wrath,  and  flod         |Abo1"  ata  died,  "  »y  Ano !  ialhlaiwtr 

Up  wbe»  Ihe  cedan  miie  yon  annua  (Bui  ihen  h«  low  tooea  Wtewl:— " On  thjbnM 

Dim  wHh    graan    (wifighl:   puaing  U>m«,  aha  Ii  tlu  <».in,— jaa,  't u  blood!— and  that  cold 


WaaUthe'eUahofawimil—awiftdark thought  That  moralaaa  lipl— Ihon  deal  not  alumbart— 

Struck  down  h«  Up'a  lich  crinuon  aa  it  puud,  |_      apeak, 
And  from  her  eye  the  aonny  ipu-kle  took 


One  moment  with  ite  feariiiliHae,  and  ahotA 

Her  ilight  ftama  Gercely,  ai  a  atorroy  blaat 
Micht  (ock  the  roae.    Once  more,  and  yet  once 

She  ilillad  her  heart  lo  1iiten,~>U  waa  o'er ; 
Sweet  eummer  winde  ekoe  were  baard  to  aigh. 
Bearing  the  nightingale'a  deep  apirit  by. 

That  night  Imelda'a  *we«  waa  in  the  aong, 
Lovely  it  floatni  through  the  fealive  thmng. 
Peopling  her  ralher'a  hatli.    That  fatal  night 
Her  eye  looked  Many  in  iU  dazzling  light. 
And  her  cbaek  glowed  with  beaotT'i  fluihliig 

dyea, 
Uke  ■  rich  ckmd  of  e*e  in  louthem  akiee, 
A  burning,  ruby  cloud.    There  w«e,  whoeo  gaie 
Fallowed  her  fomi  beneath  the  clear  lamp's  blaze, 
And  marrelled  at  ita  radiarce.    But  a  fen 
BeheM  (he  brightneee  of  that  fereriah  hue. 
With  aomethjng  of  dim  fear ;  and  in  that  glance 

F<>und  atrange  and  audden  token*  of  unrest, 
SUrtling  to  meet  amidat  the  maiy  diince, 

Where  thought,  If  preaent,  an  unbidden  gueat, 
Cornea  not  niunaskei].    Howo'er  Ihia  were,  tJie 

Sped  a*  It  apeeda  whh  joy,  and  grief,  and  crime 
Alike:  and  when  the  banquet's  hall  waa  left 
Unto  ita  garlands  of  that  bloom  bereft, 
Wlien  tremUii^  atari  looked  ailTcryialheir  wane, 
And  heaiy  flonera,  yet  alumliered,  once  again 
There  atole  a  feotstep,  Sect,  and  Ught,  and  Iotm, 
Through  the  dim  cedar  shade;  the  step  of  one 
That  ataited  at  a  leaf,  of  ana  that  Bad, 
Of  one  that  panted  with  aome  secret  dread : — 
What  did  Imelda  tberel  She  aaught  the  aaene 
Where    lore  ki  lata  with  youth  and  hope  had 

Boding!  were  an  her  aonl — a  ahuddering  thrill 
Ran  through  each  vein,  when  firat  the  Nuad's 

rill 
Met  her  with  nMlody— sweet  soun^  and  lawj 
(Te  hear  thwn  yet,  4My  lire  aktog  it*  Boi^^ 
nerioiceii  mumnlnatl  The  liiuDtaln-aide 
She  gained — the  waie  flashed  forth — 'twas  darkly 

dyed 
Ken  a«  ban  wairiorJiearli ;  and  on  ita  edge, 
LrMt  tne  letB,  and  Bowsn,  and  moaa-lnfti 


Speak,  AxEo,  my  bdored! — no  aoond — nobreathi 
What  hath  oone  thus  betweenour  aiMtat—OeathI 
Death  1 — I  but  dream — I  dream  I" — aod  theivahe 

A  faint,  liai]  trembler,  gadng  fint  on  blood, 
With  her  fiJr  arm  around  yon  cypraas  thrown. 
Her  form  sustained  by  that  dark  ateia  alone, 
And  &dlng  fast,  Hke  apeU^tluik  maid  of  old, 

iraTca  diaaol ring,  dear  and  cold; 
Wlien  fiom  the  grsis  her  't'"""—!  eye  caught  • 

gleam— 
'T  wa*  where  a  sword  lay  sluTered  by  the  stream, — • 
Her  brother's  sword  t — aha  knew  it;  andahe  knew 
'Twas  with  a  venomed  point  that  weapon  slew! 
Wo  for  young  love !   But  bre  is  strong.    Then 

Strength  upon  weonan's  fragile  heart  and  ftinw, 
There  came  ewift  courage  I   On  the  dewy  grouDd 
She  knelt,  with  all  her  dark  hair  floating  round. 
Like  a  long  ailken  atole ;  she  knelt,  and  pressed 
Her  lips  of  glowing  lifa  to  Ana'a  bnul, 
Drawing  the  potson  bith.    A  strangn,  shI  sight  I 
~  '    '     '    and  fsarleae  lore,  and  aolemo  nigbt  I — 
So  the  moon  aaw  them  liat. 

Tba  mom  came  ainging 

Through  the  green  Ibreet  of  the  Appeninee, 
With  all  her  joyous  Mida  their  tree  flight  awin^eg. 

And  steps  and  iwcea  out  among  the  vinea. 
What  found  that  day-epring  Jkere ?  Twofaii  tesma 

laid 
Like  aculptorad  aleepera ;  dom  the  myrtle  afaada 
Casting  a  gleam  of  beauty  o'er  the  wave, 

,  moumftil,  sweet.    Were  ancb  thin'ga  fin  tb« 

Id  it  be  eo  indeed  1  That  radiant  girl, 
Docked  aa  lor  bridal  boaial — long  braids  of  peail 
Amidst  her  ihadowy  locks  were  faintly  ahining, 

Aa  teara  night  ehine,  with  melanchdy  light; 

nd  tbera  was  gold  her  alendsr  waist  entwining; 

And  her  pale  graceful  arma— how  sadly  bright) 
And  fiery  gems  upon  her  breaal  wife  lying, 
And  round  her  marble  brow  red  rone  dyinj. — 
But  ahe  died  firat  I— the  riokt'e  hue  had  ipnad 

O'er  her  smet  eye-lide  wUh  repose  oppressed, 
She  had  bowed  heavily  her  gentle  bead, 

And,  oatheyouth'a  hnabed  bnaom,  aiDnktoniaa. 
So  alept  they  welll — the  pouon'a  work  waa  doiw; 
Lore  with  true  heart  had  etriTon — bat  Death  hail 
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OfthegreilWe^tem  World,  when  day  dedinet, 
And  louder  uundi  the  roll  of  di*lant  SdoiIb, 

Mora  deep  (he  nisthng  of  the  kndent  pineaj 
When  «JimneM  gather*  on  the  rtilly  air, 

Ari!  m  jeterj  ■eemi  o'er  erery  leaf  to  brood, 
Awful  it  iilbr  humul  heut  to  bear 

The  nught  and  burden  of  the  aolitode  I 
Tet,  in  that  hour,  miiM  those  green  waatei,  there 

Ooe  joanf  uu]  fair;  and  oh  I  howdeKiIale! 
But  nndiBinajed ;  wbile  unk  the  crimaon  liglit. 
And  the  high  ccdan  dKrbeoed  mth  the  night. 
Alooa  ahe  aote  :  though  mon;  Uy  around, 
They,  pale  and  rilent  on  the  bloody  gioand, 
Were  KTered  from  her  need  Mid  from  hei  vo, 

Far  M  Death  seven  Life.    O'er  that  wild  ipot 
Combat  had  taged,  and  brought  the  Taliant  low, 

Aod  left  (hem,  with  the  history  of  that  tot, 
Untotbe  fbreat  oakj.    A  fearful  leeng 
For  her  whoM  booie  of  other  daja  had  boen 
l£ta  llw  Cur  haOi  of  England  I  but  the  lore 

Whkh  filled  hei  •»■  wat  itrong  (o  cast  out  feu, 
And  by  its  might  upborne  all  else  above. 

She  shrank  not — marked  not  (hat  the  dead  were 

Of  him  alone  she  thought,  whose  languid  head 

Faintlj  upon  her  weddvd  hodom  felt ', 
Uemoiy  of  aught  but  him  on  earth  tra*  fied, 

While  beavUy  she  felt  bis  tife-blood  well 
Past  o'er  her  ganncnta  forth,  and  vainly  bound 
With  her  torn  robe  and  hair  the  stfeaming  wound 
fet  hoped,  still  hoped  1— Ob !  from  Buch  hope  bow 


Whereby  she  caoght  its  cbsngea:  to  her  eye. 
The  eye  that  faded  looked  through  galhering 
hal.. 
Whence  love,  o'ermMtering  mortal  agoDy, 

lifted  a  long  deep  melaiielwty  giM, 
When  voioe  was  iu(:  thai  Cmd  sad  meaning  pasa- 
ed— 
She  knewtheflilnessof  her  woetlaatl 

shriek  the  fbreats  heard, — and  route  she  lay, 
And  oM\  jet  clasping  still  the  precious  clay 
To  her  scarce-hearing  breast.   O  LoTe  aikd  DeathI 
Yb  have  aad  meetings  on  this  changeful  earth, 
Many  and  sad  I  but  aiia  of  heavenly  hrealh 

~  melt  the  links  which  bind  you,  for  your  Urth 
Is  &r  apart 

Now  light,  of  richer  hoe 
Than  the  moon  ebeds,  came  flushing  mist  and  dew; 
Tlw  luwe  grew  led  with  momii^;  fiwh  wind* 

played. 
Bright-coloured  Urds  with  spkniloni  eroHcd  th« 


s  the  whispers  that  deceive, 
Em  when  the  pressure  of  dismay  grows  strong. 

And  we,  that  weep,  watch,  tremble,  ne'er  beUeve 
The  Mow  indeed  can  lidl !  So  bowed  she  there, 
Over  the  dying,  while  unconsdous  prayer 
FHIed  all  her  so<d.    Now  poured  the  moonlighl 

Vcimng  the  june-slems  tbrongh  the  foliage  brown, 
And  ftre-fficM,  kindling  up  the  leaPr-place, 
Carf  dtful  radiance  t/er  the  warrior's  bee, 


Flitting  on  Bower-like  wings ;  glad  mnrmurs  broke 

From  reed,  and  spray,  and  leaf,  the  living  string! 
Of  earth's  Elolian  lyre,  whose  muaic  woke 

lata  young  lib  and  joy  all  happy  tbinga. 
And  she  too  woke  from  that  long  dreamless  tranco, 
The  widowed  Edith :  barfutly  her  glanco 
Fell,  at  in  doubt,  on  bees  dark  and  strange, 
And  dusky  forms.    A  audden  sense  of  change 
Flashed  o'er  her  spirit,  ev'n  a*  oenioty  swept 
The  tide  of  angiiiah  back  with  thouglits  that 

slept; 
Vet  half  instinctively  she  rose,  and  apread 

arms,  as  't  wen  for  something  lost  or  fled. 
Then  faintly  sank  again.     The  forest-bough. 
With  all  its  whiajers,  waved  not  o'er  her  now,— 
'bero  was  sbe7  Midet  the  people  of  the  wild. 
By  the  ted  hunter's  fire ;  an  aged  chle^ 
Wliose  home  looked  sod— for  therein  played  n* 
child- 
Had  borne  ber,  in  the  stillness  of  her  giie^ 
To  that  lone  cabin  of  the  woods ;  and  there, 
Won  by  a  form  so  desoUtety  lair. 
Or  touched  with  thoughts  from  some  put  strnnt 

O'er  her  low  couch  an  Indian  matron  hnng. 
While  in  grave  dlenoe,  yet  with  earnest  eye. 
The  andent  warrior  of  the  waste  stood  by, 
Bending  in  watchfulnas  his  pKnid  gray  head, 

And  leamng  on  bis  bow. 

And  llGi  returned. 
Life,  but  wi^  all  its  memories  of  the  dead, 

To  Edith's  heart ;  and  well  the  sufferer  leamet 
Her  task  of  meek  endurance,  well  she  wore 
The  cbaatened  grief  that  humbly  can  adore, 
Midst  blinding  (ears.    But  unto  that  old  pair, 
Ev'n  as  a  breath  of  spring's  awakening  air, 
Her  preaencB  was;  or  a  sweet  wild  tune 
Bringing  buck  tender  Ihooghls,  which  all  loo  boo« 
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Depart  wHh  cHililtMod.    Sull;  thej  bid  Msn 

A  daughter  to  the  luid  of  cpiiU  go, 
And  erer  rrom  that  time  her  foiling  miMl, 

And  vdoe,  Uke  windi  oraommer,  (oft  and  low, 
Had  haunted  their  dim  ymre;  but  Rdllb't  fkfi* 
Vow  looked  in  Mj  tweetna™  from  her  p*aoe, 
And  they  again  ■eemed  poienti.    Oh !  the  jaj  1 
The  rich,  deep  Ueeanlneea— thoagh  Mlth'l  alloy, 
Fnr,  that  ftill  bodea,  be  there— of  pooring  forth 
The  heart'!  whole  power  of  loie,  id  Wealth  and 

Of  MTong  afikctlon,  in  one  heahhflil  Btm, 
On  eauMtfaing  all  itiownl — that  kindly  glinr, 
WUch  to  olnil  biwani  !■  conenming  pain, 
GiTca  the  glad  eoul  it*  flowering  time  agnin. 
When,  like  the  aunahine,   freed. — And   gentle 

TV  adopted  Edith  meekly  gaTo  fbrthein 
Who  k>Ted  her  thiu :— her  apirit  dwelt,  the  while, 
With  the  departed,  and  her  patient  in^ 
Spokaof  tarewelb  to  earth; — yet  itill  abe  prayed, 
ET'n  o'er  ber  aoUier'a  lowly  grave,  Ibr  aid 
Out  pnrpoee  to  ftilfll,  to  leare  oile  trace ' 
Brightly  reeordmg  that  herd  well  ing-ptaca 
Had  been  among  the  wildi ;  for  w^  abe  knew 
The  eecret  whiiperof  her  boaom  true, 
Which  wnmed  her  hence. 

And  now,  by  many  a  word 
Unkednnta  moment*  when  the  heart  wa*  alined. 
By  theaweet  moomfalneeaofmany  ahymn, 
Song  when  the  wooda  at  ere  grew  hudied  and 


By  the  peranaoon  of  her  ferrent  eye, 

An  eloquent  with  child-like  piety, 

B;  the  Mill  beauty  of  her  life,  sho  itrore 

To  win  lor  beuTen,  and  heairen-bam  tnitb,  t! 

PoDred  out  on  her  oo  freely.— Nor  in  lain 

Waa  that  •oft-breathing  influence  to  enchatn 
The  eoul  in  gentle  bonds:  by  (low  degree* 
Light  followed  on,  a*  when  a  lummer  breeze 
Parts  the  deep  moasee  of  the  fomt  shade 
And  let*  the  sonbeaM  through : — her  loiee  w 

Er'n  inch  a  breeze;  and  she,  a  lowly  guide, 
By  fiiilh  and  aoirow  railed  and  purified. 
So  to  the  Croa*  her  Indian  Ibiteren  led, 
Until  their  prayer*  were  one.    When  nramlng 

O'er  the  blue  lake,  and  When  the  ■atnet's  glow 
Tooehed  into  golden  bronze  the  cypreas-bough, 
And  when  the  quiet  of  the  Sabbath  time 
Sank  on  her  heart,  though  no  melodiou*  chiilM 
Wakened  the  wildemeai,  thnr  prayer*  were  one 
'  Now  might  she  pan  in  hope,  herworicwaedon 
And  «ne  w<u  poHlng  from  the  wood*  away; 
The  or^en  flower  of  England  might  not  tttf 
AmUat  those  alien  ihodea ;  her  eye  was  bri^ 
Ct'd  yet  With  •omething  aft  turej  light, 


Bat  Ler  fann  watfad,  and  ber  fair  yosuig  ehaak 
Wore  oft  and  patieDlly  a  btal  atreak, 
A  Toae  whoae  root  wo*  death.    The  paiting  aigh 
Of  automn  tfarough  the  fbreata  had  gone  by, 
And  the  rich  maple  o'er  her  wandariogs  Ion* 
It*  crimaon  leavei  in  many  a  ihowei  had  atnwn, 
Flushing  tbe  air;  and  winter'a  Mast  bad  b««n 
Amidat  the[«nea;  and  now  ■  softer  gteea 
Frilled  tbtu  dadt  bough*;  bt  spring  again  bad 

The  aaimy  spring  I  bol  Edith  to  bar  hooio 
Was  journeying  hst    AlssI  we  think  itsad 
To  port  with  life,  when  aJI  the  earth  looks  glad 
In  ber  young  kivaly  things,  when  voke*  break 
Into  aweet  launds,  and  leaves  and  Uosaom*  wakef 
Is  it  not  brighter  then,  in  that  far  clime 
Wtiare  grave*  are  not,  nor  Uights  of  chasgefiil 

If  Aera  such  glory  dw^  with  paadng  blooms^ 
Such  golden  sunshine  rat  around  the  tombal 
"  thought  the  dying  one.  'T  was  eariy  day, 
And  aoonda  and  odonia  with  the  breexea'  play, 
Whispering  of  *pring-time,  through  tbe  eaUn- 

Unto  her  coach  U&'s  farewell  aweetneas  bore ; 
Then  with  •  look  where  all  ber  hope  awoke, 
"  My  father  T— to  the  gray-haired  chief  she  spoko- 
"Know'at  thou  that  1  departl"— "I  know,  I 

He  anawered  moornfiilly,  "thotthoa  must  go 
To  thf  beloved,  my  daughter !" — "Sorrow  not 
For  me,  kind  motherl"  with  meek  ■milesimca 

She  murmured  in  bw  tonea;  "  one  happy  lot 
Awaita,tts,  friends!  upon  the  better  ifaacei 
For  we  have  prayad  together  in  one  tni*^ 

'  our  frail  apirit*  from  the  dust. 
To  God,  who  gave  them.    Lay  me  by  mine  own, 
Under  the  cedar-ahade :  where  he  is  gone 
Thither  I  go.    There  will  mysisten  be, 
And  the  dead  parents,  lisping  at  whose  knee 
My  childhood'*  prayer  wa*  learned, — tbe  Saviour^ 

Wtuch  DOW  yt  know, — and  1  ihall  meet  yon 

there, 
Father,  and  gentle  mother  1 — ye  have  bbond 
Tbe  bruised  reed,  and  mercy  ahall  be  found 
By  Mercy'*  children." — From  the  matron's  eye, 
Dropped  taara,  her  aola  and  paaaionate  reply; 
But  Edith  felt  them  not;  for  now  a  ileep, 
Solemnly  beautiful,  a  atillneaa  deep, 

ber  settled  face.    Then,  sad  and  slow, 
And  mantling  up  hi*  stalely  head  in  wo, 
"  Tbou  "rt  paanng  benca,"  he  sang,  tiaX  waniia 

idd. 
Id  aminda  like  those  by  [Unlive  waten  rolled. 
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For  tha  tina  «(  iaiwtn,  bi  th 
Dangbtact  tbouaimtiMttaj. 

ThoD  'rt  journajing  to  thy  »prit'i  home, 
When  theikiei  om  e>er  dm; 

The  eom-aionth'i  golden  boon  will  come, 
But  Ihej  ilull  not  Bui  thee  hare. 

Anil  ira  diBll  min  tliy  voke,  1117  Urd! 

tTndei  out  vrMipering  pne ; 
Mtuic  ■hell  midrt  Lhe  leane  be  heud, 

Bal  not  >  long  like  thine. 
A  breew  thet  Tora  o'er  itKwn  end  hill, 

TeQlng  of  winter  gone, 
Hath  each  fwect  ftUe-'jet  eeoghl  we  ali!l 

A  farewell  In  ite  tone. 

But  than,  Kjr  bright  «nal  IhMiiheltha 
Wtwn  faraanli  aoondi  eieo'ei  i 

Thoo,  ia  the  ^e*  thou  W^  Aalt  im 
Nd  far  of  partiitg  nun. 

The  numrj  gnvt  thj  teeie  hme  wet. 
And  the  wind'*  mid  mouiinge  bj, 

Tbea  with  thy  kindred  ehalt  forgel,  . 
MidM  flonen— Dot  auch  u  die. 

The  ehedow  from  thy  brow  riuB  twll, 
The  lonDw  from  thy  Mrala, 

Bnt  wbate  thine  emiAly  ennle  hath  dwelt. 


Dim  will  out  cabin  be,  and  kme, 

When  thou,  ita  Bght,  art  fled ; 
Yet  hath  thy  etep  the  pathway  riiown 

Unto  the  happy  deaid.  * 

And  we  will  fbDow  thw,  ma  gwdet 

And  jMn  thatiluning  band; 
Tbon  'rt  paanng  ftwa  the  hik^e  pean  Mb— 

Gotothebelteilawll'' 

Tlw  aMg  had  ciwid    the  tklaam  cufht  t 

bnath, 
That  kmly  eleep  had  mhad  inta  death. 
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With  lie  crown  of  donaf  o'« 

Red  ta  if  fnaed  in  ibe  burning  aky, 

And  ite  deep  gnree  [netced  by  (he  ny*  which  maik 

A  bright  Mream'e  way  through  each  long  aroade, 

TiU  tbefUamd  *uiUa  of  the  Banian  itood. 

Like  tareb^  aidea  midet  the  aotemn  wood, 

And  the  plantain  glittend  with  leaiea  of  gold, 

ree  midst  the  genii-gudeni  old. 
And  the  eypnn  lifted  a  bliang  t\in, 
And  the  flemi  of  the  eocou  were  ehaila  of  Are 
Many  a  white  pagoda'a  gleam 

loTcly  round  upon  l^ke  and  etream, 
BrokoQ  alone  by  the  lolui-flowera, 
Aa  they  caught  the  glow  of  the  eun^  laat  bonn 
like  rosy  wine  in  their  cupa,  and  abed 
Ite  glar;  finth  on  theii  cryatol  bed. 
Many  a  gnifefill  Eindoo  maid, 
With  the  wBler-Taae  from  the  palmy  ehnda, 
Came  gliding  light  ai  the  deaelt'a  roe, 
Down  mi^le  atepa  to  the  tanki  below ; 
And  a  cool  iweet  [daa!iiDg  nu  ever  heard, 
A*  the  molten  gtaaa  of  the  w&ve  Wu  atirred ; 
And  a  murmur,  thrilling  the  ecented  air, 
Told  where  the  Branun  bowed  In  prayer. 

There  wandered  a  noble  Moelem  boy 
Thiongh  the  scane  of  beauty  in  breathleae  j^ ; 
He  gazed  where  the  itately  city  roae 
Like  a  pageant  of  clouda  in  ita  red  r«pOM; 
He  turned  when  trirda  through  the  goigeoue  gloom 
or  the  wooda  went  glancing  on  atany  plume ; 
He  tracked  the  brink  of  the  ahining  lake, 
By  the  taD  canea  feathemd  in  toft  and  brake, 
Till  the  path  he  choee,  In  iti  mana  wound 
To  the  rery  heart  of  the  holy  ground. 

And  then  lay  lhe  water,  aa  If  endirined 
In  a  roi^y  nm  from  the  nm  and  wind, 
Beaiing  the  hoea  of  the  grcree  on  high. 
Par  down  through  ite  dar*  aflll  purity. 
The  flood  beyond,  to  the  fiery  wert 
Spread  oat  Eke  a  metal^iiToi'a  bnaat, 
But  thai  lone  bay,  in  Ite  dimmaa  deep, 
Seemed  made  Ibr  the  awimmer'a  joyotta  lea.p. 
For  the  ilag  athint  from  the  notratide  ehaae. 
Foe  all  fi«e  thingi  of  the  wild-wood'a  race. 

like  a  Mcon'a  gtanoe  on  the  wide  btae  aky, 
Wmi  the  kindling  flaah  of  the  boy'a  ^  eye. 
Like  ■  aea-bird'a  flight  to  the  foamh^  -wa™. 
From  the  diadswy  bank  waa  dw  botmd  be  gKT* ; 
Daahing  ihe  apiay-dropa,  cM  and  white. 
O'er  the  gtoaay  feaTee  in  hi*  young  dat^t, 
And  bofriog  hii  loeka  to  the  watin  4Ib*f— 
Alaal  ha  dreamt  net  thai  ilia  wfd  Bear 

Hie  mother  looked  from  hct  leiK  the  wtdlt, 
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Sha,  on  her  mj  bdIo  Ueooa't  Uaa, 

Qui  riajed  Ihe  much  of  b«r  pilgiiB^rain, 

Calmhr  >•>  linger  ■  fc*  brief  boon, 

In  the  Bninin  dtji'i  gloriooa  bowan; 

For  the  pomp  of  the  fciot,  the  ir*n'«  bright  1 

The  icd  gaU  of  at 


n. 

The  moon  rem  iHtmx  in  the  ipIandouT  giien 
To  the  deep-blue  night  of  ui  Inilian  he&ven  | 
The  boj  fiom  the  high-uched  iraodf  cunBbuk— 
Oh  1  «lut  hu]  he  OMit  in  hie  lonely  tiack  ^ 
The«Tpeiil'igUiioe,lhroiigb  the  long  Rednbrighll 
The  wmwy  ipring  of  the  tiger's  might  1 
No  I — yet  M  one  by  s  conOict  worn, 
With  lui  graceful  hail  all  loiled  and  torn, 
And  >  gloom  on  the  Uda  of  bia  darkeiieil  eye. 
And  a  gaab  on  hia  boum — he  came  to  die  I 
He  baked  for  the  Cue  to  hie  young  heart  aweet, 
And  found  it,  and  uak  at  hi*  motber'a  foeL 


"Speak  to  met — whence  doth  the  awiftUood  runt 
What  bath  b^ten  thee,  my  child,  mj  eon  1" 
The  ouM  of  dei4b  od  hia  brow  lay  pal^ 
Bat  Ua  Toioe  jtM  lingered  to  breathe  the  tale. 
Murmuring  bintiv  of  wrong*  and  acoriH 
And  woonili  from  tlu  children  of  Bnhma  bom; 
This  WM  the  doom  for  a  Moalem  found 
With  foot  profane  on  tboi  holy  ground, 
Tlue  waa  for  auhying  the  pare  wavea  fies 
Unto  them  akm* — t  waa  tneir  God's  decree. 

A  change  eama  o'er  hia  wandering  look — 

The  iDDtlHr  ahriekeiit  not  then,  nor  abook: 

Breathleee  ihe  knelt  In  her  eon's  young  blood, 

Rending  her  mantle  to  staiiDoh  its  flood ; 

But  k  niabed  like  ■  river  which  nooa  may  rtay, 

Bearing  a  flower  to  ttia  deep  away. 

That  wbkh  out  lore  to  the  earth  would  chain, 

Fearfully  striving  with  Heaven  in  vain. 

That  which  fodai  £rom  us,  while  yet  we  hold. 

Clasped  to  oar  bosoms,  its  mortal  mould, 

Wu  fleeting  bnfon  her,  afiir  and  fost) 

One  BHxuent— «bs  soul  from  the  fooe  had  pa«edl 

Aie  there  no  words  for  that  eommoa  wo1 

— Aah  of  the  ihoaaands,  its  depth  that  know 

The  boy  had  breathed,  in  hia  dreanung  rant, 

Like  a  kn*-taeed  dora,  on  her  gentle  bmtst; 

He  had  Mood,  when  she  sorrowed,  beiide  bar  knse, 

l^unfully  stilling  his  qnek  haait's  glaa ; 

H«  bad  Uasad  Anra  her  cheek  the  widM 

Wit  h  the  loving  Up  of  Us  infont  jeaia ; 

He  had  eailad  o'er  bv  patb  like  t  bright  ipriag- 

day— 
N«w  in  hia  blood  «<)  the  aaich  he  Uy  I 
JAcrderarf ^-AIaal  and  vra  love  ao  well 
In  a  world  when  anguish  Uke  this  can  dvreO  I 


Sba  bowed  down  mntely  o'er  bw  dead^ 
They  that  etoxl  tmnd  bar  walcbn)  in  dread; 
They  watched — she  knew  rtot  they  were  by — 

"at  veiled  in  it«  agony. 
On  the  silenl  lip  she  preaaed  no  kiss, 
Too  stem  waa  the  grasp  of  her  puiga  for  (bis; 
She  shed  no  l«ir  as  her  face  bent  low, 
O'er  the  diining  hair  of  the  lifoleMbiow; 
She  k»ked  but  into  the  half-abut  eye, 
With  a  gue  ttiat  found  tbeie  no  reply, 
And  abrieking,  mantled  her  head  from  right, 
AthI  fell,  struck  down  by  lier  sorrow's  might! 

And  what  deep  change,  what  wofk  of  power. 
Was  wiaught  on  her  eecret  soul  that  b  wrl 
How  mee  the  lonely  one  1— She  rose 
[iks  a  propheleaa  Emm  darit  repose ! 
And  proudly  flnng  from  her  boa  the  nnl, 
And  shook  the  bnir  Aom  ber  forehead  psJe, 
And  'midM  her  wondering  hsndTnaid*  atood, 
With  ths  sudden  glanos  of  a  dannttets  mood. 
Ay,  lifting  up  to  the  midnight  sky 
A  brow  in  its  re^  passion  high, 
With  a  dose  and  rigid  grasp  stie  preaaed 
The  blood-stained  robe  to  ber  heaving  bmat, 
And  said— ''Not  yet— iKit  yet  I  weep, 
Nor  yet  my  sprit  shall  sink  at  ilaep, 
Not  till  yon  dly,  in  ruins  rent, 
Be  piled  for  ite  victim's  menumenL 
— Cover  his  dust  I  bear  it  od  before  1 
It  AaU  vint  Ihoae  teni|de-galea  ones  mora." 

And  away  in  (be  train  of  death  she  turned, 
The  strength  of  her  alep  was  the  heart  thai  banted 
And  the  Brunio  giDvea  in  tbe  starlight  smiled, 
A*  tha  auther  paaaed  with  tier  slaughterad  child. 

IIL 
Hark!  a  wild  aound  of  the  <taaMt'a  horn 
Throf^b  'ha  wonli  round  Ihe  Indian  city  home, 
A  peat  of  tbr  uynibal  and  tambour  a&r — 
Watt  'tis  tha  gatk^rii^  of  Moslem  warl 
The  Bramin  looked  ftom  tbe  leagueied  towtir  ■  ■ 
He  saw  tha  wild  ar^wr  anidrt  hia  Inwaii; 
And  the  lake  that  dash'd  thmnf b  tKe  plantain  shad* 
Aa  tbeligbtof  thelanceaakagit  fJaysd; 
And  llM  causa  that  abook  as  if  wiikda  war-  Uch, 
Whan  the  flery  steed  of  the  waste  swept  W ' 
Anil  the  camp  as  it  lay,  like  a  bidowy  aaa. 
Wide  round  the  sbdlnfaig  BMlan  tne. 

There  stood  one  lent  from  the  rest  qnr^- 
That  was  lbs  place  of  a  woonded  heart. 
— Ohl  deep  i«  a  woonded  beart,  and  strong 

that  eitea  agabat  mighty  wrong ; 
And  fun  of  death  as  a  hot  wind's  blight. 
Doth  tbe  lie  of  ecrushed  aSaction  lighL 

ftMn  realm  to  realm  bs4  pawd, 
Aitd  bet  tale  had  mi^  Ska  a  tnn^'s  blast 
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recohdh  op  woman. 


Then  but  baoi  woid*  ftom  hsr  pale  lip*  ponreJ, 
B>di  one  t,  *p«n  to  Diwbcatli  tha  iwarJ. 
The  T&ftar  htd  ipning  from  Uia  alMil  to  beer. 
And  the  dark  chief  of  Anby  gmaped  hii  ^au. 
Tin  a  chain  of  bng  Un<«  begin  the  wall, 
And  a  tow  wm  ncorded  that  doomed  iU  hD. 
Back  withtbedoat  (/her  aonahe  oame, 
When  bet  loiee  had  kindled  that  %btiiiiig  flame; 
8be  came  in  the  might  of  ■  qoenilj  file, 
Banner,  and  jaTelin,  and  bended  bow; 
But  a  deeper  power  on  bei  brahead  aate  — 
TTian  aaaght  the  warrior  hia  itar  of  fata; 
Bar  eje'i  wild  flaah  throogh  the  tented  line 
Waa  hailed  a*  a  apiiit  and  a  Hgn, 
And  the  binteat  tone  from  her  Up  waa  eangbt, 
Aa  a  Sjtal'e  bmth  of  projdietic  tluwyhL 

Vain,  Utter  glor;  I— the  gift  of  giief; 
Tbal  Eghta  op  vengeance  to  find  lelie^ 
Tnnaent  and  fiithleaal-^  can  not  fill 
So  tbe  dnp  Toid  of  the  beart,  nor  Mill 
The  jeaming  left  (7  a  broken  lie, 
That  hanntad  lefet  of  which  we  die  I 

Sickenli^  ibe  tnniad  fhim  her  aad  laoown, 
Aaa  king  in  death  might  refed  hia  erown; 
Slnwl;  the  etnagtb  of  the  wall*  gave  wtj — 
9«  withered  faater  from  day  to  daj. 
All  the  proud  xHindi  of  that  bannered  plain, 
To  May  the  flight  of  her  eaQl  wen  Tain : 
Like  an  eeglo  caged,  it  had  itriTen,  and  Worn 
The  frail  duft  ne'er  tor  lUch  eonfltcta  bora. 
Till  the  ban  were  rent,  and  the  honr  waa  oome 
For  it*  fearful  rnihing  IhroDgh  darknea*  home. 

Tbe  blight  nm  *Bt  in  hi*  pomp  and  piide, 
Aeon  that  ere  when  the  GUr  bajdied; 
She  gawd  from  her  coDcb,  and  a  eoftneia  fell 
Cer  her  weary  heart  with  the  ilay**  larewdl ; 
Bbe  epoke,  and  her  tdIcc  in  ill  djiog  tooe 
Had  an  echo  of  Icelingi  Uiat  long  aeemed  flown. 
She  mnrmnred  a  k>w  iweet  cradle  aong. 
Strange  nuilat  tha  din  of  a  warrior  throng, 
A  aong  of  tbe  time  when  her  boj'i  Tonng  okeek 
Had  glowed  on  her  breaat  in  it*  *lnmber  mett ; 
But  Kiinetbing  which  bnalhed  from  that  moornful 

Sent  a  fltfbl  gtnt  o'er  her  Mol  again. 

And  itBrting  a*  if  from  a  dnam,  aha  cried — 

"  QiTs  him  pimd  ImrfaU  at  m<r  ndo  1 

There,  bj  yon  laka,  where  the  palm-bnoglia  wavc^ 

Wben  the  tampl**   aM  fallea,  make  theia  oar 

And  ItM  temple*  fcQ,  tbengh  tha  aprit  p***«d, 
Tkkl  *tared  not  in  rictoi;'*  Toioe  it  Int; 
WImd  lb*  day  waa  woa  Gv  the  marijr-dead, 
Fte  tht  bnbaa  Wart,  and  the  b^  bknd  died. 


ThniDgh  the  gale*  of  tbe  Taoqoiabed  the  Tarta 

Meed 
Bore  in  tbe  aTec^er  with  fiiamlng  apeed ; 
Free  swept  die  flam*  throogh  tbe  idol-biMa, 
And  tbe  Kreain*  gknred  ted,  a*  liom  wariior-TeiiN. 
And  the  (word  of  tbe  Moabm,  let  locae  to  day 
Like  the  panther  laapt  on  ka  fljisg  pray, 
Till  a  dty  of  rain  bcfiit  tlw  abade, 
Where  the  boy  and  hii  mother  at  iM  wan  laid. 

Palace  and  tower  oa  that  plain  ware  left, 
like  fallen  tnea  by  the  lightnmg  cleft; 
Tbe  wild  fine  mantled  the  atately  aqnaie, 
Tha  Rajah'*  throne  wa*  the  aerpenl'*  lair. 
And  the  jui^le  gnu*  o'lrtlu  altar  iprtinc — 
Tbia  wai  the  work  of  one  deep  heart  wrong  I 


TBE  PEASANT  GIRL  OP  T^E  RHOHB. 


nan,  lh*n  h  iU  IhM  alll  n 

Tbal  ilDcIa  iFot  k  [ha  whola  anil  la 

CmrrtdgifM  WjOtiulilM. 
AlMt  oar  jtHnf  Uholooi  nin  10  wmit. 


Tana  went  a  warrior'*  fiuaral  through  the  night, 
A  waving  of  tall  plume*,  a  roddj  light 
Of  toicbe*,  fitfully  and  wildly  throvm 
From  tbe  high  wood*,  along  the  aweeping  RhMM^ 
Far  down  the  watera.    Ebavily  and  deaj. 
Under  tbe  mnaning  tiee*  the  borae-boof '•  tread 
In  moJBed  aoandi  upon  tbe  greenaward  fell, 
Ai  diieftali»  paaacJ )  and  ac^nuily  tbe  sweQ 
Of  the  de^  requiem,  o'er  tbe  gleamii^  river 
Borne  with  the  gale,  and  with  the  leave*'  tow 

Fkaled  and  died.    Proud  moomerathera,  yet  pale, 
Wt«e  man'*  mote  anguieh  (ternly; — but  of  om 

Oh!who*ballapeak1    What  wonb  Ai*  brow  tw 
Teill 
A  &lher  Mlowing  to  the  grave  hi*  *on  I 

That  ia  no  grief  to  jucture!  Sad  and  alow, 
Tbroogb  the  wc«il«haJowa  moved  tbe  knightly 

With  yoatb'a  &ii  fi>rm  npM  tha  hiet  hid  low. 
Fur  even  when  ban^  amidat  Ibe  bkwdy  ilau^ 
Mlched  by  ila  broken  lance.    They  laa^ad  lb* 

kne 
Baranial  chapel,  where  tbe  loreil  gloom 

Pell  beavied,  Ibr  the  tnaeay  bongha  had  growii 
Into  thich  archway*,  a*  to  vault  the  tomb- 
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eiU-'ly  tbej  trad  Uw  hidtow  lingiDg  uta, 
A  (tnuigs  d«p  rcbo  ihudilering  through  (be  pile, 
T3I  entud  hendiU  tut,  in  oluma  bant 
Rouod  the  De  Coucu'  uttiqus  monanMitl 
Wban  doittodiutwuglraD: — uid  Ajmei  ilepl, 

BenMth  the  draaping  tunosn  of  hi*  Uoa, 
Wtwae  tvndered  IbUk  Ibe  Sjobii  wind  bad  (nipt 

Proudly  und  oft  a'n  field*  of  Palertiiie: 
So  Uw  Htd  Tile  mu  cloaed.— Tba  eculptai  gun 
Trophiei,  en  long,  to  deck  that  lordly  gF»e, 
And  tbe  piUe  ImaEa  of  k  jouth,  amjed 
Ai  TTUiiioi  eie  for  fight,  but  calmly  laid 

In  (tninber  on  hia  ihield.— Then  all  wai  done, 
AH  itill,  around  tbe  dead, — Hia  nuna  vru  heard 
reicbance  when  wiji*cnp«  Sowed,  and  hearta 

B  J  loine  old  aong,  or  tale  of  battle  won. 
Told  Toand  the  hearth :  but  In  hia  father'a  breaat 
M*nhqod'B  bigh  ptaaiona  woke  a^n,  and  preaaed 
On  to  thai  mark ;  and  In  hta  fHeod'a  clear  eye 
Then  dwdt  DO  ahailqii  of  a  dream  gone  bir; 
And  with  the  brethren  of  hia  fielda,  tbo  feaat 
Wa*  gaj  a*  wben  Ih*  loiaa  whoae  tODBd*  had 

Mingled  with  thmn. — K^n  Ihui  lifb'a   niahing 

tide 
Bear<  back  afieclion  Etom  the  grave'a  dark  nde : 
Alail  to  tMnk  of  this!— the  heart'a  Told  place 

Filled  up  10  Boon!— ao  like  a  aQtnmer-clqud, 
AU  that  we  loved  to  paaa  and  leave  no  IraM  I — 

He  lay  forgotten  in  hk  early  abraud. 
Forgotten  1— not  of  all! — the  aunny  amile 
'Glancing  in  play  o'er  tliat  proud  lip  emrhile. 
And  tbe  dark  locks  whoae  breeay  waving  threw 
A  f^ladnesa  round,  whene'er  their  ahade  withdrew 
From  the  bright  brow ;  and  all  tbe  aweetnees  ly- 


'mthin  that  eagle-eye'a  Jet  radiance  deep. 
And  an  the  muaic  with  that  young  voiee  dying, 

WhcH  joyana  echoes  made  the  quick  heart  leap 
Aa  at  a  bnnter'a  bugle—thuas  things  liveit 
Still  in  one  breait,  whose  silent  tore  eurrived 
The  pompa  of  kindred  eonow. — Day  by  day, 
On  Aymer**  tomb  freah  flower*  in  garlanda  lay, 
Through  the  dim  fane  mil  siimmer-odonr*  breath- 

And  all  tbe  pale  Bepalchial  Iiophiea  wieatbing, 
And  with  a  flush  of  deeper  brilliance  glowing 
In  tbe  rich  light,  like  molten  nibies  flowing 
Throngh  aloried  window*  down.   The  riolel  Iher* 
Might  apeak  of  love — a  secret  low  luid  lowly, 
And  the  t«b  image  all  things  fleet  and  fair, 
And  the  faint  paaaion-flowei,  the  aad  and  holy, 
TeD  of  diviner  hopea.    But  whose  light  hand, 
Aa  for  an  attar,  wove  tbe  radiant  bandl 
Wboee  gentle  nurture  broaghl,  from  bidden  delt^ 
lliat  gem-like  wealth  of  tdoisomi  and  iweet  belh, 
To  blnsh  through  every  season  ? — Blight  ami  chiD  . 
Uigtit  toDEh  ttw  ehan^ng  woodsy  but  doly  itill,     I . 


For  yean,  those  goigeooi  cotonali  renewed, 

And  brightly  clasping  marble  qiear  and  bdm, 
Evan  through  mid-winter,  fiUad  the  aoUtude 

WUh  a  stnoge  amile,  a  glow  of  sommei'B  naln. 
Sorely  some  fond  and  fervent  beait  was  pouring 
Its  youth's  vain  worabip  on  Uui  dust,  f^rl^y^1^^g 
In  lone  davotedneal 

One  spring-^mom  rose. 

And  &und,  witliin  that  tomb"!  proud  ahadow 
laid— 
Obi  DDlaaniidBt  theTineyarda,  torepoae 

From  the  fiene  n 


And-the  curved 'Up,  there  lingered  yet  aueh  grace 
A*  sculpture  gives  itadreama;  and  lot^  asd  ttfw 
The  deep  black  laahea,  o'er  tbe  halT-ehut  ey»— 
For  death  waa  on  ita  Hda — fell  monmfully- 
But  the  cold  aheek  vraa  suoh,  tbe  raven  hair 
EKmmed  the  aUght  fonn  all  wasted,  a*  by  eaae. 
Whence  came  t^  eally  blight  I—JXn-  kinlt^a 


Tbe  lomVa  last  garland !— This  wu  In**  b  dadb 


INDIAN  WOMAN'S  DEATB  SONO. 

An  Indian  woman,  driven  to  despair  by  her  haa> 
band's  desertion  of  her  for  another  wile,  entered  a 
canoe  with  her  children,  and  rowed  it  down  the 
Misnsnppl  toward  a  cataract.  Her  voios  vraa 
hea(d  from  the  shore  ainging  a  moumAil  deatb- 
eong,  until  overpowend  1^  the  aonnd  of  the  wa- 
ten  in  which  she  perished.  The  tale  is  rdated  in 
Lang's  Expedition  to  the  source  of  8(  Felcr't  Hi- 


DowH  a  broad  rtmr  of  the  wasleni  wilds, 
Pbrcing  thick  forest  gloema,  a  light  canoe 
Swept  with  the  current:  fearful  was  the  apeed 
Of  the  frail  bark,  as  by  a  tempest's  wing 
Borne  leaf-like  on  to  wben  the  miat  of  i^y 
Reee  with  the  cataract's  thol>der.->Yet  witW. 
Pmtidly,  and  dauntleariy,  and  all  tkins. 
Save  that  a  babe  lay  sle^Dg  at  bar  brea^ 


.  „Gooj^lf 
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Sat  a  (tauife  glulnwi,  nnd  tier  dark  bui  waied 
Aa  if  trinmphacUj.  She  pivHed  her  cliild, 
Id  iU  bright  ilumbcr,  to  her  beating  hurt, 
And  hHed  her  aweet  Toice,  thmt  ni«s  anhils 
Abora  the  aoiuiJ  of  nalen,  high  ami  clear, 
Wafttng  a  wild  proiiil  ftnin,  het  tong  oTdnth. 

RoUafiiftlyK>ttwSpirit'aluid,thouiiiighl7ilnu 

Father  of  andant  wtxtn^b)  roll  I  and  b«at  on 

Inea  with  tbee  1 
Tbs  wear;  Hfi  that  atonw  ban  loaaed,  wouU 


Eoll  on  t — mjr  wonior'*  ejt  hath  hnkeJ  upon  ano 

ther'i&ca, 
And  mine  hath  &ded  fiom  hii  loul,  aa  fadea  i 

tij  ahadow  cornea  not  o'er  hk  path,  mj  whiiper 

to  hil  dleaD), 
H«  llingi  Ktncj  the  brok«ii  raed — roll  airiftcr  jet, 

tbaa  dieami 

Tbe  Toce  that  ipoke  of  other  daji  ii  huahed  wilh- 

iniUibr 
Bot  Bu'n«it*laiMly  moncbaoiit*,  and  wiUnot  let 

It  angaalow  andmonrnAiltoTigof  gtadneaalhat 

I  can  not  line  wUbont  that  light — Fa^ierofwanc 
ndlonl 

Will  be  not  tmm  tbs  boonding  al«p  that  met  him 

froiD  theduuel 
Tbe  heart  of  lore  that  made  bia  home  i 

n;  place  1 
The  hand  that  apread  the  honter'i  board,  and 

decked  hia  coodi  of  jore 
He  •rill  not ! — roll,  dark  foaming  atrtam,  on  to  the 

better  ahorel 

Some  bleaaed  fount  amidatthewoodi  of  that  bright 

land  moat  flow, 
Whoae  watera  from  my  aool  may  haia  the 

ty  cf  thia  wo ; 
Some  gratia  wind  mwt  whiaper  then,  whoaa 

breath  may  waft  awaj 
^la  buiden  of  the  heavy  nigh^  theaadnaHof  the 

day. 

And  thou,  my  babat  IboDgh  bom,  Uke  me,  bi 

Smlla  !->to  that  wasting  of  tbe  heart,  my  own!  I 

lean  tbee  not; 
Too  bri|[bt  a  thii^  ait  Ihoa  to  [ODa  in  aching  bra 


She  beara  tbee  lo  tbe  gloiioaa  bowara  where  nooe 

are  heenl  to  weep, 
And  where  th'  unkind  one  bath  no  power  again 

to  trouble  aleep ; 
And  where  the  aoul  abatl  findiUya«th,aiwakeD- 

tng  fiom  a  dream, — 
One  moment,  and  that  realm  iaonia — On,  on,  dark 

lolling  itream  I 


JOAN  OP  ARC,  IN  RHEIMS. 

anna  d'Arc  avait  ea  ta  joie  de  voir  i  Cbaiona 

quelquea  ami*  de  eon  enfance.    Une  joie  plua  in- 

edable  encore  I'attendait  &  Rhnou,  au  lein  de  ion 

triompbe:  Jacquea  d'Arc,  aon  pire  y  ae  tioura, 

Biuntol  que  de  Iroupea  de  Cbarlea  VII.  y  fur«nt 

entreba;  etcommeleadeul  frirca  de  notre  Heroine 

'ulcnt  accompagnfii,  elle  ae  vit,  pour  un  iDitnnt 

milieu  de  aa  famille,  dam  lei  brai  d'un  pin 

tueui.— Fie  de  Jeanae  d'Arc. 


A  dnugtit  ihu  muiiba  high, 
And  HiDia  u  Ult  lUa  Mnh-bmi  ftwne 
AbdTi  mocuilij ; 

HnM  yniat  Itoa  mHiaiaa'i  npili^, 

Thit  wai  a  joyoui  day  in  Rbeima  of  old. 
When  peal  on  peat  at  mighty  munc  rolled 
Forth  from  her  thronged  cathedral ;  while  around, 
A  multitude,  whoee  Inllow*  made  no  aonnd. 
Chained  to  a  huah  of  wander,  though  elate 
With  Tictocy,  liitened  al  their  temple'a  gate. 
And  what  wai  done  nltbial— within,  the  light 
Through  tbe  rich  glomn  (d  pictured  windowi 

flowing. 
Tinged  with  >oIt  awfutnen  a  atalely  lighl. 
The  chivalry  of  France,  their  prood  heads  bowr 

ing 
In  maitial  vaaaalage ! — while  midst  that  ring, 
And  ahadowed  by  ancealral  tomba,  a  king 
ReceiTed  Us  birthright'a  eronn.    For  thi^  the 

Swelled  out  like  mshing  watera,  and  the  day 
With  tbe  sweet  oenaer'*  miaty  breath  grew  dim, 
Aa  throngh  long  alslea  it  floated  o'er  tb'  arraj 
raima  and  aweepii^atolea.    But  who,  alone 
And  unappToacbed,  be«de  the  allar-stooa. 
With  the  while  baimer,  forth  like  ntnahine  atreaiD- 

And  the  gold  helm,  throngh  clooda  of  fiagranM 

Silent  and  radiant  stoodt — tbe  helm  waa  raised, 

And  the  fiur  face  rerealed,  that  upward  gaied, 

lulenaely  wanbipping: — a  still,  dear  face, 


niy  mother  beara  tbee  fai,  young  Pawnl  firora  Youthful,  but  brightljiolemnl — Woman's  cbeet 
Bonnw  and  decay.  lAodbiaw  were  then,  in  ^eenderotioDiMek, 

Q  31 


zee  .y  Google 


ns 


Mas.  HEMAN3'  WORKS. 


Yet  gWified  wUk  iiupintion'*  U*ec 
Od  it!  pure  palenen;  wbils,  enthioiMil  aboie, 
Tim  piclund  virgin,  wkh  bar  unile  of  Icna, 
Secined  bcndiDg  o'el  bar  mUisM.— That  iligU 

Wm  that  the  tndcr  through  the  battW4t4«m  1 

H&d  the  Krft  ligbtia  that  •daiiag  eye,  - 

Quuled  the  naniot  nhcra  the  awonli  llaahed 

hiflhi 
'T  ma  ao,  em  aol— and  thou,  thi  abe{^aid': 

child, 
jMinne,  Ibe  lowlj  dteamer  of  the  wild  I 
Nercr  before,  and  never  ainee  that  hour, 
Bath  woman,  mantled  with  Tictoriona  power, 
Blind  forth  ai  thoa  beaUe  the  ehitne  iidtl  Hand, 
Holy  amidtt  the  knighthood  of  the  land ; 
And  baautiful  nith  joj  and  with  renown. 
Lift  tb;  while  banner  o'er  the  iddea  crown, 
Ranawneil  tat  France  by  theel 

The  tilM  are  done. 
Now  let  the  dome  wHh  trumpet- notea  be  •liafcnt. 
And  bid  the  eehoaa  of  the  tomba  awaken. 
And  come  thou  forth,  tbat  Ufavcn'i  rajoicing 

May  give  thee  wekome  from  thine  uwn  blue  akiea, 
Daughter  of  viclary  1 — a  triumphant  atrain, 

A  proud  rich  rtream  of  warlike  nwlodiea. 
Quaked  through  the  portaii  erf"  the  antiqna  bne, 

And   forth  abe  came. — Then    loae    a    natkm'i 

Oh !  what  a  power  to  bid  (he  quick  heart  bound. 
The  wind  beara  onward  with  the  atormy  cheer 
Man  give  to  glory  on  her  high  camr  t 
la  there  indeed  auch  power  1 — tar  deeper  dwella 
In  one  kind  bomeheld  voice,  to  reach  the  cdla 
Whenoe  happineaa  flowa  Ibnh!— The  ^oola  thia 

filled 
The  hollow  heaven  lempeataonaly,  were  Milled 
One  moment;  and  in  that  brief  peuae,  the  tone, 
A*  of  •  bieaie  that  o'er  her  home  had  blown, 
Sank  on  the  bright  maid'*  heart. — "JmuimI — 
Whaapoke 
like  tboaa  whoae  diildhood  with  her  chadhood 


And  lo  the  Fairy'*  fountain  in  tlu  glade,(6) 
Where  her  young  aialera  by  bet  Mie  bad  phya^ 
And  to  her  hamlet'*  chapel,  where  it  roea 
Hallowing  the  fbreat  nnlo  daep  eepoee. 
Her  apiril  tamed. — The  very  wood-noto,  aung 

In  early  apring-tima  by  the  bird,  which  dwelt 
Where  o'er  her  father'*  riwf  the  beech-lsave*  bui^ 

Waa  in  her  heart ;  a  muale  heard  and  felt, 
Wintiiog  her  back  to  nature. — She  unbonnd 

The  helm  of  many  baltlea  from  her  bead. 
And,  with  bar  bright  locka  bowed  to  sweep  tba 
pound, 

LiAing  heri(Heenp,  wept  far  joy,  and  aaid,— 
*'BleBaiaa,inybtbn',blea*mel  and  witbthet^ 
To  the  atill  cabin  and  the  beecbeo^ne. 
Let  DM  ictuml" 


Ohti 


erdUth 


eeya 


Through  the  green  haunt*  of  happy  in&iiij 
Wander  agWD,  Joanne  t— too  much  of  fiune 
Had  abed  ita  radiance  on  thy  peasant  name ; 
And  bought  alone  by  giflabayand  all  prloe, 
The  truating  heart'*  repoae,  tha  paradiaa 
Of  heme  with  alt  it  lovea,  doth  &la  allow 
The  crown  of  gloi;  unto  wooian^  bmw. 


Td  iU>  Cir  what  «<  lot*  l-.<Hi  I  Uwn  !•  pnnr 
In  tb*  uue  head,  and  pride,  and  Jor.  far  Oit; 
h  i*  10  Uae  wllhnil  llH  Tanlated  1^ 


•a  il  uajHHBT  d^D  akna 


Under    orta    roof ^'' Joanne  r—fAof    mnrmoi 
With  aound*  of  weeping  forth  t — She  turned'- 


b  there, 

In  the  catm  beauty  of  hb  aiiver  hair, 
The  atatefy  ahepheid ;  and  the  youth,  wbcae  joy 
From  bia  dark  eye  Baahad  proudly ;  and  the  boy 
The  youngeat-bom,  that  ever  loved  ber  beat ; 
"  Father  t  and  ye,  my  brother*  I" — On  the  breaat 
Of  that  giaT  aire  ihe  laak — and  ewifUj  back, 
ElVn  in  an  initant,  lo  their  nalive  track 
£I«  tree  tbonghia  flowed- — Bbe  aaw  the  pomp  no 


Tba  id 


>o  her  cabin-door, 


ALOmi  the  atar-lit  Seine  went  muaio  awelUng, 
Till  the  ail  thrilled  with  ita  eintling  mhth ; 

Proudly  it  floated,  even  a*  if  rto  dwelling 
"  r  cam  or  stricken  bearta  wem  (bund  m 
earth; 

And  a  glad  eouiul  the  nKasurv  lightly  beat, 

A  happy  chime  of  many  daneing  DmI. 

For  in  a  palace  of  the  land  that  ni^it, 

mpa,  and  freah  roses,  and  green  leaves  wan 

And  from  the  painted  walb  a  stream  of  Bgbt 

On  ftytng  fonna  baoaatfa  aoft  splendoor  flung: 
But  loveliest  &r  amidst  the  revel's  pride 
Was  one,  the  bdy  baa  the  Danub»sUa.(7) 

Pauline,  the  meekly  bright  1— though  wm  no  moM 
Her  dear  eye  dashed  with  youth's  aU  limntnas 
ghw. 

Yet  Kimethfng  boUor  than  hi  dqwpriog  wer^ 
Then  in  soft  rest  lay  beautifiil  to  ses) 

A  charm  with  gravet,  (Mdaier,  BweetMM  (tnglit- 

Tbe  hlanding  of  deep  love  and  matna  OMnght. 
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Tbnnigh  thegajtlinngche  inovol,  Mrencly  fair, 

A»d  WKh  «Iin  joy  M  fill*  »  looonliglit  ■kj, 
S*(e  on  her  brow  beneUh  iU  gneeM  huT, 

A»  her  young  dimghter  in  the  d»nco  went  by, 
With  the  fleet  (tep  of  one  tlwl  yet  bath  knowD 
8mil«  utd  kind  loicca  in  thU  woiid  tlam. 

Laiked  there  no  Kcret  boding  in  ber  breuti 
Did  no  (uai  vrhiipet  wicn  oTeril  nigh) 

Soch  oft  i.w&ke  wliea  motf  the  heut  imon  bIcM 
Midit  tlw  Lglit  IxDghtcr  of  feMirily ; 

Whence  came  Uiom  toae«l— AIuI  enongb  we 
know, 

To  mingle  sitx  with  til  triumpbil  ihow ! 

Who  ipoke  of  eril,  when  young  ftet  wem  Sying 
In  bity  ring*  uoand  Um  echeing  htDI 

Soft  lire  thnmgh  braided  loclu  in  perfunM^hing, 
Glad  puUe*  beating  onto  mDHc'i  esUT 

eaoneel — UieminMreliipeUM — ajidhiirbl  kiound, 

A  tfrange  quick  TUatling  whieh  thdr  nolei  had 
droimed! 

Aad  bl  a  Bgtil  npoa  tba  danoen  braiUng- 
Notmichtfaar  clear  uid  ulTeTjIamiahadlhMll 

Fran  the  gay  draan  ofieielrr  awaking, 

One  iminent  hold*  them  itill  in  breatblcM dread 

The  wild  BeiCB  ImCre  grow*— then  burrt*  a  ery— 

Fin  1  ttnoogh  the  ball  and  round  it  gathering— fly  I 

Aad  fiHth  tlwy  iqdi-«*  chaaed  by  aword  and 

To  tl«  green  eoireMa  «f  the  gardeit-bowen  | 
A  gorgeoui  tnaaiae  of  pageantry  and  tear, 
Startling  the  bitda  and  lianipliilg  down  lb« 

White  from  the  dome  behind,  red  aparUea  diiTen 
Pytet  the  dark  atUlnev  of  the  midnigllt  beano. 

And  when  k  *be,  Pauline  1— the  harrying  thmng 
Have  awept  her  onwarf,  ■■  a  itonny  bla* 

Might  iweep  lome  faint  o'eiwearial  bird  along- 
'nn  now  the  thrcahold  of  that  dealh  ■■  paat, 

And  &e«  ahe  etandi  beneath  the  atarry  ikiee, 

Calling  her  diiki— but  no  aweet  ■nwa  replic*. 

"Bothat  where  aft  Uiant— Spe^  ohi  (peak, 

ALw  1  snaoDBcioua  of  her  pang*  the  whik, 
The  gentle  girl,  in  fcar'a  eold  graap  alone, 

PowerkH  hath  eank  wittdn  the  blaiiag  pile; 
A  young  blight  Ibnn,  decked  ^otioody  tar  death, 
With  flowen  alt  rininking  fton  the  flama'a  fieree 


Bat  ofal  thy  itm^h,  deep  lorel— then  ii  no  pimer 
To  lUy  the  mether  lioai  that  relli^  grare, 

Tboogh  fiMt  on  high  the  fiery  volumea  toww. 
Aw)  farth,  Qke  banners,  fnm  raeh  Uttlea  wwe ; 

Back,  bwk  the  nwhea  throdgh  a  heat  combtned- 


And  what  hold  itep  may  fbllow,  midM  the  mar 
Of  the  rud  bJllawa,o'ei  their  prey  that  riael 

None  I — Courage  there  atood  atill— and  never  mow 

Did  thoee  Air  tbrou  emerge  on  human  eyeal 
Waaone  brief  meeting  theira,  one  wild  farewell  1 
And  died  they  heart  lo  heart  1— Ob !  who  can  tell  I 

Freahly  and  cloudlealj  the  morning  broke 
On  that  Bad  palaco,  miJit  its  pteasure-ahadea  ; 

It*  painted  too&  had  uink— yet  black  with  amolm 
And  lonely  atoodila  marble  oolonnailet ; 
at  yeater-ave  thur  ahafl*  with  wreaths  were 


Ffow  lay  the  k 


le  ilirivolled  scrall  aroUBil. 


And  bore  the  ruina  no  recording  tn^ 
Of  all  thut  woman'a  heart  bad  dareJ  and  done} 

Yea  I  there  were  genM  to  mark  ita  mortal  plane, 
Thai  forth  from  duri  and  aahea  dinJy  ahiHMl 

Those  had  the  mother  on  her  gentle  broaat, 

Worn  round  her  child'*  fair  image,  there  at  mL 

And  they  were  aU  I — the  tendnr  and  the  true 
Left  tbii  alone  her  aacriSra  to  proTe, 

HaUowing  the  apot  whece  mirth  once  lightly  Sew, 
To  deep,  lone,  ohtateiiMl  tbDUgbla  of  grief  and 

love, 
hi  we  have  need  of  pattern  &ithbel9W, 

To  deaf  away  the  uynleriei  of  weh  wa ! 


rOAHA. 

Jaana,  Botbw  of  the  Empanr  Chailei  V.,  ■pm 
the  death  of  her  boaband,  Philip  the  BaDdaimieof 
<^  wba  had  treated  btt  with  BnifbrDt  aeglMt, 
had  Ua  body  laid  upon  a  bed  of  itate  in  a  magni- 
drea,  and  being  posaesaed  with  the  IdaathM 
■Id  revive,  watched  it  for  a  leogth  of  time  in> 
eaaMtly,  waWag  far  tke  mamenl  of  n««nia( 


IM  vIM  a^  IMibm*  UCury. 
Whu  loth  b  la  iha  itiadsw  urilH  fraiat 

OUbtr  k  bad  wMin  ihyM^r  bean, 

Onu  dMIhtap  Ihal  p«Wi. 


Ths  Hlght-^nnd  ahoek  the  tapeetiy  romd  an  an- 
Aad  (occhea,  a*  it  raaa  awl  ftO,  wwMd  Uinii^  the 
And</eTa  ahadawy  R(ri  eovehthmr  fttU  gtMiw 
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Pal«  ibooe  tba  feature*  of  tbe  deiil,  jet  |rkiiiout 

MUIUKX, 

Like  ■  huDlct  Dt  ■  chier  ilruck  down  while  hi* 

heut  umI  ilep  were  free  ; 
No  abroad  ho  won,  no  nbe  of  death,  but  th 

Quyeitic  U7, 
Froudlj  add  udtj  glittering  in  loyalty'i  am;. 

But  ibe  that  with  the  daric  tail  watched  bj  the 

cold  ilumbenr'i  aide, 
On  her  wan  dwek  do  faaaalf  dwelt,  and  in  her 

garb  no  pride ;  , 

Onl;  her  ftiU  impaaMoned  ejee  ai  o'ei  that  day 


A  witdneaa  and  a  tendennaa  in  itrango  ra[deii- 
dance  Uent, 

And  aa  the  awifl  thought*  croMod  bar  aool,  like 

■badowa  ofa  cloud, 
Amidst  tbe  nlent  room  ot  death,  the  dnuner  apoke 

Bhe  apoke  (o  Jugi  wiia  could  not  hear,  and  cried, 

"  Thoirjet  wilt  irtka. 
And  learn  m;  watchinga  and  my  teaia,  bdoved 

one  t  lor  th;  aake. 

"  They  told  me  thb  waa  death,  bat  weU  I  knew  it 

could  not  be; 
Faireat  and  atatelieat  of  the  earth !  who  apoke  of 

death  lor  Iftee? 
Tbaj  wouM  have  wrapped  the  itmeral  ahAiuil  th; 

gallant  form  around, 
Bnt  I  forbade — and  tliera  thon  art,  a  monalcb, 

nbed  and  oowned ! 

■  mtb  aU  thj  bright  locka  gleaming  atni,  thdr  co- 
ronal beneath. 

And  thjr  brow  *o  proudlj  beautifiit'^wbo  wd  that 
tbiawaa  death  1 

BDence  hath  been  upon  Ihj  lipai  and  itiltneH  round 
thee  long, 

Bntthehopefalapritinmjbtwutiaallnndimmwl 


"I  know  tbon  baat  not  lored  me  yet;  I  am  not 

&ir  like  thee, 
The  Tery  glance  of  wboae  deu  eye  threw  tmnd 

a  light  of  gleet 
A  ftail  and  dnx 

Oh  t  1  ham  b«  a  woman'a  heart,  wherewith  thy 
heart  to  nek. 

'  Bnt  when  thon  wak'it,  my  prinee,  my  lotd  I  and 

hear'N  how  I  bave  kept 
A  kiMiyTi^  by  thy  ade,  and  o'er  tbea  prayed  and 

How  in  one  long  deep  dieam  of  thee  my 

anddayeluiTCput, 
Knrely  that  bomb'*,  patient  lam,  «ii(«(  win  back 

Imatlaatt 


"And  thon  w 

be  the  nnay  amile, 
Which  brightly  lell,  and  jojoualy,  on  all  frui  me 

erenhilel 
No  more  in  rain  aflection'c  thint  my  woai;  *onl 

ahall  pine — 
Oh !  yeanof  hope  deierred  wen  paid  by  one  tbod 

glance  oftUttet 

"  Thon  It  meet  me  in  that  radiant  look  when  than 

conwat  from  the  chase. 
For  mi^  lor  me,  in  fatal  hatli  it  ahajl  kindle  o'ei 

thyboel 
Thon  It  Mck  no  more  thoogh  beanty'a  gift  mine 

aapect  may  not  bleM ; 
In  thy  kind  eyaa  Ihii  deep,  deep  lorc^  ahftU  pn 

me  lorelineaa. 

Bat  wakel  my  hatA  within  me  barm,  yet  onca 
more  to  rejcMce 
In  tbe  aoond  to  which  it  erer  leaped,  the  mmac  of 

Awake  I  I  ait  in  eolitode,  that  thy  firat  look  and 

And  the  giadnev  of  thine  opening  ^aa  may  all  he 


In  tbe  wUh  chambera  of  the  dnit,  thna  poured  tab 

day  by  day. 
The  pasdon  of  that  loring  dream  from  a  tnmbled 

Kwl  found  way, 
ITnlil  the  ehadowa  of  the  gran  batb  awept  o'er 

tToiy  grace. 
Left  Dudit  the  awfobieei  of  death  on  the  princdy 

fbno  and  fitce. 

And  alowlj  broke  the  fearful  truth  upon  tba  waleb- 

er*!  breaM, 
And  tbcy  bore  away  tbe  royal  dead  with  requiem* 

to  hi*  rat, 
VTilb  banneia  and  with  knightly  plamee  all  waT> 

ing  in  tbe  wind — 

a  womui'e  broken  heart  wa*  left  in  it*  Imw 

deapair  behind. 


THE  AMERICAN  FOREST  GIRL. 

k  feaifU  (Ut  upon  dif  baait  la  W4 


WiLDLT  and  nMvmfbtly  the  Indian  drum 
On  tbe  deep  borii  of  moonlight  Ibreata  bmk«^- 

"ffing  0*  •  deatb.eoag,  for  thine  hone  i*  come,"— 
Sotberedwarrionto  thcdr  captiTo  ipoke. 

A  yonlh,  a  fiut  Judied  youth  of  England  itoeA. 
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JSkm  K  king'*  naj  Ibough  from  hu  cbeek  luid 

Th*  muillint  eiiumn  of  th«  Uluid-blood, 
And   hi*  pnwed  Hft  looked  marble.— Fiaicdy 

And  higb  uoand  him,  Mazed  the  firetoTnicht, 

Rocking  beneath  the  eedan  lo  and  fro, 

Ae  Iha  wind  jNiMed,  and  with  k  fitful  glow 

lighting  the  victim'a  fsce: — Bat  who  could  tell 

Of  what  within  bli  aeeret  heart  befel, 

Known  bat  lo  heaTen  tbat  hour! — Perchance  a 

thought 
Of  his  far  home  then  lo  intenaelf  wrought, 
That  it!  full  image.  lactiuBd  to  hia  eye 
On  the  duk  groond  of  mortal  agonj 
Roae  deal  aa  day ! — and  he  might  aee  the  band, 
or  bli  young  nMen  wandering  hand  in  hand, 
Wbere  the  labornum  drooped ;  or  hijjy  binding 
The  jauniae,  np  the  door**  low  pillan  winding; 
Or,  ai  da;  doaed  upon  their  gentle  nurlb, 
Gatbning  with  braided  hair,  aroand  the  hearth 
Where  aal  their  mother ; — and  that  mother'a  face 
Iti  grave  tweet  mule  yet  wearing  in  the  pUca 
Where  ao  it  erer  emiled !— Perchance  the  prayer 
Learned  at  her  knee  came  back  on  hie  despairi 
The  Ueaaing  from  her  vtaee,  the  very  tone 
Df  ber  "  Oood-nlghl,"  might  breathe  from  boy- 
hood gone! — 
Be  atarted  and  looked  Dp :— thick  cjyieu  boogb* 

Full  of  itnnge  lound,  waved  o'er  him,  dukly 
nd 
[n  llw  broad  atoimj  firelight;— aavage  browa. 

With  tall  ptumea  created  and  wild  huei  o'ar- 

Qilt  him  like  feieriih  phanlomi ;  and  pale  ttara 
Looked  through  the  bruiches  aa  [hnmgh  dungeon 

ban, 
SbediUng  no  hope. — He  knew,  he  ielt  hia  doom — 
Ob  I  what  a  tale  to  ahadow  with  ita  gloom 
That  happy  hall  in  England  I— Idle  fear  I 
Wootd  the  winda  tell  it  1— Who  might  dream 

The  accTct  irfthe  fbreaUl— To  the  atake 
They  bound  him;  and  that  jmnuj  young  aoldier 

Ub  btber'a  epirit  in  hia  breart  to  wake, 

Truating  to  die  in  ailencel   He,  the  love 
Ofmanyhearta! — the  fondly  reared, — the  fair, 
GUddening  all  eye*  to  aeet— And  fettered  there 
He  atood  be«de  hia  deatb-pyn^  and  the  brand 
Flamed  np  lo  light  it,  in  the  chieflain'a  hand. 
He  thought  upon  hia  God. — Huahl  haikt — aery 
Breaka  on  the  ftem  and  dread  aoltonity, — 
A  alep  hath  perced  the  ling  I — Who  dues  intrude 
On  the  dark  hunters  in  their  lengeful  mood  ^ — 
A  girl — a  young  alight  girl — a  fawn-lika  child 
Of  green  Savannaa  and  the  leafy  wild. 
Springing  on  marked  till  then,  aaaome  lone  flower, 
Happy  becaun  the  annshins  ii  ite  dower ; 


She  had  eat  gaangoo  the  vktim  long, 
klntillhe  ptj  of  bar  tod  grew  ttrong; 
And,  by  ite  paeaioa't  deepening  fervour  awared, 
Ev'n  lo  the  atake  the  niahed,  and  genti;  .aid 

Hia  bright  head  on  ber  bcwHn,  and  around 
Hit  form  her  alender  anna  to  Fhield  it  wound 
Like  dote  Liannea ;  then  raited  her  glittering  eye 
And  clear4oiied  Toice  that  aaid,  "  He  aball  not 
die!" 

'  He  aball  not  diel"— the  gloomy  foTMl  thrilled 
To  that  aweet  aoond.    A  audden  wonder  fell 
)n  the  fierce  throng;  and  heart  end  hand  wo* 
ttilled, 
Struck  down,  a«  by  the  wbiaper  of  a  tpdl. 
Thc7  gaied, — Ihdr  dark  eoult  bowed  beibn  the 

She  of  the  dancing  atep  in  wood  and  ^ode ! 
And,  a*  her  cheek  Suahed  through  ita  oUve  hue. 
At  her  black  treaaea  to  the  night-wind  flew, 
Simething  o'ermaatered  them  from  that  young 

Something  of  heaven,  in  aUence  felt  and  aeen; 
And  eeeming,  to  tbdr  cbiM^e  faith,  a  token 
That  the  Great  Spirit  by  her  voiee  bad  apoken. 

They  looted  the  bonda  that  baU  their  eaptivc'e 

brealh; 
From  hit  pale  lipa  they  look  the  cup  of  death 
They  quenched  the  toand  beneath  the  cypieaa 

"Away,"  tfaey  cried,  "young  atrangw,  then  ait 


I  am  ifain  ma^-Han  uuMed  hean*  pcand  ftlnt 

I  <rDuh]  ha.<  l»i»,  anl  ealkd  It  Jo]' u  txu. 

Fnihr-i^l  Enc]ir>KihogthKUiTx>lcaliw]piiw« 

To  iliakc.  m>  wlUi  a  Ihrlll  d  happ<»w 

Br  Doe  kind  loMl—u  Ul  mJu  afia  wMi  lean 

orjuanlaelmt  Aol  U«a-eb  1  ibau  dlM Ihmr 

llial  cnadiad  tOlKtioD  back  upoi  mr  baan  ^ 

She  kneh  in  prayer.    A  atteem  of  tuniet  feu 
Through  the  ituned  window  of  her  kiDalj  cell. 
And  with  ilt  rich,  deep,  melancholy  glow 
Flnalung  bra  cheek  and  pala  Madoona-brow, 
Wlule  o'er  her  long  hair'*  flowing  jel  it  thr^w 
Bright  wavee  of  gold — the  autumn  foreal'a  hue- 
Seemed  all  a  viaion't  mitt  of  glory,  tpread 
By  painttng'a  tooeh  around  tome  htjy  head 
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Ttrgin'i  oT  fUreit  Hiartyr'a.    In  her  eje, 
Whkh  glanecd  at  iluk  clau  mUr  ta  the  Ay, 
Wlut  •olemn  rcrroiiT  lired !  And  fat  wW  wd, 
L>J  lite  •ome  buried  Ihing,  till  aeen  below 
The  gluiy  tide  ]  Ob  [  he  that  coold  rereal 
What  lih  hul  UDghtthkt  ehutened  beut  to  fiul, 
Might  ipcttt  indeed  of  nonuui'i  blighted  jeu*, 
And  WHted  lore,  and  ninly  Utter  teul  [ 
Bot  ell*  luul  told  bcT  grieb  to  he«>en  rJone, 
And  of  the  gsntls  eaint  no  more  wai  knonn, 
Thui  that  ihe  fled  the  iroiM'i  cold  brMth,  «nil 

A  temple  of  the  pine  and  clieetnat  ihHla, 
Filling  ito  depthi  with  lout,  whene'er  her  hjinn 
R4»e  thnmgh  each  auinnnr  of  the  gieen,  and  dim, 
And  uident  wlituile ;  where  bidden  ■tnaou 
Went  mowiing  through  ttia  gnM,  like  lounde  in 

Mnalefiirweai;  hearts  I  Midit  letiea  and  flowaia 
Bbe  dwelt,  and  knew  all  aeereteof  Ibeir  poweri, 
AH  tutnre'*  balnw,  wherewith  her  gliding  trad 
To  the  tick  petjwnt  on  his  lowly  bed, 

Came,  and  brought  b^)e;whilaKU«orii>cirta]  birth 
He  deemed  the  pole  Gur  form,  that  held  on  earth 
Communion  but  with  gtiet 

Ere  long  KoeO, 
A  rock-bewn  ebepel  roee,  a  ciaea  oti 
Oleamed  through  the  dark  treei  o'er  k  sparkling 
well, 
And  a  aweet  voIm,  of  rich,  ;et  manmfol  lone, 
Told  the  Calabrian  witds,  that  duty  there 
(Jortaiua  lifted  her  ead  heart  in  prayer. 
And  now 't  was  prayer's  own  hoar.    That  *idee 

TbTongb  the  dim  Ibliafe  sent  its  heaTenly  ■train. 
That  made  the  cypres*  quirei  where  it  stood 
In  day's  last  ciimson  ■□■ring  from  the  wood 
Like  einiy  flanra.    But  ai  the  bright  sDa  set, 
Other  and  wider  sounds  m  tumult  met 
The  floatiiig  aoug.    Strange  sonndi  I — the  trum- 
pet's peal. 
Made  hoUow  by  the  rocks ;  the  clash  ot  fleet, 
The  rallying  war-cry. — In  the  mountain-paes, 
There  bad  been  combat :  blood  was  on  the  grasa, 
Banneia  bad  strewn  tbe  waters ;  elikft  Uy  dying, 
And  ths  pnfr-branebes  crashed  before  the  flying. 

And  an  was  changed  within  the  still  retrsnt, 
Costania's  home : — there  entered  hurrying  feet, 
Dark  looks  of  shame  and  somw;  mail-dad  men, 
Sisrn  thgitiies  from  that  wild  battlfrglen, 
Scaring  (be  ringilcnes  fiom  the  porch-rooT,  bore 
A  wounded  waninr  in:  the  rocky  floor 
3i.f9  back  deep  echoes  to  bis  elan^ng  sword, 
As  then  they  laid  thor  leader,  and  implored 
Tl.e  sweet  saint's  prayers  to  heal  him;  then  lot 

ffight, 
Thrmgh  (he  wide  faiest  and  tbe  iniintlin£  night, 


What  mother's  eyes  have  watched  in  rosy  deep 
Till  ji^,  for  Tcry  liilaess,  turned  to  weep 
Thus  changed!— a  fearful  Ihing  I  His  golden  crail 
Was  sluTered,  and  the  bright  scarf  on  hie  breast — 
Soma  costly  lore-gift — r«nt; — but  what  Of  theael 
There  weie  tbe  cloalcring  raTcn-tocki — tbe  biecae 

•.in  through  lime  and  m/rtle  flowers. 
Might  scarcely  UA  them — steeped  in  Uoody  show- 
So  heavily  open  tbe  pallid  clay 
Of  the  damp  cheek  ihey  hung  1  theeye'a  dark  ray^ 
Where  waa  it1-~«nd  tbe  lipe!— they  gasped  apart, 
With  tbor  light  curve,  as  from  the  chispr*  art. 
Still  proudly  beaDtifiil  I  bat  that  while  hue — 
Was  it  not  deatb'el— that  stillness— that  cold  dew 
On  the  scirred  forehead  1  Mot  hii  spirit  broke 
Frcsn  its  deep  trance  ere  long,  yet  but  awoke 
To  wander  in  wild  dre,amBi  and  there  be  Uy, 
By  the  fierce  fever  as  a  green  retnl  shaken. 
The  haughty  chief  of  thotuanda — the  Ibrwiken 
Ofall  save  one  !—£A<i  fled  not.    Day  by  day- 
Such  boura  are  woman's  birthright — die,  unknown, 
Kept  walch  beaide  him,  fearless  and  alone; 
Binding  bis  wounda,  and  oft  in  lilence  laving 
His  brow  with  lean  that  mourned  the  strong  man'* 

He  fbit  them  not,  lur  marked  the  light  veiled  form 
sun  boTering  nigh ;  yet  eametimeii,  vthen  that 

Of  freniy  sank,  her  imce,  in  tones  as  low 
As  a  young  mother's  by  the  cradle  nnging. 
Would  sooth  him  with  aweet  aMi,  gently  bringing 

Momenta  of  dumber,  wjien  (he  iiery  glow 
Ebbed  bam  his  hollow  cheek. 

At  last  funt  gleams 
Of  memory  dawned  npon  the  cloud  i^  ~ 
And  feebly  UfUog,  as  a  child,  his  bead, 
And  gazing  round  him  from  bla  leafy  bed, 
Ha  murmured  forth,  "  Where  am  1 7  What  nft 

Passed,  like  a  breeze,  acroM  my  burning  braini 
Back  fVora  my  youth  it  floated,  with  a  ion* 
Of  life's  Ent  music,  and  a  thought  of  one— 
Where  is  she  novt  and  where  the  gauds  of  pride 
Whose  hollow  splendour  lured  me  from  her  side  1 
All  lost  I— and  this  is  death  >— I  can  not  die 
Without  fliTgiveness  from  that  hioumfiil  eye  I 
Awayl  the  earth  hath  loat  her.     Was  aAe  born 
To  brook  abandonment,  to  strive  with  sconi7 
My  first,  my  holiest  loiol — her  broken  heart 
Lies  low,  and  I — onpardoned  I  depart." 

Bat  then  Costanza  raised  tbe  dadowy  tsJ] 
From  bet  dark  locks  and  fealares  brightly  pab, 
And  stood  before  him  with  a  sniile — oh  I  ne'er 
Did  atight  that  smiled  so  much  of  sadness  wMi>— 
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And  uid,  "  CeMiio!  locA  ob  me ;  I  li*s 
To  b;  my  baut  huk  UeJ,  uul  can  fbrgira. 
1  toreJ  th«  nith  luch  wontup,  >ueh  ilaep  Iruat 
jUthouM  beHea<r«D'i&looe— and  HekTen  iijmt! 


Tbe  joj,  th'  unue ! — be  boned  his  heed — It  feU 
On  the  wKH^ed  boeoni  wMch  had  loied  w  well; 
And  kve  HiJl  perfect,  g«re  hiiB  refuge  there, — 
Hie  leel  Alnt  bieatb  jot  weYed  her  flotting  hut. 


Who  •hnold  It  da  I— WhanihcnlU  Ihou  Imk  ■«  I 


"MTchad,  my  child,  thoo  leey'et  me'.— I  ehi 

bear 
The  E^ntle  Toice  no  mora  that  bleat  mine  ear 
With  it*  firal  utterance ;  I  ihiU  miae  the  sound 
Of  th;  light  step  amidit  the  flowen  uound, 
And  tby  tod  lireathing  hjmn  at  twilight's  cIom, 
And  thjr  "Good- night"  nt  parting  for  repoee. 
Under  the  nne-leaoee  I  shall  ut  alone, 
And  the  low  breew  will  hme  a  moumfnl  lone 
Anndet  their  tendrils,  while  I  thinlt  of  thee, 
Mj  childl  and  thou,  along  the  moonlight  sea, 
With  a  aoft  Mdnoss  hapt;  in  thy  glance, 
Shall  watch  thine  liwn,  thy  pleuant  laud   of 

Fading  to  ur.— Yet  Ueaeinge  with  thee  gol 
Lote  guard  thee,  gentlest !  and  the  eiile'e  wo 
From  thy  young  heart  be  far! — And  sorrow  not 
For  me,  sweet  daughterl  in  my  lonely  lot, 
God  shall  be  with  me.— Now  farewell,  farewell  I 
Thou  that  hast  been  what  words  may  nerer  tall 
Unto  thy  mother's  bosom,  rince  llie  dayi 
When  tbou  wert  {allowed  there,  and  wont  to  raise 
In  sodden  laughter  thence  thy  loiing  eye 
That  still  songhl  mine: — these  momenta  i 

Tbou  b 


*  e>^  fJ  flower!— Yet  with  thee 


And  wooed  her  with  a  <itk«  of  tme  away 
f'mm  chiUhood's  home ;  yet  there,  with  Ibnd  dd^ 
~'    Hngered  on  the  threihold,  heard  the  note 
Of  ber  caged  biid  through  trellieed  rose-leaToa 

float, 
And  fell  npon  tier  mother'*  nedl,  and  wept, 
Whiirt  oM  nmembraneee,  tlkat  long  had  slept, 
Gsehed  o'erher  soul,  and  many  a  vanished  day, 
As  in  one  )nctnre  traced,  before  ber  lay- 
But  the  farewell  was  said ;  and  on  the  deep, 
When  it*  breast  heaved  in  eouHt's  golden  aleep, 
With  a  calmed  bealt,  young  Madeline  ere  long 
Poured  forth  Iter  own  sweet  saleain  teaper-eong, 
Breathing  of  home :  through  stillneesheald  afar 
And  duly  riung  with  the  Gnt  pale  aUr, 
That  vmcB  was  on  tba  waters;  tilt  at  last 
The  sounding  ocaan-salitudes  were  passed. 
And  the  bright  land  was  reached,  the  youthfal 

That  gbwsaJoai!  the  West:  the  sails  were  ftuled 
In  its  clear  sunahine,  and  the  gentle  bride 
Looked  on  the  binne  that  promised  heart*  untried 
AbowerofbliM  to  come.— Alas!  we  trace 
The  nup  of  our  own  patiu,  and  long  en  yeara 
With  tinir  dull  step*  the  brilliant  lines  effiue. 
On  sweejis  the  storm,  and  blot*  them  out  with 

That  home  was  darkened  soon :  tlie  summer  breess 
Welcomed  with  death  the  wanderers  from  the  seas, 
Death  onto  one,  am)  angiutb  how  furiomi 
To  ber,  that  widowed  in  her  mariiage-mom. 
Sat  b)  her  voiceleis  dwelling,  wtienee  whh  him, 

Her  tMsoni's  6rs(  beloved,  ber  IrieDil  and  giudi^ 
Joy  bad  gone  forth,  and  left  Uie  green  earth  dim, 

As  from  the  son  ehut  ont  on  ereiy  nde, 
By  the  don  tell  of  misery!— Oht  bat  ill. 

When  with  rich  hope*  o'crfraught,  tb«  yoiui| 
high  heart 

Bears  its  fint  blow)— it  knows  not  yet  ttie  part 
Which  life  will  teach— to  anSer  and  be  itill, 
And  with  lubmierive  lore  to  onnnl  the  Bower* 
Which  yet  are  spared,  and  through  the  ratoi* 

To  BMid  iK>  tmsy  dream  1 — Sit  had  not  learned 
Of  eorrow  till  that  hour,  and  therefore  turned, 
SB  from  life :  then  came  th'  onrest, 
The  beait-nck  yearning  of  the  elite's  breast, 
The  luDnting  soonda  of  Tuces  far  away. 
And  honeebotd  steps;  until  at  but  she  lay 

her  lone  couch  of  uckness,  lost  in  dieame 
Of  the  gay  vineyardi  and  blue-rushing  atieaiM 
In  her  own  sunny  land,  and  murmtlring  oA 


The  peace  of  Godl— One,  one  mora 

wenr 

This  waa  a  mother's  parting  with  her  child, 
Ajatuig  meek  Bride  on  whom  Gurfbrtimeimiled, 


I  soft, 


To  strangen  round  that  I>ed,  wlia  Ituew  not  aoght 
Of  the  deep  *pell*  wlieiewith  each  word  was 

fraught. 
To   strangeri^Ohl   could  stmngen  raise  ih 

head 
QentiT  u  hen  wai  nuMdl— <Bd  ititngin  Aed 


im 
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Tba  kindl;  lean  whkh  b&thol  that  fereriihbnn* 
And  wuled  cheek  with  hilf  unconidoiM  Oowl 
SomeifainK  wm  tben^  thu  through  the  linggnng 

night 
Outwalchs  polKDll;  the  ta.pei'i  light, 
Stunelhing  that  funU  not  thro'  the  daj'i  diitnil, 
That  fean  not  toil,  thai  knotn  oat  neariaai 
time,  true  uid  perfect  lore  I— Whence  came 

Upnaring  through  the  ■torm  the  drooping  dowec7 
Whence!  whocanaakl  the  wild  ileliriumptjeed, 
And  from  bei  tijf  the  (pirit  looked  at  lut 
Iota  her  vmiker'f  face,  and  wakening  knew 
The  brow'a  calm  grace,  tlie  haii'*  dear  slieTj  hue, 
The  kind  aweet  amile  of  old ! — and  had  ihe  come, 
Thua  in  lifs'a  evening,  from  her  diitant  home, 
To  aavs  her  child  1—EVn  ao— nor  jnt  in  vain: 
In  that  jouDg  heart  a  light  aprung  up  again, 
And  lovely  itill,  with  ao  much  lova  lo  give, 
Seemed  thia  fair  world,  though  failed ;  Mill  to  livi 
Wat  not  to  pine  fonaken.    On  tho  hreatt 
JThat  rocked  her  childhood,  onking  in  aoft  rest, 
"  Sweet  mother,  gentleet  mother  t  can  it  bel" 
The  lom  one  eried,  "  and  do  I  look  on  tltee  1 
Take  back  thy  wanderer  (ma  thia  fatal  ahore, 
Peace  ahall  be  oura  beneath  our  rinea  race  more.' 


THE  aUEEN  OP  PRUSSIA'S  TOMB. 
"  Thia  tomb  ii  in  the  garden  of  Chariotlenburgh, 
near  Berlin.  It  wia  not  without  aurpriae  that  1 
cam*  auddenly,  among  tree*,  upon  a  bir  wtdia 
Doric  temple.  1  might,  and  ahoulJ  have  deemed 
it  a  mere  BdoniawntofthegTDniideibuttbecjpralB 
and  the  willow  declare  it  a  halntation  oftheileaJ. 
Upon  ■  lareophagui  of  white  marUe  lay  a  aheet, 
(Utd  the  outline  of  the  human  form  waa  plainly 
Tieible  beneath  ita  foldi.  The  penon  with  i 
tenntly  turned  it  back,  and  displayed  the  itatue 
ofhiaOneen.  Itiiaportnut-atatue recumbent, laid 
to  be  a  perfect  reeemblimce — not  aa  in  death,  but 
when  aha  hved  to  bleaa  and  be  bleiaed.  Nothing 
can  be  more  calm  and  kind  than  the  exprewion  of 
ber  liMttirea,  The  handa  are  folded  on  the  bonom; 
the  limb*  are  aufliciently  cmaed  to  ahow  the  le- 

poaeof  life. Here  the  Kingbiingi  herchildr 

annually,  (o  offer  garlanda  at  iter  grave.  Theae 
hang  in  witliered  nwumfulDea  above  thia  living 
image  of  their  departed  mother. — ShtrbeT'i  Nattt 
and  R^Jlectitnu  during  a  AamMe  in  Oervtany. 

ffittmUad;  ibu  dnnplnf  muu  and  bnkuhheanad, 
IblbaonMconiAinoflhafTaTtilspuuiL — Milmati. 

IT  itanda  where  northern  wiUowi  weep, 

A  temple  &ir  and  lone ; 
tjolt  ahidowt  o'er  ita  marble  aweep, 

Tram  cyptei»braacbe*  thrown; 


And  what  within  i«  richly  ahnnedt 

A  aculptnred  womao'a  form, 
Lo*ely  in  perfect  reM  reclined, 
Af  ODD  beyond  the  at 
- ■     ■   ■    td 

n  on  thoae  eyea. 

The  fidded  hand*,  the  calm  pure  fica, 

The  mantle'*  quiet  flow, 
TIte  gentle,  yet  majeatie  grace, 

Throned  on  the  matron  brow ; 
These,  in  that  icene  of  tender  gloom, 
^Tilh  a  atiil  glory  robe  the  tomb. 

There  rtand*  an  eagle,  al  the  feet 

Of  the  fair  image  wrought ; 
A  kingly  emblem — nor  nnmeet 

To  wake  ;et  deeper  thought; 
She  whoae  high  heart  find*  reet  below, 
Wa*  royal  in  her  birth  and  wo. 

There  are  pate  garlanda  hung  above, 

Of  dying  icent  and  hue; — 
She  waa  a  mother— in  her  love 

How  aotrowfullT  true  I 
Oh  t  hallowed'long  be  every  leaf. 
The  record  of  ber  duldren'a  griefl 

She  aaw  their  birthright'*  warrior  crown 

Of  olden  glory  apoiled, 
The  itandard  of  their  aire*  boredovm, 

The  ahield'*  bright  blazon  adied: 
She  met  the  tempeat  meekl;  brave. 
Then  turned,  o'crwearied,  to  the  gravet 

Siie  ilumtiereil ;  but  it  came — it  came, 

Her  land'*  redeeming  hour. 
With  ttte  glad  ahont,  and  aignal-flame, 

Sent  ou  from  tower  to  tower! 
Fast  through  the  realm  a  apirit  moved — 
'T  waa  faer'e,  the  lolt;  and  the  loved. 

Then  waa  her  name  a  note  that  rung 
To  rouse  bold  hearta  from  alcep, 

Ber  memory,  aa  a  banner  Anng 
Forth  by  the  Bahie  deep ; 

Her  grief,  a  bitter  vial  poured 

To  nndi^  th'  avenger'a  award. 

And  tho  crowned  eagle  aproad  again 
Hia  {Mnion  to  the  nin ; 

And  Ihe  etrong  land  ahotrii  off  ita  chain- 
So  waa  the  triumph  won  I 
But  wo  for  earth,  where  Borrow*a  tone 
Still  blend*  with  victory'*  I — Slui  waa  gone  1* 


-  Ori^nDr  FablUrf  hi  [ti 


RECORDS  OF  WOMAN. 


THE  MEMORIAL  PILLAR. 
On  tbe  nad  rida  betwMn  Penrith  and  Appleby, 
■UndatnD>ll[nUu',  wUhthiiiiumplion  ' 

ptUsT  wai  erected  in  the  year  1656,  b;  Ann. 
Coun(«aa  Dowa^r  of  Pembrake,  for  i 
of  her  tait  parting,  in  ttu*  place,  nith  tier  good  and 
pioua  mother,  Margaret,  Counteaa  DcinagpT  cff 
Cnmbeiiand.ontlia^d  April,  lG16.-^SeeNi'  cai 
tbe  "  Plauum  iff  Memory.' 

Hut  [bau,  ihmgh  Edao'i  wHd-wml  vain  punuvt 
Bach  iiiouDi>Ji>«xDfl,  tnagn10«D[lr  rudo, 
Nor  irlita  aiuaikn^  linsd  aj^  nnrad 
That  nudM  lUin^  bf  ptow  Pambnika  mml, 
Which  nUlncDn^  bajood  dw  iwcUl  ponr, 
niMltfl  ivnrm  of  a  jBiUiig  hour  I 

HOTHER  and  child  I  whose  blending  tean 

Have  aanetiGed  the  place, 
Where,  to  the  low  of  many  jean, 

Wai  given  one  laat  embrace ;  § 
Oh  !  ft  hare  ahiioed  a  ipell  of  power, 
Deep  in  jrour  record  of  that  hour  I 

A  q)dl  to  waken  ■olemn  thought, 

A  itQI,  email  unJei-lone, 
That  calb  bock  da;i  of  childhood,  fraught 

With  man;  a  treaanre  gone ; 
And  (loilee,  perchance,  the  hidden  evurce, 
Though  long  untcoabled— of  renwraa. 

For  who,  thntgajei  on  the  atone 

Which  marks  your  parting  ipot. 
Who  bm  a  mother'a  love  halh  known, 

Tbe  one  love  changing  Dot  1 
Alaa  I  and  haply  learned  its  worth 
Fitet  with  Ihe  Bound  of  "Earth  to  earth!" 

But  Ihoa,  Ugh-heartcd  daoghler !  thou,       ' 
Cet  wboae  bright,  horkoured  bead, 

Bleadnge  and  teare  of  holiest  flow, 
E'en  here  were  fondly  abed, 

TboD  from  the  painnn  of  thy  grief, 

In  iti  full  h«ir>t,  coulditf  draw  relief 

For  (A !  though  painful  be  th'  eiceii, 

The  might  wherewith  it  awclla, 
In  natare's  fbnnt  no  bittemen 

Of  nature's  iningUng,  dwella) 
A  nil  thou  hadit  not,  bj  wrong  or  pride, 
PoiiODed  the  ftee  and  healthful  tide. 

But  didat  thou  meet  the  &ce  no  more. 
Which  thy  young  heart  Grat  knew! 

And  alt— was  all  in  this  world  o'er, 
With  tire  thus  cloee  and  true  1 

ft  ww!— On  earth  no  other  eve 

Could  give  thre  back  thine  inftncy. 


No  other  voice  could  pierce  the  maze 
Where  deKp  within  thy  breast, 

The  sounds  ami  dreams  of  other  dajB, 
With  memory  lay  at  re»l; 

No  other  sniile  lo  thee  could  bring 

A  gladdening,  like  the  breath  of  spring. 

Yet,  while  tliy  place  of  wee[4ng  still 

Ita  lone  memorial  keeps, 
While  on  thy  name  midat  wood  and  hill, 

Thaquiet  sunshine  tieepe, 
And  touches,  in  each  graven  lino, 
Of  reverential  thought  a  sign] 

Can  I,  whiis  yet  ibeso  tokens  wear 

Tbe  imprcsa  of  tbe  dead. 
Think  oftlie  love  embodied  there, 

Aaofavulonfledl 
A  perished  thing,  ibe  joy  and  flower 
And  glory  of  one  eartlily  hourl 

Not  aot— I  will  not  bow  me  so 
To  thoDghls  that  breathe  drepair' 

A  loflier  futh  tie  need  below. 
Life's  farewell  words  to  bear. 

Motlier  and  child  I — Your  tears  are  past  - 

Surely  yoUL  hearts  have  met  at  Uetl 


THE  GRAVE  OP  A  POETESS.' 

"NemeplBlfnfZfo*— d  vHniaTkiz 


I  STOOD  beuilo  Ihy  lowly  grave ; — 
Spring  odours  breathed  around, 

And  mune,  in  llie  river-wavn, 
Passediwilh  a  lulling  ■ennd. 

All  happy  things  that  lore  the  sun 
In  the  bright  air  glanced  by 

And  a  glad  munnnr  seemed  to  run 
Through  tbe  aofl  azure  sky. 

Fresh  leave*  were  on  tbe  ivy-bough 
That  fringed  the  ruins  near; 

Yoong  TcHoee  were  tibroad— but  tbo 
Their  sweetness  coutdst  not  bear. 

Awl  moomful  grew  my  heart  for  tb 

Thou  in  wheae  woman's  mind 
The  ray  that  brightens  earth  and  ac 

The  light  of  song  was  ahrined. 


'  Bmlnric  liKerin  has  Istdf  altschsl  lo  lbs  flui  tamij 
WbodHoek,  near  KUkaniv,  on  accouu  eC  lu  hirli^  be« 
B  laia  nakilflDce  of  ibe  siuhor  ot  ftfchc  Her  ^nve  Is  ona 
nmoy  In  the  church^jud  oT  Urn  vlUage.  The  river  rure 
unihl;  by.  The  ruins  of  in  ancleni  itibty  that  ban  bim 
psnlnUj  cQn»enail  Inn  i  chuirh,  roianaHly  ihni"  ilmlr  man. 
-  :<iC  man  Omimnmt  U.— Tola  iyU4  O  Bora  Fbmllfr 
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Sdournful,  Ihal  thou  wprtil umbering  low, 

Witb  a.  dreul  curtun  drawn 
Batwnen  tliee  and  tha  golilen  glow 

Of  thu- world's  vernal  dawn. 
Fluted  lioai  all  the  aong  and  bloom, 

Thou  wouldit  hava  loved  ao  well, 
To  tbee  the  lunabme  round  ih;  tomb 

Waj  but  a  broken  ipelL 
The  bird,  the  inaect  on  the  wing, 

In  thair  bright  reekleaa  plaj, 
Might  feel  the  flush  and  life  ofapring. 

And  ^thou  nert  paused  awaj  I 

But  then,  ev'n  then,  a  nobler  thought 

O'er  m;  vain  aadneaa  came; 
Th'  immortal  spirit  nolle,  and  wrought 

Within  my  tluiUing  Inuoe. 
Surely  on  tomliet  things,  I  said, 

Thou  mutt  have  looked,  eie  now. 
Than  all  that  round  out  pathway  ahed 

Odoun  aitd  huea  below. 
Tba  shadowa  of  the  tooih  are  here. 

Yet  beautirut  la  earth  1 
What  aaest  thou  then  where  Do  dim  fear, 

No  haunting  dream  bath  binlil 
Here  a  Tain  love  to  pasong  flowen 

Thou  gav'sl— but  where  thou  art. 
The  sway  is  not  witli  changeful  lioun, 

Then  lova  and  death  niual  pan. 
Thou  hast  led  aorrow  in  thy  song, 

A  voice  not  loud,  but  deep! 
The  glorious  bowen  of  earth  ooKHig, 

How  often  didst  thou  trecp! 
fChvTceouldtlthouGxon  morlat  ground 

Thy  tender  thouifhta  and  high) 
Now  peace  the  woman's  heart  hath  lound. 

And  joy  the  poet's  eye. 

■NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  SOI,  col.  1. 
Whan  dnrknoa  fnia  ihs  taliil]r.(IuilDg  dght, 
Ckmn  lii  bsauiirul  I 
"  Wbeiefoerer  you  are,  or  in  what  stale  soever 
M  be,  it  anfficalh  mc  you  are  mine.    Sachtl 


vept,  and  would  not  be  comforted,  becawa  JW 
children  wen  ns  more.  And  that,  indeed,  is  the 
rentedileas  sorrow,  and  none  alae  1" — Prom  a  letter 
of  Arabella  Stuart'a  to  her  husbaoil.— Soe  Cvlil^ 

liliei  ijf  LUeraitire. 

Koto  2,  page  S(^  col.  SL 


'/ind  if  you  remember  of  old,  I  dan  die. 

Conwler  wbal  the  world  would  conceive,  if  I 
•houkl  be  violently  enbroeil  to  do  it" — Fragmenli 

qf  her  Lettert. 

Note  3,  page  304,  eol.  I. 
nd  her  iofoly  ihnii|[his  frDin  rheir  cclk  toani  mif, 

Greek  BriJe,  on  [eovins  her  fathor's  hooae, 
lakes  leave  of  her  trienda  and  relatives  (iequently 

lemjioraneDua  verso.— See  Fauriet'e  ChaKit 
Populairo  de  la  Gritt  Modeme. 

Note  4,  page  203,  arf.  1        , 
And  lovtd  wlicn  iha;  ihciukl  hare— lika  ihe^  In^eUa. 
The  tale  of  Imeldn  is  related  in  Siimondi's  H» 
torie  des  RrpuhUquea  Ilalienno.    Vol.  iii.  p  4J3. 

Note  5,  poge  317,  col.  1. 

FnVwroraiulcniiniH^rDUl 

"Father  of  nalera,"  the  Indian  name  for  the 


Note  G,  page  219,  col.  2. 

And  u  (he  F^lrr*!  Itounuln  in  the  (tadr. 

A  lieauiiful  fountain  near  Domrenii,  belie' 


Nolo  7,  page  213,  col.  2. 


ihs  Lad)'  fhjiD  kha  Uanubxiiia. 
a  Pauline  Schwartzenbrrg 
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SonoEt  oC  the  Effetttotut. 


A  SPIRIT'S  RETUEN. 


ManfnA 


Tht  Toioe   prarukj   imt   Friend,  my  gentls 

FrienJI 
ThM  long-riiut  hoarl  for  thee  ihnll  be  nn»mleil, 
Aod  Ihough  thj  eoft  eje  gmurnfullj  will  bend 
OiCT  the  troubled  rtrcsni,  yet  once  reve»led 
Shsll  its  Treed  vnten  flovr;  then  loclci  mUsteloM 
Fbr  aveinwr«,  ■boie  their  darli  repow. 
Come  while  the  go^eoUB  myrteria  of  the  Bky 
FihhI  inlfaeciimiQD  •eKofninKt  he; 
CooM  lo  tiM  woodi,  nhete  oU  Mitnge  wunJeiing 

U  mingled  into  humoDy  pTofuuni] ; 

Where  the  Iraie*  thriU  with  epirit,  while  tho  wind 

RUe  wilh  ■  viewltM  being,  unconfineJ, 

The"  trembling  reede  uid  founlsini;— Our  own 

dell, 
With  it*  green  dimneM  uid  JEolien  breath, 
Shall  not  lb'  unveiling  oT  dark  recorda  well — 
Hear  me  in  lenderneaa  uid  nlent  laitht 
Then  knew'it  me  not  in  life'*  fresh  vemnl  nnon— 
1  would  thou  h»d»t !— for  then  roy  heart  on  tliino 
Had  potired  a  worthier  love;  nuw,  all  o'erworii 
By  its  deep  thirst  for  aonmlhing  too  divine. 
It  hath  but  fitful  munc  to  beatovi, 
Echoes  ofbarp-MTine^  broken  long  a^. 
y«t  even  in  joulh  ajmpan'ionlras  I  atood. 
Ask  lone  foreat-bird  midat  ocean's  (wm; 
For  mo  the  Klver  cliorJs  of  brotherhood 
Were  early  loosed ;— the  voiwa  from  mjr  home 
Paaacd  one  by  one,  and  Mcliidj  and  Miith 
IjcK  me  a  dreamer  by  a  silent  hearth. 

Bat,  with  the  fulness  of  a  heart  that  bumnl 
For  the  deep  sympathies  of  mind,  1  turned 
From  that  unanawering  spot,  and  fondly  xnight 
In  all  wild  scenn  with  thrilling  murmur*  fraught, 
In  every  still  small  voice  and  sound  of  power. 
And   Butoitole  of  the  wind  throueh  eavs  and 

A  perilous  delight  I— for  then  first  woke 
My  Ofa'slone  insstan,  the  myrteriotu  quest 


Of  secret  knowledge;  and  each  tone  that  bnike 
From  the  wood-arches  or  the  fountain's  breatl, 
Making  my  quick  soul  vibrate  as  a  lyre, 
But  ministered  to  that  stnuigo  inborn  fire. 

Midst  the  bright  sUence  of  the  mountain-dells. 
In  noon-tide  hours  or  golden  sommcr-evea. 
My  thoughts  have  bunt  forth  a>  a  gale  that  swelk 
Into  a  rushing  blast,  and  frooi  the  leaves 
Shakes  out  reaponae; — O  thou  Ab,  wurld  nft- 

Thou  curtained  realm  of  spiriul— thus  my  cry 
Hath  troubled  ur  and  silence — dust  thou  Uo 
Spread  all  around,  yet  by  some  EUiny  screen 
Shut  from  Ua  cverl — The  resounding  nnods, 
Do  their  depths  teem  with  marvekl — and  tb* 

And  the  pure  fountains,  leading  secret  veins 
Of  quenchlen  melody  through  lock  and  hill, 

tlipy  bright  dwellers 't— are  their  lone  do- 

Peopled  wU!i  beauty,  wbidi  may  never  still 
Our  weary  thint  of  soul  1 — Cold,  weak  and  cold, 

vain  language,  [nercing  notonefnid 
Ofuurdeep  being  1—Uh,  for  gilts  more  highl 
~        s-icr's  gUnco  lo  rend  mortality] 

channrd  rod.  to  call  flam  eaeh  dark  sbniw, 
The  oracles  divine  1 


wiAo  from  those  lii};!)  fnntaues,  to  knovr 
My  kindred  with  the  Eurth— I  woke  lo  love:— 
0  gFnile  Friend!  to  love  in  doubt  and  wo, 
Shutling  the  heart  the  worshipped  name  above, 
Is  ti>lavode<>]>ly — and  mi/ spirit'*  dower 
Was  a  bad  gill,  a  mdancboly  power 
Of  ao  adoring;— with  a  buried  care, 
Anil  with  the  o'crflimlng  of  a  vuiceleas  prayer, 
And  with  a  deepening  dieam,  that  day  by  day, 
In  the  still  shadow  of  its  lonely  sway. 
Folded  me  closer; — till  thevroi4d  held  nought 
Save  the  one  Being  to  my  centred  thought. 
There  was  no  mu«tc  but  his  vtdee  to  hear, 
No^y  but  such  as  with  Ais  step  drew  neor, 
Liglit  was  but  where  be  looked — lifo  when  :is 

moved— 
Silently,  fonently,  thus,  thus  I  loved. 
Oh!  but  such  love  is  fearful ! — and  I  know 
Its  gathering  doom:— ibe  soul's  prophetic  ragtl 
Even  tlion  unCilded  in  mu  breast,  and  throw 
O'er  all  things  nund,  a  full,  strong,  ^vid  li^bt 
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Too  •ommfully  clear  1 — an  under-tom 
W«3  given  to  N«ture'>  hirp,  Tot  me  «lone 
Wliispcring   of  gnef.— Of  griefl— be   atrong, 

Hath  not  th;  U>*e  been  victcrf,  0,  my  aoul  1 
Hath  not  it*  conflkl  won  a  *oice  to  ahaka 
Erath's  fsitnemial— •  magic  locontnd 
World*  far  rentorn)') — from  o'er  the  gran  to  tbce 

Love  bath  made  ansmr;  and  UyUleabould  ba 
Sung  like  a  ]«j  of  triumph  1— Now  return, 
And  take  thy  tieaaura  from  ita  boeomed  um. 
And  liA  it  once  to  light! 

In  /ear,  in  pain 
1  laid  1  loved — hot  yet  a  heavenly  atrain 
Ofaweetiieaa  floated  ilown  the  tearful  ttrcam, 
A  joy  flaahed  thmugh  tin  trouble  of  my  dream  I 
I  knew  rayaelf  beloved!— we  breathed  no  tow. 
No  mingliiig  vIhoim  might  our  fate  allow. 
At  unto  happy  hearti;  hut  still  and  deep, 
like  a  rich  jewel  gleaming  in  a  grare, 
like  golden  aand  in  aome  dark  river'*  wave, 
So  did  my  lout  that  coatly  knowledge  keep 
So  jealoualy! — a  thing  o'er  which  to  abed, 
When  atari  alono  brlield  tbc  drooping  head, 
Loneteaia!  yet  otltimea  burdeneil  with  th' excess 
Of  uur  strange  niLture'i  quivering  happincaa. 

But,  idi  I  sweet  Friend  1  ws  dieam  not  of  love'* 

Till  Deatli  has  robed  witti  soA  and  solemn  tight 
The  image  we  enshrino '. — Before  that  hour. 
We  have  but  glimpses  of  the  o'ermaslering  power 
Within  ua  hkl  '.—then  doth  the  spirit-flame 
With  BWonl-liko lightning  rend  ita  mortal  frame; 
The  vrings  of  that  which  pants  to  follow  liiet 
Shake  their  clay-bira,  a*  with  a  prisoned  blast, — 
TheaeaiainouraouUl 

He  died,  Aa  died, 
Oa  whom  my  lone  devolrdncaa  was  casti 
I  might  not  keep  one  vigil  by  hia  aide, 
/,  wlioaa  wrung  heart  watched  with  him  to  the  last  I 
I  might  not  oncu  his  fainting;  head  auitain, 
Nor  bathe  hi*  parched  lipa  in  the  liour  ot  pain, 
Noreay  to  him,  "  Farewell  1" — He  passed  away — 
OhI  had  mylove  Iwcn  tlH're,its  conquering  away 
Had  won  him  beck  fram  death ! — hut  thua  removed, 
Borne  o'er  the  abyas  no  sounding  line  bath  proved, 
Joined  with  tlta  unknown,  the  viewless, — he  be 

Unto  my  Ihoughia  another,  yrt  the  aame— 
Changed — hallowed — glorified  I — and  in  his  lew 

Seemed  a  bright  nioumlil!  altar— mine,  all  miner- 
Brother  and  Friend  aoon  left  me  thai  sole  shrine, 
The  iiinhrightof  the  Faithful!— (Aeirworid's  wav« 
Bwtc  «we|il  them  from  ita  brink. — Oh  I  deem  thou 

That  oa  tha  aad  and  conaecraled  spot 


My  aoul  grew  week ! — I  tell  thee  that  a  power 
There  kindled  heart  and  lip; — a  fiery  ahower 
My  word*  were  maJe; — a  might  was  given  to 

And  a  strong  grasp  to  paaaioaate  despair, 

And  a  dread  triumph! — Know'at  thou  what  I 

sought  1 
For  what  high  boon  my  struggling  sprit  wrought  1 
—Communion  with  the  dead ! — I  sent  ■  cry, 
Through  tha  vdled  empirea  of  elemily, 
'    voice  tocleave  them!  By  the  mournful  troth, 

the  lost  promise  dtmy  blighlcd  youth, 
By  the  strong  chain  a  mightly  love  can  bind 
On  the  beloved,  the  spell  of  mind  o'er  mind ; 
By  words,  which  in  thenuelvea  are  magic  high. 
Aimed,  and  inspired,  and  winged  with  agony) 
By  tears,  which  comfort  not,  but  bum,  and  se^ 
To  bear  the  heart's  blood  in  their  paaaionatream ; 
I  aummoned,  1  adjured  t — with  quickened  sena^ 
With  tho  keen  vigil  of  a  life  intense, 
I  watched,  an  answer  from  the  witwla  to  wring, 
I  lialened,  if  perchance  the  alream  might  bring 
Token  from  worlda  afar :  I  taught  one  sound 
Unto  a  Ihouaand  echoes ;  one  prolbund 
iploring  accent  to  the  tomb,  the  aky; 
One  prayer  to  night, — "  Awake,  appear,  rejUj!" 

Hath  thou  been  told  that  Irom  tha  viewless  bourne 
The  dark  way  never  bath  allowed  retarn! 
Tiiat  all,  which  tearacan  move,  with  Ufe  i*  fled, 
That  earthly  love  Is  powerlcaa on  thedeadi 
Believe  it  not  I — there  ia  a  large  lone  atar, 
Now  burning  o'er  yon  western  hill  afur, 
And  under  its  clear  light  there  liea  a  spot, 
Which  well  might  utler  forth— Believe  It  DOtl 

I  sat  beneath  that  planet,— I  had  wept 
My  wo  lo  slillneaal  every  night-wind  alept; 
A  hush  was  on  the  hilla ;  tho  very  streams 
Went  by  like  clouds,  or  noiaeless  founts  in  dleama^ 
And  tlie  dark  tree  o'ershadowing  mo  that  hour, 
Stood  motionleaa,  even  as  the  gray  cliutch  tower 
1  gaii^  unconacioualy : — there  Caine 
ind,  like  the  tremor  of  a  Same, 
Or  like  the  lighlquick  ahivcr  of  a  wing. 
Flitting  through  twilight  wooda,  acroaa  the  air; 
And  I  looked  up ! — Oli  1  for  strong  words  to  bring 
Conviction  o'er  thy  thouglit  I— Before  me  Ihoie, 
He,  the  Departed,  stood  I — Aye,  bix  to  face — 
So  near,  and  yet  how  far  I — hi*  form,  his  mien, 
Gave  lo  rememliriDce  back  each  burning  inee 
Within : — Yet  something  awfully  serene. 
Pure, — sculptuis-like, — on  the   pale  brow,  thai 

Of  the  once  beating  heart  no  token  more ; 
And  stillnoM  on  the  lip — and  o'er  the  hair 
A  gleam,  that  trembled  through  tho  breathlesa  air; 
And  an  unlatbomed  calm,  that  seemed  to  tie 
In  tha  grave  aweelness  of  Iho  illumined  eve; 
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TidJ  of  (lie  ga\&  between  oor  bring  eet. 
And,  ■■  thu  unibcilhed  apiiit-glinee  1  met, 
Mule  mj  aoul  fiunt:— with/car?— Oh[  not  irith 

(ear! 
Wilh  the  nek  feeling  ttist  iahitfu  sphere 
My  love  onuld  be  u  nothing ! — Bat  he  (poke — 
How  eh*]!  I  tell  thee  of  the  lUrtling  thrill 
In  that  Ion  Toice,  irhiMe  breezy  (ottee  coalil  M 
M;  buaom'etnfiiuLel — O  Friend,  I  woke 
Tien  £nrt  to  heavenly  life  I — Soft,  aolemn,  clear, 
Breathed  Ihe  myalerioiu  iceeiit*  on  mine  ear, 
Yet  atrangety  aeemed  a>  if  the  while  titey  roae 
From  depths  oTdiitanea,  o'er  Ihe  wide  repoee 
Of  itombering  watera  waded,  or  the  delta 
Of  mountaiii*,  billow  with  iweet  echo-cellt ; 
Bat,  as  they  munltured  on,  Ihe  mortal  chill 
PaMed  rrom  me,  like  a  miat  before  the  tmra, 
And,  lo  that  glarioua  inlarcourN  cpbotne, 
By  alow  degren,  a  calm,  divinely  still, 
Poaaeated  my  frame :  I  aaaght  that  lighted  eye,— 
From  ilf  intense  and  searching  purity 
I  drank  in  toul  !—l  queslioned  of  the  dead — 
Of  Uiehaahed,  starry  shores  their  footsteps  tread — 
And  I  WIS  answered: — if  remembrance  there. 
With  dreamy  whispers  Gil  the  immortal  air ; 
If  Thought,  here  [liled  from  many  a  jewel-heap, 
Be  treasure  in  that  pensiTe  land  to  keep; 
IfLove,  o'eraweeping  change,  and  blight,  and  bias 
Find  there  the  music  of  hii  home  at  last ; 
I  asked,  and  I  was  answered : — Full  and  high 
Was  thatcommanion  vrith  eternity. 
Too  rich  for  angbl  so  fleeting!— like  a  knell 
SweiK  o'er  my  senaa  its  dosing  words, — "  Fare- 
well, 
On  earth  we  meet  no  more  I" — and  all  was  gone — 
The  pale  bright  settled  brow—the  thtilUog  tons 
The  still  and  abining  eye ! — and  Oevcr  more 
Bfay  twilight  gloom  or  midnight  hush  restore 
That  rmdiaai  goest) — One  full-fraught  hour  of 

Heaven, 
To  earthly  pasdon's  wild  imploring!  given, 
Was  made  my  own — theelhenol  lire  hath  shivered 
The  fragile  ceneer  in  whose  mould  it  quivered, 
Brightly,  mosuminglyl— What  now  ia  leill— 
A  &ded  worid,  of  glory's  hues  bereft, 
A  vud,  a  chain !— 1  dwell,  'midil  throngs,  apart, 
la  the  cold  ailenee  of  the  stranger's  heart ; 
A  Gied,  immortal  shadow  Mands  between 
My  aprit  and  life's  bet  receding  scene ; 
A  gift  bath  severed  ma  fiom  human  ties, 
A  power  is  gone  from  all  earth's  melodies. 
Which  never  may  retom: — Ihcll  chords  are  bro- 
ken— 1 
The  mnsie  of  anottier  land  hath  spoken, 
No  after-sound  is  sweet  I— Ibis  weary  thlrat  1 — 
And  I  have  heard  celestial  (wjntains  burst  !— 
What  hert  ahaU  qoench  ill 

Doet  thon  not  rejoice, 
Wben  the  sfning  send*  forth  an  awakening  voice 


ThroDgh  Ihe  young  woods  1 — Thou  dost: — Antl 

la  that  birth 
Of  early  loavea,  and  flowers,  and  songs  of  mirth, 
Thousands, like  thee,  find  glidnea! — Couldstthov 

know 
How  every  breeie  then  sammons  me  to  go  I 
How  all  the  light  of  love  aitd  beauty  shed 
By  those  rich  hours,  but  wooes  me  to  lite  Deti  I 
The  onlji  beautiful  that  change  no  more, 
The  only  loved  !~-the  dwellers  on  the  ahora 
Ofs)  iring  fulfil  led  1— The  Dead !— inton  call  we  sol 
They  that  breathe  purer  air,  that  leel,  that  know 
Things  wrapt  from  ual — A  way] — within  me  pent. 
That  which  is  barred  rrom  ila  own  element 
Still  droops  or  Btrug;lea!—But  the  day  vtU  come- 
Over  the  deep  the  free  lord  finds  its  home, 
And  the  etniam  hngers 'midst  the  rocks,  yet  greats 
The  ana  at  last;  and  the  winged  flower-seed  meets 
A  soil  to  rest  in  :~-sha]l  nut  /,  too,  be. 
My  spirit-love  I  upborne  to  dwell  with  tbee1 
Yes!  by  the  power  whcae  conquering  anguish 

The  looib,  whose  cry  beyond  the  atari  was  heanl. 
Whose  agony  of  triumph  won  thee  back 
Through  the  dim  pais  no  mortal  step  may  track, 
ball  we  meet ! — that  glimpse  ofjoy  divine, 
k1  thos  for  ever  and  for  ever  mine  I 
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TnE  war-nole  of  the  Saracen      , 

Was  on  the  winds  of  France; 
It  bid  stilled  the  harp  of  the  Troubadour, 

And  tho  cIbsIi  of  the  loumey'a  lance. 

The  aonnds  of  the  aea,  and  the  soonda  of  the  night, 
And  the  hollow  echoea  of  charge  and  Bight, 
Were  around  Clotilde,  as  she  knelt  to  pray 
In  a  chapel  where  the  mighty  lay. 

On  the  old  Provenfol  shore; 
Many  a  Chalillon  beneath, 
Unstirred  by  the  ringing  trumpet's  bmath, 

Hii  shroud  of  armour  wore. 
And  the  glimpses  of  moonlight  that  wont  and 

Throogb  the  doods,  liks  hunts  of  a  dying  fiaiM^ 
I  Gave  quivering  life  to  the  dumoer  pain 
.  Of  alern  forms  couched  in  their  maJUe  null. 
At  rest  on  the  tombs  of  the  knightly  race. 
The  ulenl  throngs  of  that  buriiil-plaes. 

■  FouoM  (D  an  iKidMii  In  Ihe  aoriy  P)an.k  MMt* 
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■e  yuh  helm  and  apear, 


xTtwj -Here  imaged  tl 
Aj  leukn  in  muij  i 
And  hiughl;  their  itiUneM  looked  aod  high, 
Ltkeiilnpwbgeedreuiii  wereof  victoi^j 
But  meekly  tbe  vaiai  oftlie  kd;  niH 
ThroQgh  the  tmpliiea  of  their  proud  repoas ; 
Meekly,  jBt  fervently,  caJlingdonn  aid, 
Under  ttteii  buinen  of  battle  ilie  prayed; 
With  her  pale  laii  braw,  and  her  eyeaoflave, 
Upriiaed  to  the  Virgia'i  pourtrayed  above, 
An<l  her  hair  fluag  back,  till  it  iwept  the  grave 
Ofa  Chalillan  vtith  it*  gleamy  wave. 
And  her  fragile  franM,  at  every  Uaat, 
That  full  of  the  lavaga  war-bom  paneJ, 
Trembling,  a«  tremblei  a  binl'i  quick  heart, 
When  it  vainly  itnvea  from  ita  cnga  to  part, —    . 

So  knelt  ihe  in  her  no; 
A  weeper  alone  with  tbe  louleei  dead — 
Oh  [  they  nek  not  of  leara  o'er  their  quiet  abed. 

Or  the  duat  had  lined  below  I 

Hark!  aawiftitepl  ahe  hath  caught  iU  lone, 
Tbroogh  the  daah  of  tbe  aea,  Ihrougb  Ibe  wild 

njnd'e  moan ; — 
Is  her  lord  leturood  with  hia  cunqnering  bandil 
Nol  a  breathleaa  vaaaal  b^re  her  alandal 
—"  Halt  tbou  been  OB  the  field  1— An  thou  com 

from  the  boat  1" 
—"Prom  tiie  itaufthler.  Lady  1— All,  all  ii  loatt 
Our  bonnera  are  taken,  our  ItnigbU  laid  low, 
Our  apearmen  chawd  by  tbe  Paynim  foe. 
And  thy  Lord,"  hii  voice  look  a  aadder  eound — 
"  Thy  Lord — he  tt  not  on  Ihe  bloody  ground  I 
There  are  those  who  tell  (hat  the  leader'*  plume 
Was  Men  on  the  flight  thiougb  tbe  jatbering 

gloom." 

— A  cha^TB  o'er  her  mien  and  ipirit  pant; 
She  ruled  the  heart  which  had  beat  ao  faa^ 
She  doahed  the  teara  from  her  kindling  eye, 
With  a  glance,  na  of  sudden  royalty; 
Tlie  proud  lilood  sprang  in  a  fiery  (low, 
Quick  o'er  bosom,  ami  cheek,  anil  brow, 
And  hst  young  vtuce  roee  (ill  tho  peaaant  si 
At  (he  thrilling  tone  and  the  fako»-kuJi; 
— "  Doat  tbou  stand  1^  tbe  toml*  of  the  glorious 

dead, 
And  bar  not  to  say,  that  their  son  ha(h  Bed  1 
'-Awayl  ha  is  lying  by  lance  and  shisid, — 
fuiDt  me  the  path  (o  bk  battle-field  t" 

TIm  ahadoWB  of  tbe  G>Test 

Ars  about  tlie  lady  now; 
She  ia  hurrying  through  the  midnif  ht  on, 

Beaeath  tite  dafk  pat  bough. 

Thcrp's  a  munnur  of  omens  In  every  leaf, 
'i'herv'a  a  wail  in  tho  atreatn  like  tb«  dirge  of  ai 


Tho  brancbps  that  rock  (he  leinpest«(rirc. 
An  groaning  liliu  things  of  troubled  lib; 
The  wind  from  (he  ba((le  seems  ruiiliing  by 
Wi(h  a  funeral  march  tlirough  (hi  gloomy  sky  [ 
The  pa(hway  ia  rugged,  and  wild,  and  long, 
But  her  frame  in  the  daring  of  love  is  titrong, 
And  her  aaul  as  on  Bivnlling  scai  upborne, 
And  girded  all  fearful  things  lo  scorn. 

Ai>d  fearful  tilings  were  around  her  Bprrad, 
When  ahc  reached  the  fii^ld  oflhe  worriorJeaJj 
There  lay  the  nolile,  the  valiant,  low— 
Ayel  iHitcne  word  apeaks  of  deeper  wo; 
Tliere  lay  tbe  /need— on  each  falli-n  head 
Mothers  vain  btcHiings  and  tears  had  shed ; 
Sisters  were  watchinK  iti  many  a  home 
For  tho  feltrred  footstep,  no  more  to  come  ; 
Names  in  the  prayer  of  (hat  ni^ht  were  spkeii. 
Whose  claim  unto  kindred  prayer  woi  broken ; 
And  tlie  firo  was  heaped,  and  tbe  brijjht  wtue 

For  (hoae,  now  needing  nor  hearth  nor  board ; 
Only  a  requiem,  a  shroud,  a  knell, 
And  oh!  ye  beloved  of  women,  farewell  1 

Silently,  with  lipa  compressed. 
Pale  hanila  clasped  above  ber  breaet, 
Sutcly  brow  of  anguish  high,  ' 

Deathlike  cheek,  hut  dauntless  eye ; 
Silently,  o'er  that  red  plain. 
Moved  (he  lady  'midit  the  slain. 

Sometimes  i(  seemed  as  a  charging  cry, 
Or  the  ringing  trajDp  of  a  steed,  came  nigh; 
Sometimes  a  blast  of  (he  Paynim  horn. 
Sudden  and  shnii  from  the  mounliuna  bome; 
And  lier  maidena  (renibled ; — but  on  her  ear 
No  meaning  fell  with  those  sounds  of  fcsr ; 
They  bad  less  of  mastery  to  shake  bei  iMw, 
Than  Ihe  quivrring,  erewhile,  of  an  aspen  bou^ 
She  searchrd  in(o  many  an  unclosed  eyc^ 
That  looked,  without  soul,  to  the  starry  sky; 

owed  down  o'er  many  a  shatlercd  \>naM. 
Sbo  lifted  up  helmet  and  cloven  crest — 

NM  (here,  not  there  he  lay  > 
Lead  where  the  most  hath  been  dared  and  doni., 
Wliere  the  heart  oflho  baUle  bath  bled— lead  •»)> 
And  the  vassal  look  the  way. 

He  turned  to  a  dark  and  looely  tree, 

That  waved  o'er  a  fountain  ted; 
Oh '.  swiftest  fAere  had  tbe  currents  Iree 

FrsBt  nobk)  veins  baen  shed. 

ThkkeM  tbeic  tha  apear-heaJi  gleamed, 
And  the  scattered  plumage  streainuii, 
And  the  broken  ahields  were  loMtkl, 
An<l  tlie  ^ivered  lances  croaecd. 
And  the  mail-clad  aleepen  round 
MaJs  the  bamsl  of  that  gmind. 
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ITe  WW  there  I  the  leuler  amulst  hU  l<nn>l, 
Where  the  fiitliful  hwl  mnde  their  Jut  vain  lUnJ, 
Hb  ttm  there '.  bnt  sflenlionV  glsnco  BloitB 
The  dirklf-chsngeJ  in  ibiit  hour  huJ  hnawn ; 
With  the  lakhinn  jet  in  hia  njM  huxl  graiped, 
And  a  btnner  oT  France  to  hit  hoeom  claiped, 
And  the  form  th»t  of  conflict  bora  fearful  traee, 
And  th«race — ahl  apeak  not  of  thai  deail  fiu»I 
A*  it  lay  to  ananer  lore'a  look  no  more, 
Yet  never  so  prondl;  loved  before  I 
She  qaelled  in  bar  loul  tbo  deep  dooda  of  wo, 
Tbe  tinw  wai  not  yet  lor  thdr  wave*  to  flow ; 
She  lelt  tbe  full  pretence,  the  might  of  deoth, 
Yet  there  caine  no  aoh  with  her  atniggling  breath, 
And  a  prood  aniile  ahone  o'er  her  palo  dexpair, 
Ai  she  tamed  lo  hia  fbltowera — "  Your  Lord  >>  there  I 
IjxA  on  him!  know  him  by  Karf  and  aittl ! — 
Bear  liini  awaj  with  hia  aim  to  reat !" 

Another  day — another  ni);lil — 

And  the  aailor  on  tbe  drop 
Bean  the  kxr  chant  ofa  Ainenl  rite 

FmD  tbe  lordly  ebapel  aireep; 

II  come*  WTth  a  bndien  and  maffleJ  lone. 

At  if  that  rite  were  in  tariOT  done ; 

Vel  the  aong  'nudat  the  aeai  hath  a  thrilling  power, 

At)d  he  knowi  'tit  ■  chieftMn'*  boricd  hour. 

Ilnniein;,  In  bar  and  vn, 

Tliiwigh  the  aiate  tbe  moDmen  go; 

With  a  hodied  an^  Meahhy  ticad, 

Bearing  on  the  nolile  dead. 

Sheathed  in  annoui  of  tbe  fields 

Onlj  hi*  wan  face  revealed, 

Whitnee  tbe  atill  and  aolemn  gleam 

Doth  a  alrange  aod  contraatacem  ' 

To  the  anxioui  eye*  of  that  pale  band. 

With  torehee  wavering  in  ever;  hand, 

For  they  dread  each  montent  the  ahoot  of  war. 

And  tbe  burat  of  the  Modem  Kimilat. 

There  bno  plumed  head  o'er  the  bier  lo  bend. 

No  Uotber  of  battk.  no  princdj  friend ; 

No  sound  come*  back  like  tbe  eoandi  of  yore, 

PnlD  aweeping  iivorda  from  tlie  marble  floor  j 

By  tbe  red  fbuntcin  tbe  valiant  tie, 

The  Oower  of  Provenfal  chivalry. 

But  one  fiee  itep,  and  one  lollj  heart. 

Bear  through  that  aoenc,  lo  tbe  taat,  tbrii  part. 

She  bath  led  the  death-train  of  the  bnve 

To  the  vei^  of  hi*  own  anceatmt  ^ve ; 

She  both  held  o'er  her  apirit  long  rigid  away. 

But  tbe  etmggtinii  paaoan  niiMt  now  liave  way. 

In  tbe  ehe^,  half  aeen  through  her  niouming  veil, 

By  torn*  doe*  tbe  twill  blood  flu^  and  M; 

The  pride  on  the  lip  i*  lingerini;  atill. 

Bat  it  abakr*  n*  a  flame  to  the  blaat  might  thrill ; 

Anguish  and  Triumph  are  met  at  atrife, 

ttenUng  the  chorda  of  her  frail  yuuni(  lite ; 


Lifting  iter  voko,  at  if  Death  might  bear. — 

"  I  have  won  thy  fame  from  the  breath  of  wrong. 
My  totfl  hath  riaen  for  thy  glory  strong! 
Now  call  mo  hence,  liv  thy  aide  lo  be, 
Tbe  world  thou  leat'al  haa  no  ])1aco  for  roe. 
The  light  goe*  with  thee,  the  joy,  tbe  worth — 
Faithful  and  Icndvr!  Ob!  call  me  forthl 
Give  me  my  home  on  thy  noble  heart, — 
Well  have  we  loved,  let  ua  both  depart !" — 
And  pnle  on  tlie  breast  of  tbe  Deail  ahe  lay. 
The  living  check  lothe  cheek  of  clay; 
Tbe  living  cheek  !— Ob  !  it  wna  not  vain, 
That  itrife  of  the  apirit  to  rend  it*  chain ; 
She  ia  Ihere  at  real  in  her  place  of  pride. 
In  death  how  quccn-like — a  glorioiu  biiile ! 

Joy  fortlie  frml  One!— alie  might  not  aUy 

When  tlic  crown  bad  fallen  from  lier  Ufe  avray; 

She  might  not  linger — a  weary  ttiing, 

A  dove,  with  no  home  lor  it*  broken  wing. 

Thrown  on  tbe  harahnen  of  alien  akie*. 

That  know  not  iu  own  land't  melodies 

From  the  long  beart-wiihsring  early  gone ; 

She  hath  lived— *he  hath  tored— her  tatk  i«  d^'^u  ' 


T(4oiiU]Jlt  da  la  moR  M  dt  la  vlt  1 

THERE  wa>  mutic  on  the  midnight; — 
From  a  royal  fane  it  rolled. 

And  B  mighty  bell,  each  pnuae  between. 

Sternly  and  alowly  tollul. 
Strange  wa*  their  mingling  in  tbe  tky, 

It  huabed  the  liatener'a  breath  ; 
For  the  muNC  apohe  of  triumph  high. 

The  bnely  bell,  of  death. 

There  wu  hurrying  through  tlie  midnight 

A  aound  of  many  leet ; 
Bat  they  fell  with  a  muffled  fearfalDea*, 

Along  the  ahadowy  atroct ; 
And  nfler,  Unler,  grew  th«r  tread, 

Aa  it  neand  the  niinHter-gnla, 
Whence  a  broad  and  aoIcmn  lighl  wa*  aheii 

From  a  acene  of  royal  atate. 

Fall  glowed  the  rtnmg  red  radiance, 

In  tbe  centre  of  the  nnve, 
Where  Ihe  [Mi  ofa  purple  canopy 

Swept  down  in  many  a  wave : 
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Loatling  (he  marble  putoioerit  old 
With  ■  Height  of  goi^ooua  gloom. 

For  aoniRlhing  U;  'miilil  their  fietteil  gold, 
Lik«  t.  shuJovr  of  |ha  tomlh 

AnJ  within  th&t  rich  pavilion, 

tli);h  on  i  glittering  Ihrona, 
A  woman's  forin  mt  lilently, 

'Midst  the  glare  of  light  alone. 
Her  jcwplled  robea  tell  strangely  Mill- 

7' he  drapery  on  her  breiut 
SeroHd  with  no  pulse  beneath  to  thrill. 

So  atonelike  wu  iU  test ! 

But  a  peal  of  lordly  mUMO 

Shook  e'en  tlie  dust  below, 
When  Iha  burning  gold  of  Iho  diulem 

Was  let  qn  her  pallid  browl 
Then  died  away  that  haughty  sound. 

And  Irom  the  encircling  bond 
Slept  Piioce  and  Chief,  'niidsl  Ihe  hush  profou 

With  homage  to  her  hand- 
Why  psHcd  a  faint,  eoid  ahuddeiing 

Over  each  msitial  frame, 
As  one  by  one,  to  touch  that  band, 

NoUe  and  leader  camel 
Was  not  the  settled  aspect  flurl 

Did  not  a  queenly  grace, 
Under  the  parted  ebon  hair, 

Sit  on  the  pals  still  face  1 

Death!  Death  I  eanit  tlum  be  lovely 

Unto  the  eye  of  Lifel 
I*  not  each  pulse  of  the  quick  high  breast 

With  thy  cold  mien  al  strife  1 
—  It  was  a  strange  and  Gmrful  sight. 

The  eronn  upon  that  head, 
The  glorious  robes,  and  the  blau  of  light. 

All  gathered  round  the  Dead! 

And  beside  tier  stood  in  rilonce 

One  with  a  brow  as  palo, 
And  white  lipa  rigidly  conipressnl. 

Lest  the  strong  heart  should  fiul: 
Kine  Pedro,  with  ajealous  eye. 

Watching  the  homage  dune, 
By  the  land's  flower  and  chivalry, 

To  her,  his  martyred  one. 

But  on  dw  Sux  ho  looted  not. 

Which  once  his  star  had  been; 
To  etery  form  his  glanco  was  turned, 

Save  of  the  hreathless  queen : 
Though  ■ometbinj;,  nnn  from  the  grave's  embn 

Of  her  beauty  still  was  tlwrr, 
(1*  hiH«  were  all  of  that  aliDdowy  place. 

It  wu  not  lor  Aim  to  bear. 


Alas  1  tlie  crown,  Ihe  sceptre, 
le  treasures  of  Ihe  earth. 
Anil  l8e  priceliw  lovo  thai  poured  ihoso  gilla, 

Ahke  of  WBsiod  worth '. 
The  riles  are  clnaed: — bear  back  Che  Dead 

Unto  Ihe  chamber  deep) 
Lay  down  again  ihe  royal  head. 

Dust  with  the  dust  to  sleep! 

There  is  music  on  the  midnight— 

A  requii>mMid  and  slow. 
As  tlie  mourners  through  the  sounding  wsle 

I  n  dark  procesnon  go ; 
And  the  rini;  ofntstCi  and  the  starry  crown. 

And  all  the  rich  array. 
Are  Iwme  to  llie  house  of  silence  down. 

With  her,  that  queen  of  chiyj 

And  tcarlesiily  and  firmly 

King  Pedro  led  the  train,— 
But  his  face  was  wrapt  in  his  folding  robe. 

When  they  lowered  the  Just  again. 
'T  is  hushed  Bl  last  the  tomb  above, 

Hymns  Jie,  and  stcpa  depart; 
Who  called  thro  strong  as  Death,  O  Lovcl 

MigklicT  thou  wast  and  ^irt. 


In  lliedpcp  hour  of  dreams, 
Through  Ihe  dark  woods  and  past  [h> 


Unto' thy  shrine  I  bear 
Nighl-blowing  Aowen,  like  my  own  heart,  to  tk 

All,all  unfolded  there. 
Beneath  the  meekness  of  thy  pitying  aye. 

F'T  thou,  that  once  didst  more, 
In  thy  still  beauty,  through  an  early  buioe. 

Thou  know'tl  the  grief,  Ihe  love, 
The  fear  of  woman's  soul ;— lo  Ihee  I  come ! 

r,       Many,  and  sad,  and  deep, 

Were  the  thoughts  folded  in  Ihy  silent  br«Mti 
I     Thou,  loo,  couldM  watch  and  weep — 
Hear,  gentlest  mother!  hear  a  heart  oppieatt 
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Then  m  ft  waadanng  bark 
Boning  one  Gram  me  o'er  the  icttleM  Wftve*; 

Oh!  ht  Ihj  lofteje  mark 
Bm  coumi— B«  nith  Urn,  Holint,  guide  uh] 

Mj  *aul  is  on  thit  waj; 
Mj  thoDghts  ue  travellen  o'ei  the  ((■ten  dim 

Through  the  long  wear^  iaj, 
1  wklk,  o'enhftdowed  bj  Tain  dreami  of  him. 

Aid  btiD, — and  n>e,  loo,  aid  I 
OhI  ti*  not  well,  tlui  euthl;  loTe'i  eiceni 

On  Ih;  weak  child  ia  laid 
Tbe  banleDoftoodeepalandemeM. 

Too  moch  o'er  Mm  ia  ponred 
M7  bang'i  hope— acuce  karing  HearsD  a  part; 

Tea  ftarfljDj  adored, 
>hi  make  not  himtbeehftalenerormr  heart! 

1  tfnnUe  with  ft  Mnae 

Of  grief  to  be;— I  hear  a  warning  low- 
Sweet  mother  I  call  me  heoce  I 

Thii  wild  idolatrj  moat  end  in  wo. 

Tbe  tnabled  joy  of  life, 
Lore'i  Cghtning  happlneat,  mj  aoul  hath  known ; 

And,  noro  witb  ftreiiih  atiife, 
WodU  Gdd  ita  wingi;— take  Wk,  taka  back 
thiMOwnl 

HukI  bow  tbe  wind  awept  bj  I 
Tbe  tempeat'i  tihco  come*  idling  o'er  (be  ware — 

B(^  oT  the  ■oilor'i  aje, 
And  maiden')  heart,  bleitliioth<i,guido  and  eave! 


TO  A  DEPARTED  SPIRIT. 
From  the  bright  atari,  or  from  the  viewleei  air. 
Or  ftom  aome  world  unreached  by  hamui  thought, 
Spirit,  awect  apirit '.  if  thy  home  be  there, 
And  if  Ibj  Tiaion*  witb  the  pad  be  Inught, 
Aotwer  me,  answer  me  1 

Have  ws  not  communed  brre  of  life  and  deathi 
Have  we  not  laid  that  love,  auch  love  as  our*, 
Waa  not  to  periah  aa  a  roaa'a  breath, 
To  mett  away,  like  eong  from  featat  bowsri  1 

Anawer,  oh  1  anewer  roe  I 


Thine  eye'a  laal  light  n 


a  that 


iDteiMelj,  monnifiilly,  thmngli  gathering  baza — 

Didal  thmi  bear  with  Ibee  to  the  ahore  unknown, 

Monght  of  what  lived  in  that  loi^,  aameat  gaiel 

Hear,  hear,  and  aiuwer  me ! 

"nyvoiee— it*  kiw,  eoft,  femnt,  brewcU  lone 
ThiOted  through  tbe  KropcM  of  tbe  pftiting  drift, 


lika  ft  bint  breen : — oh  t  fniin  tliat  mane  Sonn, 
Send  back  one  aound,  if  lore'a  be  qnenchlon  lilb. 
But  onae,  oh  I  aiawet  ma  [ 

In  the  atiQ  noontide,  la  the  anneot'a  huah. 

In  the  dead  boot  WT  night,  when  thought  growa 

When  the  beait'i  phantooa  fiom  the  darknan 

Peaifnlly  beautiful,  to  atrive  with  etcfp — 

Sfurit  I  then  answer  me  1 

tbe  remembrance  of  our  blended  prayer ; 
B;  alt  our  tears,  whoae  mingling  made  them  sweet, 

ir  last  hope,  the  victor  o'er  deapait; — 
Speak!  if  our  aoula  in  deathlaaa  yearning!  meet; 
Anawer  me,  answer  me  t 

The  grsfe  is  silent: — and  the  faroff  sky, 
And  the  deep  midnight— silent  all,  and  lone  I 
Oh  1  if  thy  buried  love  make  no  nply, 
'"'    I  voice  baa  Earth  1 — Hear,  jrity,  spcnk,  mine 
iwnl 

Annfer  me,  anawer  me ! 


THE  CHAMOIS  HUNTER'S  LOVE 


Tht  heart  i*  in  tbe  upper  wwld,  where  fleet  the 

Chamda  bounda. 
Thy  heart  ia  where  the  moantain-fir  shakea  to  the 

lorrrnt-aounda ;  , 

And    where  the  anow-peaka  gleam    tike  stan, 

through  tbe  atiUneas  of  tlie  air, 
And  where  tbe  Launine's*  peal  ii  heard — Huntert 

thy  heart  ia  then ! 

I  know  tlton  kjv'it  me  wall,  dear  Friend !  but  bet- 
ter, better  far, 

Thou  bv'at  that  liigli  and  haughty  Ufe,  witb  lock* 
and  slormi  at  war; 

In  the  green  aunny  vale*  with  ma,  thy  apirit  would 


And  I  will  not  aei*  to  woo  thee  d 

thy  native  heigbta^ 
With  the  (weet  mag,  oaz  laDd>a  oi 

toral  defigbta; 
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And  I  will  leaia  1117  blcMcd  boow,  m;  Faliur'* 

jo^oua  heoitli, 
With  *]]  Um  >(rioM  DMeting  then  la  tewkmcM 

and  mirth, 
With  all  tba  kind  uid  laogtiiiig  cjot,  tlwl  ia  iti 

fire-light  ^liiM, 
To  nt  fiwuken  ia  tbj  hut,^7et  knntir  tbat  thoq 


It  y  mj  joulli,  it  ii  my  Uoom,  H  it  my  gbd  free 

TUt  I  cut  Bwaj  for  thee— fiir  Ihee— >lt  rackleM 

tt  than  &n  I 
With  tremblingi  ftnd  with  «i|pli  kme,  I  Und  iny- 

■eirto  dwell 
Yet,  yet  I  would  not  chivnge  that  lot, — oh  do  !  I 

lore  too  welt  I 

A  mourniul  thing  ii  loie  which  gram  to  one  m 

wild  u  thou, 
With  that  blight  natluHiKsa  of  eje,  tbml  tunektM 

fin  of  brawl 
Moumial  1 — but  deuer  fu  1  mO  ila  mingled  &>t 

udpiide, 
Artd  tbe  tronlde  <d  it*  IwppuMM,  thin  aught  on 

earth  beade. 

To  Tutan  lor  thy  ilep  in  vain,  to  itait  >1  every 

breath, 
To  watch  throagh  loi^  long  ni^ti  at  atono,  to 

deep  and  dnam  of  death, 
To  wuke  in  doubt  and  lonelineae — thia  doom  1 

AdiI  yet  I  will  be  thine,  my  Love  I  and  yet  I  will 
bo  thine  I 

That  I  may  greet  thn  Irom  thiiM  AIpe,  when 

thence  thou  com^  at  laat, 
That  I  may  hear  thy  thrilling  idee  (ell  o'er  < 

danger  paat, 
That  I  may  kneel  and  praj  for  thee,  and 

tbee  aid  divine, — 
F<a  thia  I  will  be  thine,  my  L010I  for  Ihl*  I  will 

be  ibinel 


Ibiai,  redli«  lodlfiiuHlr 


llahed  hliHinB  a  towwhlp  of 
h*  mm  of  ijniiaihj  ivIdoiI 
nluMiiim  puikaUflir  en  ihe 

ip  hUlaimixn  aAenifaEdi,dDg 


But  my  heart  ia  |ugh  and  feaileaa. 

Am  by  mighty  winga  upborne; 
The  moontain  eagle  hath  not  ^umeo 

So  itrong  a*  Love  and  Scom. 
I  have  raiaed  thee  frnn  tbe  gra*»«od, 

By  Ihe  while  man'*  path  defiled ; 
On  to  Ih'  anceatral  wiklemeii, 

1  bear  thy  duit,  my  child! 
I  have  aaked  the  ancient  deaeita 

To  giTo  my  dead  a  place. 
Where  the  atatcty  (ootitape  ot  tbe  lieo 

Alone  should  lean  a  traoe. 

And  the  t«emng  pinea  made  anawer— 

"Qo,  bring  ue  back  thine  ownl" 
And  the  atreami  from  all  the  hunten'  hOil, 

Ruabed  with  an  echoiiig  toDe. 
Thoo  ihalt  rat  hy  lounding  waten 

Thft  yet  untamed  may  roll ; 
The  voioea  of  that  chalnten  hdct 

With  joy  shall  fill  thy  eouL 
In  the  nlence  of  the  midDigb 

I  journey  with  the  dead, 
^here  the  arrowi  of  my  IMxt't  bow 

Their  Ikkon  fiight  have  aped. 
I  ha*e  left  the  tpaUar's  dwellings. 

Par  evMinore,  behind; 
Unmingled  with  their  houaehidd  Mai>d^ 

For  me  shall  sweep  the  wind. 
Alone,  amidst  their  hearth-fires, 

I  watched  my  cliild'a  decay, 
Uncheered,  1  saw  the  spirit-light  , 

From  hia  young  eyes  fade  away. 
When  his  head  sank  on  mj  bosom. 

When  the  desth-eleop  o'er  him  fell, 
Wat  there  one  to  aay,  "  A  friend  ia  nearl* 

There  was  none!— pale  race,  fareweUt 

To  the  kretu,  to  Ok  cedar*. 

To  the  warrior  aftd  his  bow. 
Back,  beck '. — I  bore  thee  laughing  thence, 

1  bear  thee  slumbering  nowl 
I  bear  thee  unto  hnrial 

With  the  mighty  hunten  gone;  ' 

I  shall  hear  thee  in  the  Ibrest-brMM, 

Thou  wilt  speak  of  joy,  my  son  I 
In  the  silence  of  the  midnight 

I  journey  with  the  dead; 
But  my  heart  it  strong,  my  step  it  fleet, 

My  lather'i  path  I  trend. 
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SONG  OF  EMIGRATION. 
TunB  wu  beard  >  aong  on  the  chioMni;  ae*, 
A  mingled  breathing  of  grief  uid  gl«; 
Mcn'i  voice,  unbroken  bjr  Mgbf  wu  there, 
Filling  wkh  triamph  Ihe  lunnyur; 
Of  fre^greeo  Unile,  tad  ofpuUre*  naw, 
It  MP&  while  tha  buk  throagh  the  miTge*  Daw. 

Bvt  ever  uhI  anon 


^  Awaj,  away  o'^r  the  fMining  main  I" 

ThM  wu  the  Iree  ami  the  jojoua  ■tmiit^- 
"  Then  are  dearer  (kiea  than  oun,  afar, 
Wa  will  abape  our  eouiae  by  a  briefer  atar; 
There  are  plunawboae  verdure  BO  foot  bath  praned, 
And  wboe  wealth  ia  all  ibi  th*  6ni  ttara  gueat." 

"But  aleil  that  we  ahoald  ga" 
— Sang  the  farewell  loicea  then — 

"From  the  homeateada,  warm  and  lixr. 
By  the  brook  and  in  Ihe  glen  r 

**  We  win  rear  new  homea  under  treea  that  glow, 
Aa  if  gema  were  the  Irultaga  of  every  bough ; 
O'er  out  white  walla  ne  will  train  the  vine, 
And  ait  in  ita  ahadow  at  day'c  ikctine ; 
And  watdi  our  heida,  aa  they  range  at  wilt 
TfanHigb  the  green  aavannaa,  all  bri^  and  Mill." 

"  But  no  for  that  aweet  ahade 
Of  the  flowering  ocdurd-tnaa. 

Where  fint  oar  children  played 
'Midat  the  biida  and  honey  beea  1* 

'  An,  an  our  own  ahall  the  foteata  be, 

Aa  to  the  bound  of  the  rocbnch  ihie  1 

Nou  ahall  aay, '  Hithei,  no  further  paaa  t' 

We  will  tnck  each  atep  through  tbe  wavy  gnaa ; 

We  will  chaH  the  elk  in  hia  apeeil  and  might, 

And  bnng  proud  apola  to  the  hearth  at  nigkt.'' 

"  Bat,  oh  I  the  gray  church-tower, 
And  the  aooitd  of  Sabbath-beti, 

And  the  aheherod  garden-bower, — 
We  have  bid  Ihem  all  fanweUl" 

"  '^e  win  give  tbe  namea  of  oar  fearleaa  laee 
To  each  bright  river  whan  oourae  we  trace ; 
We  wUl  leave  our  memory  with  mounta  and  floods, 
And  the  pKth  of  oar  daring  in  bonndteaa  woodat 
And  OUT  works  onto  many  a  lake'e  green  ahere, 
Where  the  Indiaii'a  gravee  lay,  alone,  befcn  " 

"  Bat  who  ahall  teach  the  flowera, 
Whieh  our  children  loved,  to  dwelt 

[naaoilthatianotoural 
— Home,  home  and  frienda,  iiireweU  1" 


OitTidt^i  WaOauUiii. 

Tbikk  wen  ligbta  ^nd  aounda  of  revelling  In  the 

vaaqraabed  eity'i  halk, 
Aa  by  night  the  feaat  of  victory  waa  hdd  within 

iU  walla; 
And  the  eonqneron  Gtlnl  the ' 


He  looked  down  ftom  the  fottreae  won,  cti  the 

tenia  and  towan  below. 
The  nwon-lit  aea,   the  Vxct^lit  atiaeta,— and  a 

gloom  ame  o'er  tua  brow : 

I  voice  ortbainamla  flaatal  ap,  with  tin  horn 

and  cymbal'*  lone ; 
But  hia  heart,  'midat  that  proad  mowe,  felt  men 

tMerlyakne. 

And  ha  cried,  "  Tboa  Bit  mine,  (air  city !  thoa  dty 

oflbeaeal 
But,  oh  1  what  portion  of  d«^gfat  lamina  at  laat  in 

tbeel 
-I  am  lonely  'midat  thy  palacea^  while  the  glad 

waves  paat  tlMnn  kU, 
And  the  aofl  breath  of  tUne  ontngHiowen  n 

Boomliil  lo  my  as>]. 

"  My  brothor !  oh !  my  brother !  thoa  art  grao,— 

the  tme  and  brave, 
And  tlie  hauglily  joy  of  victory  hath  died  Bpon  thv 

grave; 
There  are  many  round  my  throne  to  aland,  and  to 

raardi  wbno  I  lead  on; 
There  waa  en*  to  tsae  me  in  tha  worid, — my  bn- 


"  In  the  desert,  in  the  battle,  in  the  ocean  tempeat'i 

wrath, 
We  itoad  together,  aide  by  ads;  one  hope  waa 

oun, — on«  path ; 
Tbcai  bait  wrapped  me  in  thy  aoldter^  ctoak,  tmw 

haat  fenced  ms  with  thy  breaat; 
Thou  heat  watched  beaida  my  ooocb  of  iiMt>— «h ' 

braveat  bsait,  and  baatl  , 


Thn  [riaf  of  FtrdUwiA  Klnf  of  Amgi^  fci  ChataaM 
hWbnihM,  nuB  hdi^  who  *n  tUlnl  duriia  Un  4e|a  at 
Napta^baAolnflrdaBftMdbTAahlHirtwiHnMaa.  li 
b  aka  ihi  nt^acl  of  ooa  or  Ua  oU  q^aU  »i«i*  ta  Itfcl 
twi'i  bMaiifol  egOnato 
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■  1  ne'the  faOln  lights  araand; — o'er  >  dull  mhI 

world  they  ihiix ; 
I  bur  the  ycKm  of  licCoTj— in?  Pedro!  when 

thint? 
The  only  Toice  in  whow  kind  tone  tn?  ipirit  fonnd 

reply  1— 
Oh  I  brotberl  I  bare  bought  too  ilaor  Ihii  hdtow 

ptgeuitiy! 

"  I  b*Te  horta,  uid  gkUaot  fleeta,  to  apnod  ny  glory 

and  mj  twty. 
And  chie£i  to  leml  them  Saiiemlj] — my/ritnd 

hath  paned  awaj  I 
For  the  kindly  look,  the  word  of  cbeei,  my  heart 

may  thint  in  Tain, 
And  the  face  that  iTaaa>%ht  to  mine-^t  can  not 

"  I  hare  made  thy  blood,  thy  bithfol  blood,  the  of- 
fering far  a  etown  ^ 
With  lore,  which  earth  bestow*  not  twice,  I  hare 


Hoir  often  win  my  weary  heart  'iiudet  the  tonnda 

irf'  triumph  die, 
When  I  thinikof  thee,in;bNtberl  tbon  flower  of 

'I  am  lonely— I  am  lonely!  thii  rert  iaer 

deathi 
Let  mehaar  agiin  the  riD^ng  (pear*,  and  the  bat- 

tle-tmmpet'e  breath ; 
Let  me  we  the  fiery  charger  feam,  and  the  royal 


Bnt  where  ut  thon,  my  bratberl 
low  and  early  gravel" 

And  looder  iwelled  the  •an|f  of  ji^  through  that 

And  laiter  flowed  the  red  wine  fbrlb,  by  the  ■tars' 

and  tncfaea'  light; 
But  low  and  deep,aniiilstthemirth,wM  beard  the 

eooqneroT'i  moan — 
'My  Isother!  oh  I  my  bntbert  beat  and  bni 


THE  RETnRN. 

"HAtT  thon  come  with  the  heart  of  IbyeUldbood 
baekT 
The  free,  the  pure,  the  kindT' 
Ho  mnrmnred  the  tree*  in  my  botneward  track, 
Aa  they  played  to  the  mountain-wiDd. 

'  tlatD  tUyMolDeentruetoilieariy  brel" 

Whiapered  my  natiTe  ttnami ; 
*  Hath  the  epirit  nnned  amidat  bill  and  grore, 

Sull  ivrend  it*  flnt  high  dreams  V 


"  Baal  tbon  borne  in  thy  boaom  the  hidj  prayer 

Of  the  child  in  lui  parenlbdUT 
— Tbns  breathed  a  voice  on  the  thrilling  air, 

From  the  dd  anceatral  walla. 

"  Halt  thou  kept  thy  faith  with  tbe  fiulbful  dead. 

Whose  place  of  leatiiliigbl 
With  the  father's  blessing  o'er  thee  abed. 

With  the  mother'a  tnuting  eye  1" 

— Then  my  tears  gushed  forth  in  andJen  rain, 

As  I  answered — "  O,  ye  abades  I 
I  bring  not  my  childhood's  heart  again 

To  the  fieedom  of  yout  glulea. 

'  I  bate  turned  from  my  find  pore  lore  ande, 

O  bright  and  happy  atreama ! 
Light  after  light,  in  my  soul  bare  died 

Tbe  day-spring's  glorimu  dreams. 

"And  tbe  holy  prayer  fram  my  thoughts  hath 

The  prayer  at  my  mother'a  knee ; 
Darkened  and  troubled  1  come  at  1^ 
Home  of  my  Inyish  glee  I 

"Bat  I  bear  from  my  childhood  a  gift  of  tears, 

To  soften  and  atone ; 
And  oh !  ye  scenea  of  thoss  blessed  years 

They  ahall  make  me  again  yont  own." 


THE  VAUDQIS'  WIFE." 


ADd*lMiii)ii>hHnbaih«Hi]  ia1m,alir  lUBfc— 
And  la  li  mUlgue  ibj  wa't  nam— 


Tut  Toice  is  in  mine  ear,  beloTedl 

Tby  look  is  in  my  heart, 
Thy  boaom  is  my  resling-place, 

And  yet  I  mnat  depart. 
Earth  on  my  soul  is  atioag — too  strong— 

Toopreciaile  is  its  chain. 
All  woTen  of  thy  love,  dear  fHend, 

Yet  Tain— Ihoogfa  mighty— vain ' 

•  Ilia  irifc  of  a  Vtndols  haikr,  In  OH  cf  ih>  iiiul 
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Thoa  Mo'rt  mine  eje  grow  dim,  bclarad  I 

Thoa  ne'it  my  lile-Uood  floi*. — 
Bow  to  Uw  cluutener  alenU;, 

And  calmly  1st  me  go  I 
A  tiltk  while  betwMii  our  heuta 

The  ahulowy  gulf  miut  lie^ 
Yet  hare  we  Ibi  ihdi  commonuig 

Still,  atin  Eternity! 

Alu  I  thy  te«n  ue  en  my  cheek, 

My  B[Mrit  they  detain ; 
1  know  Ibtt  rrom  thine  agon; 

b  wmng  that  burning  nin. 
Beet,  kiodeet,  weep  not; — make  the  pang, 

The  bitter  conflict,  leat— 
OhI  nd  it  U,  and  yet  a  joy, 

To  feel  thy  lore'*  exceei  I 

Bntcalmtheel    Let  the  Ihought  of  death 

A  aolemn  peace  realore  I 
The  Toice  that  mnit  be  gileiit  ■oon, 

Would  apeak  to  thee  once  mnre, 
That  than  ouyit  bear  ita  bkMing  on 

Thioagh  yean  of  after  life — 
A  ti^n  of  contoGng  lore, 

Ef«D  hoa  thi*  hoar  of  •triCi. 

I  Vkm  thee  (or  lite  noble  heart. 

The  tender,  and  the  true, 
Where  mine  hath  found  the  bappiert  retf 

That  e'er  Jbnd  woman's  knew; 
1  bleM  thee,  bithrut  friend  and  guide, 

For  mj  own,  my  treasured  ahan, 
Id  the  moumRil  lecreta  of  thy  loul, 

Id  thy  sorrow,  in  thy  prayer. 

1  bless  thee  fbr  kind  looks  and  word* 

Showered  on  ray  path  like  deW, 
bor  all  the  love  in  those  deep  eyes, 

A  gladness  erer  new! 
vat  the  Toice  which  ne'er  to  mine  replud 

Bot  ID  kindly  tone*  of  cheer ; 
For  erary  spring  of  happineaa 

My  •oul  hath  lasted  beral 

I  Weestnee  fcrtbe  last  rich  boon 

Won  from  affection  tri«I, 
The  right  to  guB  on  death  with  thee. 

To  periih  by  thy  aide  I 
And  Jet  more  for  the  ^oiions  hope 

ETsn  to  (Aese  moments  giien — 
Did  DM  My  spirit  stst  lift 

The  trust  of  mJne  to  HwTen? 

Now  be  Mou  strong!  OhI  knew  we  not 

Oar  path  most  leadtothisl 
A  shadow  and  Mlrerobllng  itill 

Wen  mmgied  with  our  Miss! 
We  plighted  our  young  hearta  when  ttama 

Wen  dark  npon  tlie  ik;. 


Be  strong  I  I  leave  tho  living  mice 

Of  this,  my  martyred  btood, 
With  the  tiiouaand  echoes  of  the  hillt, 

With  the  torrent's  foaming  flood,— 
A  s|arit  midt  the  caves  to  dwell, 

A  token  on  the  air, 
To  nxue  the  valiant  from  repose, 

Ttw  fainting  from  despair. 

Hear  it,  and  bear  thou  on,  my  love! 

Aye,  joyously  endun  1 
Oar  mountains  muit  be  altan  yet. 

Inviolate  and  pure ; 
There  must  our  God  bs  wonhipped  itill 

With  the  wcnship  of  the  li<ee-- 
Farewell ! — there's  but  ose  pang  in  death, 

One  only, — leaving  thee  1 


THE  ODERILL'A  LEADER'S  TOW 

AH  mj  pmojr  mmI 


Mt  battle-vow  1— no  minster  waits 

Gave  back  the  burning  word. 
Nor  eroaa  Dor  shrine  the  low  deep  lone 

Of  smothered  vengeance  tieard; 
But  the  Bihea  of  a  mined  home 

Thrilled  a*  it  itemly  roeo, 
With  the  mingling  vtnce  of  blood  (hat  atiook 

The  midnight's  dark  repoae. 

I  breathed  it  not  o'er  kingly  tomba, 

But  where  my  children  lay, 
And  the  iMrtled  vulture  at  mj  rtep. 

Soared  from  their  predous  clay. 
1  stood  amidst  my  dead  alone — 

1  kUsed  thdr  lips — I  poured, 
In  the  strong  sUenee  of  that  hoar, 

My  spirit  im  my  sword. 

Ths  roof-tree  &Il'n,  the  smouldering  SoM 

The  blackened  lhTeshold.stone, 
The  bright  hair  torn,  and  soiled  with  blood. 

Wboee  fountain  was  my  own ; 
These,  and  the  everlasting  hillr 

Bore  witness  that  wild  nij{bt; 
Befbn  them  ruee  th'  avenger's  soul. 

In  crushed  aflection's  might. 

The  stars,  the  searching  stars  of  beaven 
With  keen  looks  would  nplmudL 


.y  Google 


MRS.  HEMANS-  WORKS. 


irfexn  bd;  botrt  tlM  toy  *ow, 

Bcand  on  il  then,  couM  f*d«. 
Tb«7  lura  no  cbum!'-Go,  ■iik  Ihc  atnau* 

Tluit  bf  my  p*lb«  hara  (wept, 
Tba  ml  wKnt  that  unatuiwd  wen  boriH- 

Bo«  lulh  m;  faith  been  kepti 

And  «lh«r  «jtt  an  on  mj  wnl, 

That  nam,  nerer  daw, 
Tka  aad,  iwcet  ^ancw  (rf'ltia  loa» 

They  leaTe  dm  no  npoaa. 
Haunting  m;  lught-iTalcb  'miilat  tlie  ncki, 

And  by  the  torrent's  foam, 
ThiDogh  the  daric-ioUing  miata  Ihey  ahine. 

Fall,  full  of  k>ie  and  horoel 

Alaal  ths  monntain  eagle'a  hurt, 

When  fnonged,  may  ]ret  find  rest ; 
tkomlDg  the  pUes  made  JCTelata, 

Bb  aeaka  another  n«it 
But  l^yonr  lolt  looki  nake  the  thint 

That  wine  no  qoenching  rup; 
f«  drive  me  back,  my  basiMiAill 

To  lL«  Mumy  Aght  againi 


THEELA  AT  HER  LOVER'S  GRAVE.' 

niWur  irhen  ba  IWa  bvrhd! 

UK  ^ii0i  qM  h  Ha  wboto  wntd  to  ■». 

Caltndgt't  WaOaittdn. 

Twt  Toica  waa  in  my  aool  I  it  calial  me  on ; 

O  my  lost  fntoi  1  thy  voice  waa  in  my  nol ; 
From  the  cold  fadod  woilii,  wlience  thou  ait  gone, 
« lifeh  troubled  billowa  mil, 


lec 


e,Io 


lel 


Now  ipeak  to  ma  again  I  we  lo«d  ao  well— 
Ylebntdl  oh!  still,  I  know  that  atiU  w>  brol 

I  have  left  all  things  with  Ifay  doM  to  dwelt, 
Throogh  these  dim  aiile*  in  dreams  of  thet  to 


Spsak  to  DM  in  thetbriUiog  miruter's  gloomt 
S(i«akt  thou  hast  died,  and  sent  me  nofuiweUI 

I  will  Hat  shrink ,— oh  t  mighty  U  the  tomb, 
But  SOB  thing  might»c,  which  it  can  Dot  quell, 
This  woiun's  bean  1 

TU>  lone,  fUl,  fragile  heait!— the  strong  alono 

In  low  and  grief— of  both  the  burning  shrine) 

Thou,  my  soul's  lUendt  with  grief  hast.sunly 

Bill  with  the  lore  which  nuile  thy  spirit  mine, 
Sny,  couldit  thou  paitT 


I  hear  the  rustling  bannen;  and  I  beaf 
The  wind's  low  aiiipng  tbruigh  the  Aelted 

1  hear  not  thn;  and  yet  I  feel  thee  near— 
What  is  thk  bound  that  keeps  thee  from  IUm 

BRathe  it  awayl 
lw< 


Am  I  not  here,  with  night  and  death  alone. 
And  fearing  noli  and  hsth  my  spirit'i  call 
O'er  thine  no  sway  ? 

Thou  canal  not  come !  or  thus  I  ibooU  not  wecf  I 
Thy  love  is  deslhleei — but  no  longer  freel 

Soon  would  its  wing  triumphantly  o'ergweep 
The  itiewleas  barrirr,  if  such  jiower  might  ha, 
Soon,  soon,  uid  fuftt 

But  I  shall  come  to  thee!  oar  »u!a'  deep  draama, 
Gar  young  afiections,  have  not  gushed  In  vain; 

Soon  in  one  tide  shall  blend  the  aevend  stniams. 
The  worn  heart  break  its  bonds — and  death  and 


THE  BISTERS  OP  SCIO. 


Dd  laa  iM  b>  dlridad,    ainxig  ifracilnii 


Sister,  sweet  Sister!  let  me  weep  awhile! 
Bear  with  roe — give  the  sudden  pwMon  way  I 
Thoughts  of  our  own  lost  home,  our  sunny  isle, 
Come,  asa  wind  that  o'er  a  iced  hath  awayj 
Tin  my  heart  dies  with  yearninga  and  nek  feais; 
Ohi  wukl  my  life  melt  from  me  In  Iheae  tears  I 

Our  bther's  vxce,  our  motluT's  gentle  eys, 
Our  brother's  bounding  step— when  an  they, 


Dewlale,  desolate  <a 

How  hait  Ihon  won  thy  spirit  liwn  dispaitl 
mincewiftahadowB,  gusts  of  terror,  sii«sp; — 

I  link  away — bear  with  me — 1st  me  weep  I" 

'  Yesl  weep,  my  Sisterl  weep,  till  from  thy  licBrt 
The  WMght  Sow  forth  in  tean;  yet  aok  tiiou 
ttoti 
I  land  my  sorrow  to  a  lofty  part. 

For  tbee,  my  gentlo  onet  oor  orphan  lot 
To  meet  in  quenchless  trust-,  my  aid  bstrang- 
Tbou,  too,  wilt  lise'ia  holy  might  an  kmg. 
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"  A  bnath  <tf  oar  6ca  Iibivmi  uuI  aoUa  dn«, 

A  nwnn?  of  our  old  lieloriniM  deul, — 
Tbaae  niuiUo  ma  wilh  power!  and  tbougb  their 

fltM 

In  » (ml  c«MeT  briefly  msy  be  shed, 
Vet  rtiBll  thej  light  tM  onwimJ,  nde  bj  nile;— 
a»ie  the  wild  binlB,  md  bira  not  at,  n  goide  1 
"Cbeer,  then,  beloredl  mi  whoee  meek  biowialrt 

Oar  motber'i  iiuafri!  —in  whoM  Tince  a  lone, 
A  ftdot  sweet  lODlld  iiT  her"*  '»  iingoing  ;et. 

An  eebo  of  oar  clubUiood'a  moue  gone  ;— 
Cheer  thee!  tby  Bialer'i  beut  Lnd  bitb  are  high; 
Our  {wth  i>  aa>-  irilh  tbee  I  lire  and  dieF' 


ffhjn 


BERNARDO  DEL  CARPIO. 

J  c«li)>ntiy]  Spmieh  chamjMon,  Eemsido  del 

Ctrpio,  having  made  many  ineffectual  effort*  to 
pncDT*  the  TvleaM  of  bia  lather,  the  Count  Sal- 
dana,  wlio  had  been  imprieoned  hy  King  AlfonM 
of  A«uria»,  ainieet  from  the  time  of  Bemafdo'e 
birth,  at  lait  took  np  anna  in  dnpair.  The  wai 
whifh  he  maintained  proved  ao  doatnjctiva  that 
the  men  ofthe  land  galhfredround  the  King,  and 
anited  in  demanding  Saldana'e  liberty.  Alfonno, 
aeconlingty,  offered  Bernardo  immediatopoBaearaon 
of  hia  father'e  peraon,  in  eichange  for  hii  caatto 
ofCarpio.  Betnaidu,  without  heaitaiion,gaTenp 
hk  atrong-hold,  with  aU  bia  capUvea;  and  being 
aaored  that  hi»  falbai  waa  Uwn  on  hii  way  fr-" 
yriaon,  lode  forth  with  Ihe  King  to  meet  b 
"And  when  he  eaw  bia  fiither  approaching,  ho 
exclaimed,"  aaja  the  andent  chronicle,  '"Oh, 
God!  ii  the  Count  of  Saldana  indeed  coming!'— 
'Look  where  he  »,'  replied  the  cruel  King,  'and 
DOW  go  and  greet  lum  whom  you  have  ao  long 
deaiied  to  aee.'"  Tbo  remainder  of  the  rtoiy  win 
b*  Ibnnd  related  in  the  ballad.  The  chioniclee 
and  romancea  leave  na  nearly  in  Ibo  dark  a«  to 
BerDaldo'a  luriory  after  thia  erenL 

Tse  warrior  Inwed  hia  cicated  head,  and  tamed 

lua  heart  of  fire, 
And  lued  the  baaghty  king  to  free  lua  kmg-im- 

piiaoned  Hie; 
« 1  bring  thoo  here  my  fortieea  Jwja,  I  bring  my 

I  pledge  Ihee  laitb,  my  liege,  my  fcwd !— t*,  break 

my  ftther'a chain!" 
''B■^  liael  even  now  thy  father  eo 

BOEned  man  tfiia  day; 
Monot  thj  good  borae,  and  than  and  I  wiU  meet 

him  on  hia  way." 
Than  lightly  roae  that  loyal  son,  and  bounded  on 

biaalMd, 
AbI  luged,  a*  if  with  lance  in  reM,  the  obwrgei'i 

banvRieed. 


And  lol  from  &i,  ka  on  they  preaaed,  then  eauM 

glittering  band, 
Wilh  one  that  'midat  tLam  atalely  rode,  aa  a  \udm 

in  the  land ; 
Now  haate,  Bernardo,  baatel  br  Uieie,  in  Tery 
truth,  is  he, 
The  father  whom  tby  faithful  heart  bath  yoamed 
a  long  to  see." 

Hia  dark  eye  flashed,  hia  pmud  breaat  beaT«d,  hia 

cb«k'a  blood  came  and  went; 
Ho  reached  that  gray-haired  chieftun'a  ude,  and 

there,  iliamounting,  bent ; 
A  lowly  knee  to  earth  he  beat,  lua  btbei^  hand 

betook,-- 
What  was  there  in  it*  touch  that  alt  his  fiery  wfLr 
ilahookl 


That  hand  waa  cold— a  fraun  thing— it  drt^ped 

from  hi*  like  lead,— 
He  knknl  up  to  Ihe  face  above— the  fao*  wai  of 

the  dead! 
A  plume  waved  o'er  the  noble  brow— the  brow 

wa*  fi>:ed  and  while; — 

met  al  last  hia  fatber'a  eyea — but  in  them  waa 

Up  from  the  ground  be  aprung,  and  gai«l,  but 

who  could  paint  that  gaiol 
They  buibeii  their  very  hearts,  thai  »a«  ila  ho»- 

They  might  have  chained  Um,  aa  before  that  atony 

farm  he  Blood, 
For  the  power  waa  alricken  from  his  aim,  and 

from  his  lip  the  blood. 

Falberr  al  length  he  munnared  low— and  wept 

like  childhood  then,— 
Talk  not  of  grief  liU  thou  bait  seen  Ihe  loan  of 

warlike  men  I— 
He  thought  on  all  hii  glorious  hopes,  and  all  bia 

young  renown, — 
He  flung  the  falchion  from  hia  ado,  and  in  the 

dual  aato  down. 

Then  covering  with  hU  atee^glovod  hand*  hli 

daricly  moumflil  brow, 
"No  more,  there  is  no  more,"  be  aaid,  'to  lift  the 

awonl  for  now. — 
My  king  ia  falae,  my  hops  betrayed,  my  Patnor- 

ohltbe  worth. 
The  giory,  and  the  lovetinea,  ar«  paawd  awaj 

fromearthl 

"1  thonghl  to  atand  where  bannera  waved,  my 

■ire!  beaide  thee  yet, 
1  would  thai  Mere  our  kindred  blood  un  Spain* 

free  aid  had  met,— 
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rhou  wonUrt  Iutb  known  m;  ■firil  Ibco, — lot, 

Ibea  mj  fieldi  ware  won, — 
And  thoa  bait  pcritbsd  in  thj  oliuiu,  m  thoagh 

tSoa  tudrtDoaonl" 

Then,  (tajtiDg  (iom  (be  gnnuid  onca  more,  he 

idled  the  oiaDarcli'i  rein, 
AmidM  Ibe  pals  and  irililared  looki  of  all  the 

Andiiritb  ft  fierce,  o'ennaMariog  gtup,  tlie  rearing 

war-hone  led, 
And  lUralif  Ml  tbam  face  to  fice,— Iba  king  be- 

(bre  tbe  dead! — 

"Cum  I  not  forth  apon  th;  pledge,  1117  fsths'a 

hap<ltoki>i7— 
BeMill,uid  gav.lhoQOD,  bliekiagl  and  tell  ma 

wbatiithii! 
The  «aii^  the  glance,  the  heart  1  aought— gave 

amwer,  where  are  the;  1 — 
If  thou  wouldit  dear  thy  pegoreJ  aoul,  aand  lile 

through  thii  c^  daj  I 

"  Into  theie  glue;  eyei  pal  light, — be  itill !  keep 
BU  then  white  lipi  a  bleiung  apeak — thia  eiith 

Gira  me  back  him  tor  whom  I  itraire,  fbr  whom 

la}!  blood  WBi  ahed, — 
Thou  onrt  not — andakingi — Hi*  duit  be  moun- 

loin*  OD  tb;  head  1" 

He  looaed  the  ateed ;  hii  ilack  hand  (ell, — upon 

the  nient  &ce  C^nMdu 

He  cut  ooe  long,  deep,  troubled  look, —  ~ 

ed  from  that  lad  jjace:  I  attended  a  funeral  where  there  were  a  numbv 

ffiahopa  waacnuhed,  hiiaftet-late  ontoldin  mar-  of  the  Gennan  Kttleri  preaent.    After  I  had  per- 
lial  itrain, —  I  formed  luch  aervlce  aa  ii  uiuil  on  aimilar  occa- 

amiditthe  billi  aiona,  a  moal  venerable-looking  c^  man  came  for- 
ward, and  asked  me  if  I  were  willing  Lhal  the; 
ahonU  perform  aome  of  their  peculiar  litea.  Ha 
opened  a  very  ancient  vernon  of  Lulber'a  Hjmna, 
and  the;  all  began  to  ainiE,  in  German,  lO  loud  that 
thewDodaechoedtheatrain.  Theft  waa  lomething 
affecting  in  the  dnging  of  tbeee  ancient  people, 
carrjiing  one  of  their  brtthrenlohu  laat  home,  and 
uiing  the  language  and  lilei  which  tbey  had 
broughl  with  them  over  the  lea  from  the  Vater- 
land,  a  word  which  often  occuiT»d  in  this  bjmn. 
'  It  wai  a  long,  alow,  and  mournful  air,  which  the; 
(Ung  aa  they  bore  the  body  along;  Ihewordi  "vxein 
lOoU,"  "metn  Brurfer,"  and  "  ValerUtnd,"  died 
.  away  in  diiknt  echoe*  amongat  the  wooda.  lahall 
long  remember  tiiat  funeral  hymn. — flsaft  R^ 
eoiUetuTiMiiftlttVaUcj/iiftheX' 


Of  mingled  prayer  they  told ;  of  Sabbath  boara; 
Of  mom'l  faifewell,  and  evening's  bleved  meeting 
Of  chUdbood'a  voice,  amidit  the  houaehotd  boners; 
And  bounding  step,  and  imile  of  joyous  greeting ; 
But  thou,  young  mother  I  to  thy  gentle  heart 
Didst  take  thy  babe,  and  meekly  *o  deparL 

How  many  hopes  have  sprang  in  radiance  beneo  I 
Their  tracs  yet  light*  ibe  dust  where  thoa  ait 

sleeping! 
A  solemn  joy  comes  o'er  me,  and  a  senao 
Of  triumph,  blent  vrith  nature'*  goah  of  weeping, 
A^  kindling  ap  the  dlent  stone,  I  see 
Tbe  gtorioua  vision,  caught  by  laith,  of  thee. 

Slnmberer !  love  call*  tbee,  for  the  night  ia  past ; 
Put  on  tbe  immortal  beauty  of  thy  waking  ! 
Captive  1  and  beai'st  thou  not  the  trumpet's  blast, 
The  k>ng,  victorious  note,  thy  bondage  breaking  1 
Then  hear'it,  tbou-answer'it,  "  God  of  eaith  and 

Heaven  I 
Horeaml,  with  the  child  whom  tboQ  bastgiveDl" 


THE  EXILE'S  DIRGE* 


Uonia  art  fooa,  aad  la' 


To  a  mraariaulj  enwonad  fit 
11lI*|dacatiaiii*Bcnla;  ndaalh  illil 
Ami  (o  Lha  bifli  aireaJoiiaihat  pnood 
Piud  dilc  ctojuncdijll. 


ifow  many  hopes  were  borne  upon  thy  hier, 
O  briile  of  striken  lovel  in  anguish  hitherl 
Like  flowers,  the  fimt  artd  faireat  of  tho  year 
Plucked  on  the  bosom  of  the  dead  to  wither; 


iram  iba  igpiikhn,  *IUi  btr  Inbm  In  har  an 
i(  !ha  Ibh  mmpM.  An  Inacriiiltoii  on  1)h 
bES}~'HmaniLOOo41  wUh-jMekUd 


jJ'^^^JIJJ*  There  went  a  dtrge  through  tbe  IbreM's  ghmn 
bawiude* — An  eiile  was  home  to  a  lonely  tomb. 

milmbaa ■ 

■  PaUUHd  In  lha  Wlatart  Wnadl  tx  ISK. 
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■■  Bnitbnr  (fO  the  chuit  wm  rang 
In  Ihe  ihimbenr'i  nttirs  (ongiw,) 
"  Frieod  uhI  btotbert  not  for  tbM 
Shall  the  •ound  of  wmpng  be  :— 
Lone  the  ElJle'i  no  h&th  Iud 
On  (bj  lile  k  withering  cbi^ ; 
Monc  from  thine  own  bine  itreaim, 
WKOdenul  through  th;  rerer-dmiiHj 
Toicee  Tram  thy  countij'i  vine*, 
Met  Ibea  'midst  the  ilien  pnei, 
And  thj  true  hear^  died  ■«■,; ; 
And  thj  ipirit  *roahl  not  ■tay." 


■  Biotbet  bjr  the  Tolling  Rhine, 
Standi  tlie  home  that  once  naa  lliin»— 
BrMber  I  now  th;  dwelling  fie* 
When  the  Indian  airow  flieal 
He  tb*l  bleat  thine  Infant  heail, 
Fill*  a  diitant  gieenawaid  bed  } 
She  that  beard  thj  liBping  pnjBr, 
Slnmben  low  bedde  him  there ; 
They  tbat  eariieet  with  thse  pi&yed, 
Ee«t  beneath  their  own  oak  ehade, 
Far,  bi  hence  1— jet  Ma  nor  ihoce 
Haply,  brother  I  part  je  more  j 
0<^  hath  called  thee  to  that  hand 
In  the  immortal  Fatherland  1" 


"Biolhn!  ware  we  there  with  thee 
Rich  would  man;  a  meeting  be  I 
Many  a  hroken  garland  bound. 
Many  a  inonmed  and  Io*t  one  fimndl 
Bnt  onr  task  i*  atill  to  bear, 
StiH  lo  breathe  in  changefol  air ; 
LoTcd  and  bright  Ibinge  to  reagn, 
Aaeren  now  this  duet  of  thine; 
Yet  to  hope  I — to  hope  in  Heann, 
Thon(^  flowere  fall,  and  [iee  be  ilfen — 
T«t  to  prayl  and  wait  the  band 
Beckoning  to  Um  Fatheriind  I" 

AM  the  icqaieai  Aed  in  the  tbrrtt't  gloom , — 
Thoy  had  reached  the  Exile'*  louely  tomh. 


THE  DREAMma  CHILD. 


Tama  eyce  am  ehaimed— thlna  ei 
Than  image  of  the  dead  I 
Aks1«  lliera  aadnea*  In  My  dream*,  my  boy  1         A  (pell  within  tbeir  aweetnea*  lie*, 
WbatdMxikltheclofldbemBiletjfl— Ueeaedchildl,     A  lirtne  thenca  ii  abed. 


And  now  tbon  tremblest! — wherefore  1 — in  tky 

Then  he*  rio  pjXt,  no  fiitare.— Thon  halt  heard 
Noaiund  ofpnugefhim  the  dittance  ndl. 
Thy  heart  beara  traoea  of  no  arrowy  word 

From  thee  no  lote  bath  gana;  tUy  mind's  young 

eye  . 
Hath  looked  not  into  Death's,  and  thence  become 
A  qoeslioner  of  mule  Eternity, 
A  weary  KarcboT  lot  a  vienleM  home  : 

Nor  hath  thy  sense  been  quickened  unto  pain, 
By  fereriib  watching  Sor  m>ioe  step  beloTed ; 
Fme  aio  thy  thoughU,  an  CTer-changeful  train, 
Olandng  Uke  dewdrope,  and  as  lightly  moieiL 

nw,  on  billows  oT  strange  paanon  tossed, 
How  alt  than  witdnred  in  the  cave  of  sleep  I 
My  gentte  child  I  'midM  what  dim  [dianlom*  lost, 
ThnsinmyiteiiMMWigaish.dort  tbon  weepi 

Awake  I  they  aadden  me— 4hoee  early  tean, 
Ptnit  gnahingi  of  the  strong  dark  riTer'i  Sow 
That  nvft  o'ersweep  thy  soul  with  cmnlng  yean 
The  unfathomable  flood  of  honun  wo  I 


Wake,  wake !  aa  yet  tAy  Qfe'a  transi 
Should  wear  the  tinge  c^niHM  but  ni 


Come  to  the  kindly  re^n  all  thine  own, 

The  home  still  bright  &r  thee  with  giurdian  lore 

Happy,  &lr  child  1  that  yet  a  mother's  Ttdoa 
Can  win  thee  back  from  risioiiary  strife  I— 
Oh  I  shaD  my  aoul,  thus  wakened  to  rejooo, 
Start  from  the  dreamlike  wilderness  oTlilel 


THE  CHARMED  PICTtlRE. 
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Oft  in  tlirir  meek  hloe  light  amhrindJ, 

A  bUnung  seem*  to  be, 
And  •ometiinei  there  m;  wijirkid  mind 

A  >tilt  repKMch  can  Me: 

And  MjmetimeB  Pity — •oft  and  deep, 

And  qvivKring  through  u  tear; 
E*en  u  if  Loni  in  Heaven  could  mtp. 

For  Qiief  left  dnwiung  ban. 

And  oh  1  my  spirit  rteeda  that  balm, 

Needs  it  'midst  Gtful  mirth ; 
'And  in  the  night-hour'a  haunted  calm, 
And  by  the  lonely  hearth. 

book  on  DM  Ikui,  whea  hollow  pniM 

Hath  made  the  weary  pine 
For  one  true  lone  or  other  dnya, 
,  One  glance  of  love  like  Ihina  t 

Look  on  me  thiu,  when  nidden  gle« 

Bean  my  quick  heart  along, 
On  wings  that  etruggle  to  be  free, 

As  bunla  of  skylark  aong. 

In  vain,  io  vain  t— loi»  aoon  are  Ut 
The  Rounde  they  can  not  flee ; 

Belter  in  childlike  taan  to  melt. 
Pouring  my  *oid  on  thee  I 

Sweet  bee,  that  o'er  my  chiklbood  ibon^ 
Whence  is  thy  power  of  change, 

Thu*  ever  abadowing  back  my  own, 
The  rapd  and  the  itnngel 


Whence  are  they  cl 

— I  know  the  mystery  well! 
tn  mine  own  tnmbling  boaom  Ue* 

The  ipitit  of  the  Ipall '. 

Of  Memory,  Conseience,  Lore,  "lii  bom— 

Oh  I  change  no  longer,  thou ! 
For  ever  be  the  bleeaing  worn 

On  thy  pure  Iboughtfol  brow  I 


PARTING  WORDS. 


Ldve  me,  oh  I  leave  me !— nnto  sU  bekiw 
Thy  presence  binds  me  with  loo  deep  a  spell ; 
Thou  mak'st  those  mortal  regioni,  whence  I  go. 
Too  niigaty  in  tddt  lordiiiesa— rarewell, 
I'hal  I  may  part  in  peace  1 

Leave  me !— tfay  footstep,  with  it*  lighted 
The  vary  shadow  of  thy  waving  hair, 


Wakes  in  my  eonl  a  feeling  loo  pHboond, 
Too  strong  Ck  anght  that  loves  and  dtesj  to  be■^- 
Ohl  bidtbeconffictceasel 

I  hear  thy  whiape^-and  the  warm  tears  gush 
Into  mine  eyes,  the  quick  pniM  Ihiilts  my  heail ; 
Thou  Ud'st  the  peace,  the  reverential  htub. 
The  still  lubmissiaa,  from  my  thought*  depart; 
Dear  ras  I  this  most  not  be. 

The  past  looks  on  me  from  thy  moumfiil  ey*^ 
The  beauty  of  oar  free  mni  vernal  day*; 
Our  communing*  with  sea,  and  hill,  and  sky 
Oh  I  take  that  bright  world  from  my  ifuiit'a  gue  t 
Thou  ait  all  earth  to  me  t 

Shut  out  the  *an*hine  from  my  dying  room, 
The  jaamine'a  breath,  thg  murmur  of  the  bee ; 
Let  Dotthe  joy  ofbird'Oolesiaeice  tbegloomt 
Tluy  speak  of  love,  of  summer,  and  of  thee, 
Too  much — and  death  ia  here  t 

Doth  our  own  spring  make  happy  muaie  now, 
Frmo  the  old  beech-roots  flashing  iolo  diy  1 
Are  the  para  liliei  imaged  in  it*  flow1 
Alas  1. vain  thoughts!  that  fondly  thus  can  stray 
From  the  dread  hour  lo  near  I 

ir  I  coold  bqt  dnw  oonrage  from  the  light 
Of  thy  dear  eye,  that  ever  shone  to  blaea  I 
—Not  now  1 'twill  not  be  now  t-^my  aching  dgU 
Drink*  from  that  Gmnt  a  flood  ofteDdeme**, 
Bearing  all  atrei^b  awaj  1 

Leave  me  1 — tboo  com'st  between  my  hcMt  tad 

I  mnildbeatillgin  voiedeaprayer  todiel 
— Why  must  our  soul*  thus  tove,  and  then  be  lireal 
Return  I  thy  parting  wakes  mine  agony  I 
—Oil,  yet  awhile  delay  1 


THE  MESSAGE  TO  THE  DEAD.* 

Thoo  'ht  pairing  benee,  my  brother  t 

Oh  I  my  earliesi  friend,  brewellt 
Tboo  'ft  leaving  me,  without  thy  voice, 

In  a  lonely  home  to  dwell ) 
And  from  the  hills,  and  from  the  bearlh, 

And  from  Qw  household-tree. 
With  thee  departs  the  lingering  mirth. 

The  brightneea  goa*  with  thee. 
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But  Ibou,  my  friend,  mj  bnther  [ 

Tboa  'rt  •peediog  to  the  ibon 
Wberetha  dirgalike  tonaof  putangwotdi 

SMI  unite  the  soul  no  nxirs  1 
And  tbvii  wilt  «  oar  hoi;  deu] ; 

The  hM  on  earth  M)d  main  J 
Into  the  (bear  of  kiodred  hearti, 

Tboa  wilt  bs  boondogaial 

Ten,  then,  our  friend  of  bojhooil, 

ThM  jet  hb  name  is  beard 
On  the  blue  mountain*,  whmce  iaa  jooth 

Pueed  like  a  iwifl  bright  lard. 
The  light  of  hi*  exulting  brow, 

TheiiMonofhiiglee, 
An  on  nw  itill— OhI  Hill  I  IruM 

That  snile  again  to  kc. 

And  tell  oar  &ir  young  niter, 

The  rote  cut  down  in  spring. 
That  jet  mj  goMng  lODi  i*  fiU«d 

With  la;*  ahe  loved  to  *ing. 
Her  aoft,  itep  eye*  look  through  my  dnam^ 

Tender  and  Billy  iwetti — ■ 
Tell  bee  my  heart  within  ma  burai 

Onaa  mere  that  gue  to  meet  1 

And  t^  our  white-haired  father, 

That  b  the  path*  he  trade, 
Tb*  child  he  knad,  the  liM  on  ear^ 

Ye(  walk*  and  worahip*  God. 
Say,  that  hi*  tart  fond  blearing  yet 

Rert*  on  my  aout  like  dew, 
And  by  it*  hallowing  might  1  tnut 

Onae  won  hia  laee  to  view. 

And  ten  our  genlle  mother, 

That  on  her  grave  I  ponr 
The  aociDWB  of  my  ^lirit  forth, 

A*  on  her  brea*!  <rf  yore. 
Happy  Ihoti  an  thataoon,  hew  ■«>&, 

Onr  good  and  bright  will  aee  1 — 
Oht  biMbai,  hrotharl  may  I  dwell, 

Ere  long,  with  tbem  and  thee  1 


THE  TWO  HOMES. 


'Midal  thoes  green  wild*  how  many  a  fbunt  Ba* 

Fringed  with  the  violet,  ooknned  whh  the  akieat 
My  boyhood'*  bannt,  throagh  day*  of  nunmei 

dreaming. 
Under  young  leaven  that  shook  with  melodies. 

My  botnel  theipjritofil*  love  i*  breathing 
In  every  wind  that'play*  acroaa  my  track ; 
From  ila  white  walla  the  very  tendrils  wreathing 
Seem  with  aolt  link*  to  draw  the  wanderer  bai^ 

s  am  I  loved — then  prayed  for— there  mf 

Sits  by  the  hearth  with  meekly  thoughtful  eye; 
There  my  young  aialera  walch  to  greet  their  ln> 

Iher 
— Soon  thrar  glad  footsteps  down  the  path  will  fly. 

Then,  in  sweet  strains  of  kindred  music  Uendinf, 
All  the  home-vtMcea  mct^  at  day'*  ileclirK; 
One  are  thoae  tones,  as  from  ons  heart  ascending, — 
Then  laughs  mjr  home — ml  itrangerl  when  ta 
thioel 

Aak>st  thou  of  mine  1— In  solemn  peace  lis  lying. 
Fat  o'er  thadeaert*  and  the  tomb*  away; 

when  /,  too,  am  loved  with  love  undying. 
And  fond  heut*  wait  my  atep~-Bat  where  an 
Iheyl 

Aak  where  the  earth'*  departed  have  their  dweU 

ing! 
Ask  of  the  clouds,  the  itan,  the  tiacktns  ait! 

w  it  not,  yet  trust  tlie  whisper,  telling 
My  lonely  heart,  that  Live  unchajigeil  is  ttiete. 

Awl  what  b  home,  and  wbeie,  but  with  the  lur- 
ing 1 
Happy  thmt  art,  tbst  so  canst  gaie  on  thins  I 
My  spirit  feel*  but,  in  it*  weary  roving, 
That  with  the  dead,  where'er  they  be,  i*  mine. 

Go  to  thy  bonw,  rejoicing  son  and  brother  1 
Bear  in  fresh  gladness  to  the  household  scene) 
~       at,  too,  watch  the  aster  and  the  mother, 
1  well  believe — but  dark  seas  roll  between. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  DEATH-B 

wis  bmUch  dii  Sonna  dnt  nmeigihil  A  k 


SsBCT  thon  my  home! — 'tis  where  yon  wooda  an 

In  tbelr  dark  richneaa,  to  the  summer  alr^  ,  — 

When  yon  blue  stream,  a  thouaand  flower-banks  Was  this;  and  now 


LAie  tkee  to  die,  llum  rani — My  boyllood'a  diet 
W...I.:..  —J .pi*.  "iththrbMun. 


laving.  Ebb*  fhim  a  &ld  of  victory  I— yet  the  hoor 

Lead*  dawn  the  hills  a  vein  of  fight,— ti*  tbem  t    Bean  bKk  upon  me,  with  a  Umnt'a  pom 

.  „Gooj^l 


MBS.  HEMANB-  WORKS. 


Natura'i  deep  longinp; — Oh  I  hi  now  kind  eje, 

WheTeinta  meet  love'*  l^rrent  farewell  gan;        : 

e<iDiB  breut  lo  piUoi*  life'i  lut  agony, 

6onw  voice,  to  apeak  of  hope  and  blighter  da;*, 

Beyond  Ihe  pau  of  ahadowa ! — But  I  go,  j 

I,  that  have  been  ao  lov«d,  go  heoM  alona; 

And  ye,  nuw  gathering  round  nay  own  hearth'* 

Sn<ct  rrienda  t  il  roaj  be  that  a  aofter  lone, 
E>cn  in  Ihia  motnent,  with  jrour  laughing  glee, 
Minglsi  it!  cadence  while  yon  apeak  of  me : 
Ofme,  joDr  eoldicr,  'midst  the  nwuntaitu  Ijing, 
On  the  red  banner  of  hii  battlei  dying, 
Far,  &r  ana;  1 — and  oh !  your  parting  prayer — 
Will  Dot  bi>  name  bo  Ibndly  rournmred  then  1 
It  will!— A  blessing  on  (hat  holy  hearth  t 
Though  eloudi  are  darkening  to  o'crcaat  iti  mirth. 
Mother  I  1  ma;  not  hear  thy  vdce  again ; 
Sideni  ye  watch  lo  greet  my  step  in  tain ; 
Fonng  l^her.  Tare  thee  well ' — on  each  dear  head 
Blenng  and  love  a  ibouaandfold  be  ahed, 
My  aoul'i  last  earthly  brealhiogBt — May  yam 

SmilB  for  yoD  ever  I — May  no  winter  come. 

Ho  vorid  between  your  heaita!  May  e»'ii  your 

For  my  take,  full  of  long-renMrnbered  yean, 
Qjgicken  the  true  affecliOni  that  entwine 
Your  liTea  in  one  bright  bond  I-^I  may  not  ileep 
Amidat  our  fathei^  where  those  tean  might  shine 
Over  my  alumben  i  yet  your  love  will  keep 
My  memory  living  In  the  ancestral  hall*, 
Where  ahame  hath  never  trod :— Ihe  daifc  night 

fall*, 
And  I  depart. — The  brave  are  gone  to  reat, 
Tb«  brotben  of  my  combali^  on  the  breast 
or  the  red  field  they  reaped : — their  work  is  done — 
Thou,  too,  ait  set  t— brewell,  farewell,  thou  lun  1 
The  last  lone  watcher  of  the  blooily  sod, 
Ofien  a  trusting  spirit  Up  In  God. 


THE  IMAGE  IN  THE  HEART. 


And  o'er  tlM  gentle  eyes  though  dust  be  spread, 
Eye*  that  ne'er  looked  on  thine  but  light  was  tbrown 
Far  through  thy  breast: 

And  though  the  musie  of  thy  lib  he  bruksn. 
Or  changed  in  eyery  chord,  since  be  i*  gone, 
Feeling  all  tUa,  even  yet,  by  many  a  token, 
O  thou,  the  deeply,  but  the  brightly  lone  I 
I  caU  thee  blest  I 

For  in  thy  heart  there  is  a  holy  apet, 
As  'mid  the  waale  an  Isle  of  fount  aiid  palm. 
For  ever  green  I — the  worid's  btealh  enter*  mt 
Tha'pasoon-tempest*  may  not  break  it*  calm; 
'T  is  thine,  all  thine  t 

Thither,  in  trust  nnhaffled,  mayst  thou  tarn, 

im  bitter  word»,  cold  greetings,  hearties*  eye^ 
Quenching  thy  Saul's  thirst  at  the  hidden  um 
Thai,  filled  with  waters  of  sweet  memory,  Ue« 
Id  it*  own  ahrine. 

Thou  h**t  thy  Aome  J— there  i*  no  power  in  change 
To  reach  that  temple  of  the  paat ; — no  sway. 
In  all  times  bring*  of  sudden,  dark,  or  strange. 
To  iweep  the  atill  transparent  peace  away 
From  it*  hushed  air ! 

And  oh  I  that  gloiion*  image  of  th*  dead  I 
Sole  thing  whereon  a  deathlee*  love  may  leat. 
And  in  deep  faith  and  dreamy  worship  shed 
II*  high  gift*  fearleaslyt— I  cult  thee  Uot, 
If  only  there! 

Blest,  Ibr  the  beautiful  within  thee  dwelfingi 
Never  to  bde  1 — a  refuge  from  distrust, 
A  spring  of  purer  life,  still  freshly  welBng, 
To  clothe  the  barreoneiH  of  earthly  dnat 
With  flowers  divine. 

And  thon  hast  been  belomd  I — it  is  no  draan^ 
No  false  mirage  for  Ihee,  the  fervent  love, 

'  ijiow  still  unreached,  the  ideal  glewn. 
That  ever  seem*  beTora,  beyond,  abore. 
Far  off  lo  ahine. 

flrom  all  the  daughters  of  the  earth 
Singled  and  maAed,  hast  knmm  its  home  uil 

And  the  high  memory  of  its  holy  worth, 
~       '   DDT  Ufa  a  glory  and  a  grace 

For  thee  hath  given. 

thoQ  not  ttiU  fondly,  truly  loved  1 
Thou  art  I— the  love  his  spirit  bore  away. 
Was  not  for  death  I — a  treeauie  but  rem'<vad, 
A  bright  lurd  parted  for  a  clearer  day, — 

Thioa  still  in  Heaven  I 


,9  lizedoy  Google 
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THE  LAND  OF  DREAMS. 


And  dmiii^  in  tbtli  ilardiipiauil,  hani  linHh, 
And  Haii^  and  wnnn^  ud  Uw  uncb  of  JgJ ; 
■ntj  Wn  ■  weight  upon  our  wiUnt  ibou^n^ 
TlHT  iwte  u  whu  «>  <nn  M— wbu  imr  wU^ 
And  •tain  D*  wltb  Ihi  TWm  diu^  («■  by. 


IJk«  *  wiiuil'i  migk:  glau  thoa  ut, 
WlwD  the  tnTjAtiotn  flnat  bj,  and  put: 
V!uini  ctf  udectt,  tMW  loTod,  now  Auige, 

lungliiig  in  oeuelM*  chnnge. 


Thoo  Brt  like  >  cdty  of  the  p«»», 

With  ita  gorsBon  Wti  into  fingnwnti  oM, 

Amulit  wboM  raioa  than  glide  and  pi*; 

FkndUu  Rmm  of  the  trorid'i  Jo-dk;. 

Thou  ut  like  tba  depth*  when  llw  nu  haTs  tditb, 

Rjch  with  the  wealth  that  U  loit  from  eutb,— 

All  the  eere  Qowen  of  oar  dsja  gone  by, 

And  the  buried  gemi  in  tbj  boeom  lia. 

Tea  I  thou  ut  like  tboae  dim  nXMee, 
A  reUm  (rflreMum,  kiealmofgimires! 
And  tb«  ihspea  through  thj  ni;r>teriei  that  oohm 

uidgo, 
A»  of  beuit;  and  tenor,  of  power  sad  wo. 

But  far  m«,  O  thou  {nctuie-Und  of  ateep  1 
Tbou  art  an  WW  world  of  affectiona  deep,— 
And  wrui^  from  mj  heali  ia  each  flnahing  dye, 
That  aweapa  o'er  thy  chamben  of  imagery. 

And  thy  bowera  ate  &ii— eron  a*  Eden  tut 
Al  the  balored  of  my  aool  are  then! 
The  loroia  my  spirit  moat  pioea  to  tee, 
Tba  eyea,  whoae  km  hath  been  life,  la  me: 
They  an  than,— and  etch  bleaaed  Tcoca  I  beat. 
Kindly,  and  joyona,  aitd  nimy  clear; 
Bnt  nnder-tone*  an  in  each,  that  aay, — 
"It  U  bnt  a  dream;  it  will  melt  swayl" 

1  walk  irith  iweet  fHenda  in  the  aonaef  a  ^w; 

I  ftrten  to  mndD  of  long  ago -, 

But  one  thonght,  &ke  an  omen,  blMlkai  Uttt 

throng  tb*  lay,— 
"It  ia  but  a  dnam;  it  will  mdt  away  I" 

I  Bt  tf  the  hearth  of  my  early  daya; 
An  the  home-bcea  are  met  by  the  hbie,- 
And  the  eyM  of  the  mother  ahine  aDft,  yet  aay, 
"bubutadnam;  it  will  melt  awajr' 


And  away,  like  a  Bower'apaami^bieatli,  tiigonh 
And  I  wake  more  aadty,  more  deeply  lonel 
Ohl  a  haunted  heart  la  a  woght  to  beu-,— 
Bright  &£ea,  kind  naceel  when  are  ya,  wberel 

Shadow  not  forth,  O  thoa  land  of  dreaiDa, 
The  paat,  a*  it  fl^  I7  my  own  Uue  atieamat 
Make  not  my  a((lit  within  me  bora 
For  the  aeeoea  and  the  boDti  that  may  ne'er  re- 
Call  out  ftom  the^ure  thy  Tiaona  bright, 
From  the  world  o'er  the  gn*e,  take  thy  aoleron 

light, 

And  oh  I  with  the  lored,  whoin  no  mon  1  eee, 
me  mj  home,  a«  it  yet  may  bel 

Aa  it  yet  may  be,  in  tome  purer  apbere, 
No  dond,  no  parting,  tv  ikefJaaa  Eur; 

my  aoul  nuy  beu  on  through  the  long,  long 
day, 
Till  1  go  whan  the  beantiiid  malta  not  away  1 


WOMAN  ON  THE  FIELD  OF  BATTLE. 


Qemtle  and  loiel;  form, 
What  didat  thoa  here, 

Whan  the  fierce  battl»«torm 
Bon  down  the  apeart 

Banner  and  ahiveied  creat, 

Bedde  thee  atrowa, 
Tell  that  amidrt  the  beat, 
Thy  work  was  donel 

Yet  rtnngelj,  aadly  bir. 

O'er  the  wild  acene, 
Gleana,  through  ita  golden  hair. 

That  blow  aereue. 

Low  liea  the  dately  head,— 

Earth-bound  the  ftee.-. 
Bow  gm  thoae  haughty  dead 
*       A  jdaea  to  thee7 

SIniMbanirl  thbu  eariy  bier 

FrienJa  ahould  hare  crowned, 
Uany  a  Sower  and  tear 
*    Rheddiiig  aroond. 

BoA  Toicea  clear  and  yonng. 
Mingling  Ihiir  awell, 

Skonld  o'er  thy  doit  han  aopij 
Eaith'a  lut  lareweU. 


zec^yGOOglf 
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8ulen,  kboTa  the  graia 

Of  tbj  rapoae, 
Should  ham  bid  nokta  wtM 

With  the  nMU  km. 

Now  miiM  tbe  tnnnpgf  ■  noM, 

San^a  ■»<]  ahdll, 
For  leqnkin  o'ci  thcs  float, 

Thou  fur  and  atUlt 

And  tha  awift  chifgcr  aWW[^ 

In  fbU  euwr, 
TnmpUng  th;  place  of  rioap,— 

Wh;  cameat  thmt  beral 

Whyl— aik  tha  tnut  heut  wh; 

WcuDaDhathtwea 
Ever,  where  braTe  men  Ab, 

Unahrlnhing  aeen  1 

Unto  thia  hanaat  gnHuid 
Proud  reapera  oanw, — 

Some,  for  that  atimng  aoood 
A  wairior'a  name) 

Some,  lor  tba  atannj  pl^ 

And  jojof  atrile; — 
And  Bama,  to  ffing  awaj 

A  waaij  life: — 

Bat  thou,  pale  alaeper,  thou, 

With  the  alight  fiune, 
And  the  rich  locka,  whoaa  gloit 

Death  can  not  tame; 
Onl;  one  Ihonght,  oaa  powar, 

7^«  coold  have  M, 
So.  thrangh  tha  tempeat'a  hour, 

To  Uft  thy  bead  • 

Onl  J  the  tma,  the  atnmj, 
The  loTs,  whoae  truat 

Womaii'a  deep  aout  too  kmK 
Poaraontbednatl 


And  alinoat  Unger  Tor  the  feet 
That  neier  more  my  itap  ahalt  meet 

The  looka.  the  amilaa,  lA  nnlihed  npif , 
Pdlow  me  where  thy  naea  bhtw ; 
The  echoea  of  kind  bonaehold  woitb 

Are  witb  nw  'miilat  thy  linging  hirda. 

Tin  my  heart  dies,  it  diea  away 
la  yearninga  for  what  m[f[ht  not  aU*; 
For  tove  wh>(:h  ne'er  deeeirdd  my  truat, 
'  For  all  which  went  nlth"diuttod<Mtl' 

What  now  ia  laA  ma,  hut  to  raiie 
From  thee,  lom  cpot!  my  apirit'a  gaie 
To  hit,  through  tean,  my  atnining  eye 
Up  to  mj  Father'a  booae  on  high  1 

Obi  many  are  the  maaaiona  than,* 
B>U  net  in  one  hath  giiefaahanl 
No  haunting  ihule  frora  thinga  gone  by. 
May  there  o'erawaep  tha  nnehaD^ug  eky. 

And  Ihey  an  there,  whoee  long-^ved  ndeo 
In  earthly  hnne  no  mora  b  aeen ; 
Whoae  placea,  when  they  amiling  aete, 
Are  leR  unia  oa  deaohUe. 

We  mtaa  tbem  when  the  boaid  ia  apread; 
We  mlaa  tbem  when  the  pnyer  ii  aaid ; 
Upon  our  dreama  their  dying  eyea 
In  itiU  uul  mournful  fbtdnee*  riae. 

Bnt  they  are  where  Iheae  lon^nga  nln 
Tnmble  no  more  the  heart  and  braini 
The  aadneea  oTtbia  acb'mg  loTe 
Dima  not  our  Fatber'a  bnoae  above. 

Ye  MC  at  teat,  and  I  in  teara,t 


THE  DESERTED  HOUSE. 
QuMlt  ia  upon  thy  lonely  beUth, 
O  alent  houeel  once  filled  with  n^rlb; 
Sorrow  ii  in  the  breezy  aound. 
Of  thy  tall  poplan  wbtapeifng  roand. 

The  ebidow  of  departed  houra 
Range  dim  upon  tbine  early  flowera ; 
Even  in  thy  nmihine  eeema  to  brood    , 
Something  more  deep  then  aolhnda. 

Fair  art  thou,  fair  to  a  itratiger'a  gaie. 
Mine  own  awwt  home  of  other  dayal 
My  chiMien'a  birth  place  I  yet  lor  me, 
It  ie  loo  moch  to  look  on  Ibee. 


But,  by  your  life  of  bwly  iaitb. 
And  I7  your  jayfol  bop*  ID  death, 
Guide  m^  till  en  aoma  blighter  ahora, 
Tbe  aeveretl  wreath  b  beoiUl  onoe  nvm  I'' 

Holy  ye  were,  and  good,  and  trael 
No  ehange  can  dead  my  tlioagbta  of  yon ; 
Oidde  me,  Uka  yon,  to  live  and  di^ 
And  reach  my  Fatber'a  booae  00  high ! 


I  Flan  an  neknl  Httanv  din*  1 

■■  Mauni  lot  Iba  movmn)  ud  M  ftt  dM  dMl 
For  ha  bai  na,  uid  «a  Ic  teanP 

.  „Gooj^lf 
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THE  STRAKQER'S  HEART. 
The  ■trsngtr'i  hrart  t  Ob  I  vound  it  not 
A  Teaming  uigniih  is  ila  lot; 
la  the  gieea  ahadow  of  th;  tTM, 
The  Mnngel  flndi  no  Kat  with  thea. 

Than  think'st  Ibe  Tine't  low  rutling  leaie* 
OUd  miuic  round  thy  houaeboU  «v«a ; 
To  him  that  lound  b>th  urrow'!  tone — 
Tlw  ttnagn^  heait  i>  with  hie  own. 

Thoo  thiokV  thj  childn-n'e  Uughing  pl«y 
A  bid;  ught  at  M  of  day  ;— 
Than  are  life  ■tranger's  tboughta  oppreaaed— 
Hi*  ■Dother'a  mica  comea  o'er  hia  breast. 

Thod  thinK'at  it  tweet  when  frienil  with  ftiend 
Benaath  one  roof  in  prayer  may  Ucnil ; 
Tbeo  doth  tbe  ■trutger'B  ejt  grow  dim- 
Far,  tai  aM  tlicae  who  prayed  with  tum. 

Thy  hearth,  thy  Iiame,  thy  vintage  land— 
Tbe  TMoeaof  lliy  luadred  hand — 
Oh  1  'aid*  them  all  wliea  bleat  thoa  ait, 
Deal  Cently  wilb  the  aUanger'a  beut  I 


COME  HOME. 
Come  baDMl— then  ia  a  eomwing  bmath 

In  mnaic  lince  je  went, 
And  the  early  flowet-Bceota  wander  by, 

With  moamfut  memoriea  blent 
The  tonea  in  every  bonaehold  Ttnce 

Are  grown  aK»e  ead  and  deep, 
And  the  eweel  word — brother — wakea  awiih 

To  tnm  aude  and  weep. 

O  ye  Betond!  ennw  home!— the  hom 

or  many  s  gre^ng  tone, 
Tbe  liina  of  heaitb-tigbt  and  of  aong, 

Returna — and  years  fpmel 
And  dukly,  heavily  it  blU 

On  tbe  fonaliea  loam, 
BordeiuDg  the  heart  with  tendanMat, 

That  deepens  'midal  the  gionm. 

Where  findi  it  you,  ye  wandeting  ooeaT 

With  all  year  bt^bood'a  glee 
tTntamed,  beneath  the  deaert'e  ptlm,     - 

Or  on  the  lane  mid-aeal  I 

B;  BK»my  hilb  of  battlea  old  1 

Or  where  dark  livera  Ibam  1 
— Oh !  life  ia  dim  whete  ye  are  iM — 

Back,  ye  beloved,  come  home  I 

Ceneiritii  the  leana  and  wiada  of  epnng, 

And  iwifi  Unb,  o'er  the  main  I 
Oni  lore  b  grown  too  aorrowfbl— 

Bring  nt  iSm  yooih  again! 


Bring  the  glad  lonet  to  mmtc  b) 
Blill,  etiU  your  bome  ii  bii, 

The  ipiril  of  yaui  aunny  life 
Alone  i*  wanting  titeie  I 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  OBUVION. 


Oke  dninght,  kind  Fairy '.  from  that  fbantaia  deep 
To  lay  tbe  phuitoma  of  a  haanted  brraat, 
And  lone  affecliom,  which  are  giiefi,  (o  eteep^ 
In  (he  cod  honey-dewaof  dreamleee  Teat  i 
And  fiom  tbe  aoiil  the  light  ning-nurka  to  la**- 
One  draught  of  that  tweet  wave'. 

Yet,  mortal,  panae  I — within  thynund  ialotd 
Wealth,  gathered  long  and  dowty;tbogghUditta* 
Heap  that  fiiD  treaailre-hoate ;  and  than  htltuada 
The  genv  of  many  a  wfAai't  ocean  thine; 
'Shall  the  daife  watert  to  obHnon  beai 
A  pyramid  aobirl 

Pour  from  tbe  fount '.  and  let  the  dranght  eflac* 
All  the  vain  lore  by  menury't  pride  amaaed. 
So  it  hot  twcep  along  tbe  lorrent'a  trace. 
And  £11  Ibe  hollow  chaonela  of  tbe  pait  ■_ 
And  from  the  boaom'a  inmoat  fidded  leaf. 
Rate  tbe  one  maater-grief  I 

Yetpaoeeoncemorel— aU.iiUlhyaanlhatiiknoWk. 

LovmI,  felt,  rejoiced  in,  fVom  ita  gnap  mnit  taik  i 

'  noa  voice  whoie  kind  awakening  lone 

ue  of  ■pting-tinw  in  thy  heart  hath  madel 

Ko  eye  wboee  glance  thy  day-dreamt  would  recalll 

—Tl^nk—wonldat  than  part  with  alii 

FiD  with  forgetliilneaB !— there  are,  there  ore 
"Vaat  wboaa  mutie  I  ban  loved  too  well ; 
Eyee  of  deep  gentleneaa— but  they  are  fa^— 
Nerer  1  oh — never,  in  my  horoe  to  dwell  I 
Tak«  tbrir  toft  look*  fnun  off  my  yearning  loul— 
Fill  high  th'  ohlinoui  howl  I 

Yet  panta  again  I— with  memoiy  wHt  thou  eait 
The  Dndying  hope  away,  of  ntemory  bom  1 
Hope  of  re-ariicn,  hisBrt  to  heart  at  but, 
No  realleaa  doubt  between,  no  rankling  tboml 
WouliU  tbon  eraae  an  reeoida  of  delight 

That  make  tnch  viHonabngbt  I 

■  (UMadtanaWnttf  liirdByreir^  H*  daetlbei  >he 
Imimatoa  indaced  npon  htm  brnnia  unnba  w  IMofna, 
twlng  ibH  •imfit  loscrlpilom  and  nMt,  "When  I  lit,  I 
orM  wlib  ibai  loms  friend  would  m  Oitm  wncd^  iRi  m 
1  oUw,  ptottd  elioTe  raj' (TW*"' Aiplir*  p«» ' " 


MB                                           MRS.  HEHAHS-  WORKS. 

-'T  U  from  tbe  pw<  w.  ih^w  fbttb  th<  Ui>d 

Ma;  dim  within  the  temple  of  m;  breart— 

Wben  ■mile.,  long  lo«,  tfun  -hkU  light  oar  ^^j, 

For  their  love'*  uke,  which  now  no  earthly  thoBgU 

Ma;  ihake  oi  iTOuhle  with  iu  own  uDreM, 

—Pout  the  tweet  naten  butt  on  thcii  owo  rill, 

Though  the  paM  haunt  me  a.  a  epirit,— ;et 

laaknotto&rget. 

Ij^smtui  on  tfie  U^tttku  ot  JS^ture, 

FOR  THE  USE  OF  CHILDREN. 

[Tbe  Wlowing  Hymni  wore  written  eipre«ij  l                                        ..,„„„ 

for  the  am  of  Mt»  Hemuu's  own  childi™.    She  1                       THE  RAINBOW. 



tbej  miy  be  lueliil  to  otben.    The  eilitOT  tnutm 

1  do  K  inT  tow  la  Oh  elsnl,  and  It  dun  la  Cr  ■  ti*«i  or 

thM  the;  wiU  ■fibnl  a  new  aooics  oT  gntifiution 

to  hei  edmiren  uid  fiiend.  in  Ihii  eountr;. 

Ot>ii0U\t.a. 

To  the  H^nnB  aie  xMed  two  beiutifnl  Qttle 

™ 

poem*  belbto  pnbli.hed,  >ddnMed  b;  Mn.  Hemana 

Soft  fall,  the  mild,  reaving  .bower 

to  ber  children.                                       A.  N.] 

INTRODUCTORY  VERSES. 

The;  tinge  with  richer  d;e*. 

On  I  Uetf  art  thoa,  whoae  etepi  amy  tote 

Socn  .hall  their  geoiJ  inflaeuce  e^ 

Through  the  gioen  pathi  oTnle  and  gioTo, 

A  thouund  bud*  to  da;. 

Oi,  leaving  aU  thrir  eharmi  below, 

Which,  wailing  but  their  Udmy  bll. 

Climb  the  wild  tuounbun^  air;  brow; 

In  hidden  beaut;  la;. 

And  gate  afai  o'er  cuhnred  fdains, 

E'en  now  tuU  man;  a  Uo*M>m'.  beO 

And  oitiet  with  their  tfatel;  fuiee. 

With  fragiance^  the  .hade! 

And  fbreeta,  that  beneath  thee  tie. 

And  verdure  clothes  each  grasi;  dell, 

And  OCMQ  mingUng  with  the  eky. 

la  brighter  tints  arrayed. 

For  man  can  diow  thee  nooght  w  fiOr, 

Botmarkl  what  arch  of  varied  hiM 

Aa  Nature'e  varied  marrel*  Ihote ; 

From  heaven  to  earth  i.  botved  1 

And  IT  th7  puTe  and  aitlew  bread 

Ha«t^  ere  it  vaniih,  haste  to  view 

Can  ftel  their  grandeur,  tbou  art  bleet  1 

The  Rainbow  in  the  ejood. 

For  thee  the  itraam  in  beaut;  flowe, 

How  bright  iu  g1or;I  there  behold 

For  tbae  the  gale  of  eummer  blow., 

The  ememld'.  vtmlant  raya, 

And,  Id  deep  gl«i>  and  wood-walk  free, 

The  lopaiblend.it.  hoe  of  gold 

Voice*  of  jo;  Mill  bieatbo  for  thee. 

With  the  deep  ruby'.  Uaie. 

But  happier  far,  if  then  thjBul 

Yet  not  alone  to  charm  thy  ught 

Can  eoar  to  Him  who  made  the  whole. 

Was  given  the  vision  &ir  ;— 

If  to  thine  eje  the  «in.plert  flower 

Gaie  on  that  arch  of  ooloiued  light, 

Pottra;  Hi«  bount;  and  His  power. 

And  road  God',  mercy  there. 

If,  in  whaW'er  it  bright  oi  grand, 

It  telb  ■■  that  the  ndght;  deep. 

Th;  mind  can  trace  Hb  riewle-  hand. 

Faat  by  th' Eternal  chained, 

If  Nature'.  moncUd  thee  rai*e 

No  more  o'n' earth',  dotuiu.  sbaU  twMp 

Tb;  aong  of  gradtude  and  praiae  I 

It  heaven  and  earth,  with  beaul;  ftai«ht 

It  tdk  that  *ea«m*,  heat  and  cold, 

hnd  to  Ida  throne  thj  raptured  thought, 

Fijced  b;  hi*  uvereign  will, 

If  there  thou  k»'(t  Hii  love  to  reail.                        Shall,  in  their  coune,  bid  man  behold 

Tl>en,walliktei,  Ihoa  art  blekl  indeed.               |         Seed^inw  and  harveit  Mill: 

.,yGoog[e 

That  (till  Ibc  OowEt  ahiU  deck  the  Oetd, 
When  tlM  Tenul  tepbyn  Uaw ; 

Tlut  MiD  tha  Tine  ha  thiil  ahiU  yielil, 
When  tiibimii  nuMnuni  ][low. 

Than,  chiM  of  thai  fhirmith!  irhiehjet 
Snulci  with  each  chum  inilatTed, 

Blew  thou  HU  namr,  when  nwicj  «et 
The  Runbow  in  the  dondl 


THE  eUM. 
Tbb  Sqo  coom*  forth;— aach  nwtmtain  height 
Olowi  with  a  tinge  of  loaj  tight, 
And  Bowen  that  ■Inmbeieil  through  tha  night, 

Their  liew?  leaToa  Dnfbia ; 
A  flood  of  iplendour  bunta  tm  high. 
And  ocmn'tbreut  refleda  a  alt; 

Ofdimaon  and  of  gold. 

Obi  thou  ait  gtoiioua,  oib  of  day  t 
EiuMng  naliona  hail  Ihj  ray, 
Cnation  aweOa  a  choral  lay, 

To  welcome  thy  letuni; 
Fnm  thee  all  nature  draws  ha  htie*. 
Thy  beams  the  ineect'i  winga  aoflbae, 

And  in  the  diamond  bum. 
Tet  mmt  thou  &Ae; — wban  earth  and  hearen 
By  Are  and  twnpaat  ahaU  ba  riven, 
Thou,  from  thy  apben  of  radianee  driran. 

Oh  Bud  !  ranH  fall  at  hut; 
Another  heavmi,  anollier  earth. 
Par  oUkt  glory  ^ull  ban  birth. 

When  all  we  ne  ia  paaL 
Bnt  He,  who  gaie  ttie  word  of  might, 
"  Let  there  be  light"— «nd  there  mu  Hght, 
Who  bade  thee  ehaee  the  gloofn  of  night. 

And  beam,  the  woiM  to  blesi ; — 
For  (ner  bright,  Ibr  ever  pure, 
Alana  unchanging  ahall  endure, 

The  Sun  of  ngliteoiuneaa  I 


THE  RIVERS. 
Go '.  trace  th'  unnumbered  atisama,  o'er  eaith 

That  wind  th^  de*lmu  courae, 
That  dntw  bom  Al|iine  height!  thtii  birth, 

Vtitp  nit,  at  caTem  aourca. 
Scow  by  majeatk  cide*  glide, 

PnMul  leenes  of  man's  naown, 
Sams  lead  tbeit  (obtaiy  tide, 

Wltare  pathleas  fitrest*  (town. 

SoflNCahaly  rallingtdden  nnda. 

Where  A&Se'i  deaeila  lie! 
Or  ({iread,  to  dotbe  refokiag  land* 

With  nch  fcrtiHty. 


Then  bear  the  baik,  wboae  stalely  lail 

Exulting  soem  to  swell; 
While  these,  scarce  ripplod  by  a  gale, 

Sleep  In  the  lonely  delL 

Yet  on,  alike,  though  swift  w  alow 
That  *arioDs  waves  may  awee[>, 

Through  cities  or  Ibroagh  ahades  they  flpw 
To  the  same  boundless  deep. 

Oh  I  thna,  whate'er  our  path  of  hft 
Through  sunshine  or  through  gloom, 

Thiongh  acenes  of  quiet  or  nf  rtrife, 
Its  end  is  still  the  tomb. 

The  chief,  whose  mighty  deeds  we  hail, 
The  monarch  tbronrd  on  high, 

The  peasant  in  his  native  vale, 
All  journey  on — to  diet 

Bui  if  7^y  guBTdian  care,  my  Oodl 

The  pilgrim's  courae  attend, 
I  will  not  fear  the  ilark  abode. 

To  wtvich  my  footalepa  bend. 

For  thence  thine  aD-redeeming  Son, 

Who  died,  the  world  to  save, 
In  light,  in  triumph,  rose,  and  wi^i 

The  victofy  from  tlie  grave  I 


THE  STAKa 


M  (tiicjtf  lM,and  Ih*  )h 


No  cloud  obscures  the  snmmer  sky, 
The  moon  in  brightness  walks  on  high, 
And,  set  in  azure,  every  star 
Shines,  like  a  gem  of  heaven,  alart 

ChOdoftheearthl  obt  lift  thy  gluice 
To  yon  bright  Ermament's  oxpanae; 
The  gloiin  dT  ita  lEalm  elptoie. 
And  gue,  and  wonder,  and  tioit  I 
Doth  it  not  speak  to  mny  aensa 
The  marvels  of  OmDipotance  1 
Saast  Uiou  not  there  th'  Almighty  nune^ 
Inscribed  b  cbaraclsn  of  flaii«  1 

Count  o'er  those  lainpa  of  quenchless  Hght, 
That  sparkle  through  the  ahadiis  of  night  I 


Mark  vrdl  ea«h  little  Mar,  whoa*  ran 
In  &lant  aplendour  meet  thy  gam , 
Fach  fa  a  vmlil  by  Uim  sostsinat 
Vlba  fr«tn  elanitT  ludh  nugned. 


.  „Gooj^lc 
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Eadi,  lUuiig  not  lot  ciitb  (lone, 
Hath  iDiu  uid  planet*  of  ils  own. 
And  Mngi,  xbau  eiiitcnce  apiings 
From  Him,  Ui'  tU-poif  erfUt  Kiiig  of  kings. 

Haply,  than  gloiiou*  bMOgi  know 
NoTfUinof  |;uilt,  nor  tear  of  wo  I 
But  nimag  a^  th'  ailoring  nice, 
Fat  oTor  in  Uietr  God  kjmm. 


E'en  aa  k  dan-drop,  loat  in  naa  I 

Yet  bar  thou  not!— the  aorereigD  hanJ, 
WbiEh  ipteul  the  ocean  anil  ihs  land, 
And  hung  the  rolling  ipherei  in  air. 
Hath,  e'en  fbi  thee,  a  Father's  care  I 

Be  thoa  at  peace  I — th'  all-aedng  eje, 
Penading  eaith,  and  ait,  and  aky, 
The  searching  glance  which  none  maj  fit 
U  rttn,  in  matey,  turned  on  thee. 


THE  OCEAN. 


He  that  in 

A  wandetei  on  the  deep, 
Han  tall  of  manj  an  awful  scene, 

Wbaie  ■tomu  Ibi  erer  sweep. 
**oT  many  a  fair  nujestie  Mgfat 

Hath  met  bia  wandeiing  eye. 
Beneath  Ibe  advanung  tMrtbera  light, 

Of  Mate  of  Indian  sky. 
Oo!  aak  him  of  Ihs  whMpool^  toal, 

Whose  echoing  tiiundsr  peata 
Loud,  aa  if  rushed  along  die  ihoM 

An  atmy's  chariot  wheels ; 
Of  ioebetgs,  floating  o'er  the  main, 

Ot  flxed  upon  the  eoail. 
Lake  gUUering  dtadelor  fane, 

'Uid  the  bright  realoM  of  fraal; 

Ot  coni  rocks  liom  wave*  below 


0rse»4ns,  wlueh  at  dead  ot  dgfat 

BhiiN  o'er  Ute  tides  a&i. 
And  make  th'  expanse  of  ocean  ))Tight 

Aa  ttHinn,  tnih  many  a  s)ar. 


(A  Ood  I  thy  name  they  well  may  praiw, 

Who  to' the  deep  go  down. 
And  tiaee  the  wonders  of  thy  way^ 

Where  rocks  and  Irillow*  frown. 

If  (^noQs  be  thatawAJ  deep. 

No  hnnian  power  can  bind, 
Whtf  then  art  Thou,  who  Iridst  it  keep 

Within  its  Iminda  omfined  t 

Let  hesTen  and  earth  in  praise  nnil^ 

Eternal  praise  to  Thee, 
Whose  word  can  ronia  the  tempest'*  n^ 

Or  ilill  the  raging  aea  I 


THE  THONDER  STORll 

Deep,  fieiy  clouds  o'eteait  the  aky, 

Dead  itillneia  reigna  in  air. 
There  is  not  e'en  a  breeae,  on  high 

The  goaaamet  to  bear. 

The  woods  ste  hushed,  the  wsTes  at  last, 

The  lake  is  dark  and  BtiU, 
Reflecting,  on  ill  ahadowy  breast, 

Each  (ma  ^lock  and  hilL 

The  Ume-leaf  waTca  not  b  the  grora, 

Not  Toee-ttee  in  the  l>owet; 
The  birds  hate  Ceased  theii  song!  of  love, 

Awed  by  the  thtealening  hour. 

T  b  noun ;— yet  Nature's  odm  ptoCtuDd 

Seemaaaat  Eudughtdaep; 
— Bat  halkt  what  peal  of  awful  sound 

Bleaks  on  cteation'a  alsep  1 


Tet  fear  not,  shrink  thou  not,  my  child  I 

Though  t^  the  boll's  descent 
Wete  the  tall  clifla  in  ruins  folsd, 

And  the  wtdo  foteKs  tent 

Doth  not  thy  God  behold  thee  Kin, 

Wtlt  all-rorreying  ejel 
Doth  not  hi«  power  alt  natore  flO, 

Around,  beneath,  on  hlghl 

Enow,  hadil  thov  Mgle-jiinimM  free. 

To  track  the  reabiM  of  air, 
Tttoo  cooldat  Dot  reach  a  spot  where  H* 

Would  not  be  with  thee  thetel 

In  the  wideci^'a  peopled  lowen, 

On  the  *ait  ooaan'a  plaina, 
'Midit  the  deep  woodland's  loodiest  bo««rs 

Alike  th'  Almighty  reigiwl 


.  „Gooj^lf 
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Then  (eu  noi,  though  the  angr;  Aj 
A  thDDMnd  d>rt«  ihoiiU  chC  ; — 

Wbj  •houtil  ws  tiemble,  «'ui  luili*. 
And  b*  irith  Him  t  iuti 


IB  !■  Aafouen  tatJiinOod. 


Trimu  or  lbs  air  I  irhow  biourad  rac« 
Umj  nuidcr  tbroDgh  th«  nalnw  of  apue, 

Free  guest*  of  earth  tnJ  ik; ; 
Id  bim,  in  ptuniife,  tnd  in  eon^ 
Whit  gifU  of  nature  miA  yoai  throng 

With  teightTuietf! 

Nor  diOcr  lea  joar  fbrmi,  jour  flight, 
Your  dwdlings  hid  from  bottile  oght. 

And  the  nild  haunt*  jra  Ion ; 
Bird*  of  the  gentle  be^  I*  ho*  dear 
Your  nood-note,  to  the  waiiderer'i  ear, 

In  iliadow;  nle  or  grate  ] 

Fit  other  Kenn,  reowie,  ta\£n», 
Wliere  iwain  or  hunter  maj  not  elimh, 

The  mountaiiHMigle  leek*; 
Alone  he  reigiu,  ■  nxinueh  there, 
Scaice  will  the  ChanKua'  Ibottfep  daia 

AMend  hie  Alpine  pciks. 

Other*  there  are,  that  make  their  hsiDe 
Where  the  white  biilom  roar  and  foam, 

AkhidiI  ih'  o'erfaai^ing  ruck ; 
Fearici*  they  ikim  the  angrj  wave. 
Or  iheltered  in  their  aea-bsat  c»n. 

The  lenipert'a  biTj  mock. 

When  Afiic'a  bundng  realm  expand^ 
Tba  oalrich  haunU  the  daaeit  aandi, 

Parched  by  the  bl*»  of  day ; 
The  awaR,  wttere  noithem  liTor*  gliiie, 
Through  the  tall  rceda  that  fringe  their  tido, 

Float*  gracefbl  on  her  iraj. 

The  condor,  where  the  Ande*  tower, 
Bprradi  hi*  broad  wing  of  pride  and  power, 

And  man  J  a  atonn  deOei ; 
Blight  in  the  orient  realm*  of  mom, 
All  beautj'*  ricbcal  hue*  adorn 

The  Bird  of  Paradiaa. 

Bone,  amidit  India.'*  gnnea  of  pala, 
And  (piej  lortal*  bnathing  balm. 


•  Hb  UkM  edi  aB  «i«li«  lliil^  BirA  ^  IMt(Mh 


Weave  tall  their  pendent  neat ; 
Some,  deep  in  weMern  wild*,  <It)plaj 
Theii  biiy  Ibrm  and  plumage  gaj, 

Id  rainbow  eoloura  drest. 

Other*  DO  laiied  Mng  may  pour. 
May  boaal  no  eagle-plume  to  aoar. 

No  tint*  of  hght  may  wear; 
Yet,  know,  our  Heavenly  Father  guide* 
The  teaat  of  theie,  and  well  proridsa 

For  each,  with  tenderoit  care. 

Shall  He  not  then  thy  gnardian  b«1 
Will  not  hi*  Md  eiteod  to  IheeJ 

Ohr  saMymay'it  thou  rati 
Tniet  in  hi*  love,  and  e'en  ehould  pain, 
Sbould  lonow  tempt  thee  to  euJopliuB, 

KiMW,  what  He  will*  ia  beat! 


THE  SKY  LARK. 
Tub  Bky-laik,  when  Ibe  Jew*  of  meni 
Hang  tremQloDa  on  flower  ai>d  thora. 
And  violeta  round  hi*  neit  exhale 
Their  fragrance  on  the  early  gale, 
To  the  Gnt  aunbeam  apreada  hii  wing*, 
Buoyant  wj^  joy,  and  aoan^  and  ang*. 

He  r«at«  not  on  the  leafy  apray. 
To  warble  his  eiuhing  lay. 
But  high  atxnethe  morBiHg  chrad 
MouMa  in  triumphant  fteedom  prood, 
And  iwe]l*,  when  neareit  to  the  Aj, 
Hi*  notes  of  iwceleit  ecilacy. 

Thna,  my  CreatMt  tbua  the  raoM 
My  aparit'*  wing  to  Tbae  can  aoar, 
The  more  ahe  Iriuolph*  to  behoU 
Thy  love  in  all  thy  work*  unfold, 
And  bidi  Iter  hymn*  of  rapture  be 
Moat  glad,  when  liaing  moat  to  Tbae. 


THE  NIGHTiNGALB. 
Wk(II  twilight'*  gray  and  panarr*  how 
Bring*  (be  low  tweew,  and  afaula  the  Amtm 
And  bide  the  aolilary  atar 
Shine  in  pale  beauty  from  afitf ; 

When  guheiing  *hMle*  the  laodaeap*  wa. 


Wbm  ewntng'a  primnae  ope*,  to  abMl 
Soft  fiagraiiee  rowkd  bCr  p*MJ  bad ; 
Whan  gbw-woimain  tba  wood-walk  Ugfai 
Thar  lamp,  to  cheer  dt*  tnr'dkt^  iigbl  ■ 


Go.K^lc 
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At  thkt  calm  hour,  m  (Ull,  •>>  pUe. 
AvnJces  the  land;  nlghtingde ; 
And  from  s  harmitigs  of  ibBde 
Flu*  vrith  her  *tacs  the  foteM-it'<^*- 

And  •weettf  ta  that  ueltios  ▼<««, 
Than  «ll  which  throi^li  the  day  rejoice ; 
And  (till  dull  bud  and  nuulerei  lore 
The  twilight  muBc  of  the  gro«e. 

Father  in  HekTon  I  ohl  Ihiu,whenda7 
With  all  it*  carea  bath  paned  awa;, 
And  iilent  boor*  waft  peace  oa  earth, 
And  hush  the  louder  ittaiw  of  miitb  i 

Thw  ma;  aweet  longB  of  prun  and  prayer 
ToTheemyiEarit'iofliniDg  bear; 
YoD  Mar,  m;  ngnal,  eet  on  high. 
For  Teaper-hjnm*  of  prt;. 

So  maj  thj  meicj  and  thy  power 
PnMet  me  thMOgh  the  oudnigbt  hoar ; 
And  balniTileBp  and  viaom  bleat 
Smite  OD  thy  nrrant'*  bed  of  reet. 


THE  NORTHERN  SPRING. 

WoBM  the  Boft  biaath  of  Spring  goes  forth 
Far  o'er  the  moantua*  of  the  North, 
How  BOOD  tbaaa  waatea  of  d*ziling  mow 
With  Hit,  and  blooni,  and  beauty  glow. 

Then  burd*  the  TeldUTB  of  the  plains, 
Then  break  the  atnama  from  icy  chainB; 
And  the  glad  rrin-dear  leeki  no  more 
Ajiudit  deep  inaWB  his  moaaj  itMO. 

Then  the  dark  inne-wood'*  bonghi  are  aean 
Arrayed  in  tuita  of  IiTing  grem ; 
And  roaea,  in  their  brighter  djea. 
By  Lapland'*  Sxinta  and  lake*  ariae. 

Thoa,  In  a  monwnt,  from  the  gloom 
And  thacoU  fetter*  of  the  tomb, 
Thoa  ahall  the  bleat  RedeaoHr'*  niae 
Call  forth  hia  Berraol*  to  rejmoe. 

For  He,  whon  word  ii  truth,  hath  nid. 
Hi*  power  to  !■&  ihaO  wake  the  deul, 
And  numnoDtboae  he  kwea,  oa  high, 
To  "put  on  b 


Then,  all  it*  tranaent  aafTering*  o'er, 
On  wing*  of  Dghl  the  aoul  ehall  aoar, 
Exulting,  to  that  bleat  abode 
Wbera  tear*  rfaorraw  neter  AmkiL 


PARAPHRASE  OF  PSALM  CXLTIIL 

Fnta()i<tIi*I^*d.    Pnba  TidH  Lord  boo  Ok  hMTM* 


PiutsE  je  the  Lord !  on  e»*ry  height 

Songa  to  hia  glory  raiKl 
Ye  aagel-bait*,  ye  atan  of  Ught, 

Jean  in  iaunorUl  praise  I 

Ohl  heaven  of  heaiena!  let praiae b^awelling 

From  all  yonr  orba  be  aentl 
Join  in  the  strain,  ye  waten,  dwelliTV 

Above  the  Grmunent  1 

For  His  the,  word  which  gate  yon  birth, 

And  majesty  and  ought; 
Pr^ise  to  Ibe  Higheat  £rom  the  earth, 

And  let  the  deep*  unite  t 

Ohl  fire  and  vaponr,  hail  and  anow, 
Ye  servant*  of  His  wiU; 

ormy  winds,  that  only  blow 
'      itofiiUl; 


Mountains  and  rocks,  to  beaten  that  ris*- 

Fair  cedars  of  the  woodi  , 
Creatures  of  lUe,  liiat  wii^  the  sUs^ 

Or  track  the  plains  for  food; 

Jodgea  of  nations-,  kings,  whose  band 

Wave*  the  proud  sceptre  high ; 
Oht  youths  and  virgin*  tf  the  land, 

Ohl  age  and  in&ncy; 
Praise  ye  Hit  name,  to  whom  alone 

All  homage  shouMbe  given; 
Whose  glory  tram  th'  eternal  throne 

Sprettda  vride  o'er  eartb  and  heaven  1 


TO   ONE   OF  THE  AUTHOR'S  CHIX^ 
DREN 
OK  BI8  BiBTB  PIT,  imntT  97, 1896. 
Tnon  wak'st  from  happy  eleep  to  plaj 

Witb  bounding  beut,  my  bqyt 
BeGirs  thee  lie*  a  long  tnight  day 
Of  anmmer  and  of  joy. 

Tboa  hast  no  heavy  thought  or  dream 

To  cloud  thy  fcarka*  eye  j — 
Long  be  it  thoi— Gfe**  early  (tream 

Should  still  l«fiect  the  sky. 

Yel  ere  the  care*  of  lib  lie  dim 

On  thy  ymng  sinrit'*  wing*, 
Now  in  thy  morn  forget  not  Him 

Ffom  whom  each  pun  thooght  ipringal 
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So  m  the  oniranl  T4lc  of  leu*, 

WbenW  thy  pm^  may  ba, 
Wbgn  attength  liitb  bowed  to  evil  ja(u»— 

H»  will  remembei  tbcB. 


TO  A  YOUNGER  CHILD 


WflRt  iDcki  the  bee  now  1 — Sammer  ii  fljtinf  1 
Len«e  od  the  gtv^plot  &ded  ue  lying: 


Violeta  ire  gone  fiom  the  ETuay  dell, 
Wilh  the  eawilip-capi,  where  ttwfiuieedwdl; 
The  rcae  from  the  gud^Q  bilh  puaed  tw*;^ 
Yet  bkppy,  hit  bo?  I  U  tiiy  oatil  day. 

For  love  bidi  it  welcame,  the  lore  which  hath  milad 
Erer  around  thee,  my  gentle  child  t 
Watching  thy  fbolilepa,  and  guarding  thj  bed, 
And  pouring  out  joy  on  thy  aunny  head 
Roeee  may  vaniah,  but  thia  will  auy — 
Happy  and  brighl  ii  thy  natal  Jay. 


Kratieliittotni  tront  eamotne  ativ  ottirv  yorts. 


Siamo  nali  Tenunenle  in  nn  aecola  in  «ni  gt'  in- 
gegni  a  gli  Modj  degli  ooniint  eono  ri«olU  all'  oti- 
iti.  L'Agiicdtora,  tfl  Aifi.ilCammBRiDBeqnla- 
tano  tulto  dl  novi  lumi  dalle  licerche  da'  Saggi ;  e 
il  Toler  &rri  un  noma  ttr^anda  di  diUttan,  qaand' 
altri  V  aapdra  con  {NO  gioaljxii.  giovando,  lembrK 
impfcaa  dura  e  difficile. — SavUdL 


SONNET  TO  y 

Kt  iMadg  da  Ceo  Hdikla  anUa. 
High  in  the  glowing  hea>ena,withdond1eai  beam, 
The  ann  had  reached  the  lenith  of  hie  rcagn, 
And  £]T  the  living  Ibunt,  the  geUd  atreain, 
Each  flock  Ibrsooli  the  herbage  of  the  plain; 

llUat  the  dark  foliage  of  the  forest -ahade, 
The  birda  had  ahrltered  from  the  acorchinf;  ray; 
Hoahed  were  their  melodies— and  grore  and  glade 
Reaounded  but  the  ahrili  dcada'a  Uy : 

Wheo  through  the  gliaay  tale  a  love-lorn  swain, 
To  aaeh  tho  maid  who  but  desfnaed  hla  pain, 
Breathing^  vain  Mghe  of  fhiilW  piuMon  roved ; 
"Why  iMoe  (at  bor,"  the  slighted  wanderer  cried, 
"  By  whom  thou  art  not  loved  1" — and  ihui  replied 
An   odM**  munnuring    voice—"  Tfuia  art  net 


SONNET  289. 

nnn  FMmCXXXva 
Kb  lUwlia  do  Eupnua  awnaJa. 
Wurr  in  sad  owaingaby  Euphrates' rtieuii 
I  fX,  RUBcing  days  lot  aver  Sown, 
While  loee  thine  imege  on  the  exile'a  dimn^ 
O  miKh-laved  Salem  I  and  tby  glorin  gone. 


When  they,  who  eansed  the  ceaseless  laan  I  shed, 
Thostotb^  captive  spoke,—"  Why  sisspthylayat 

Sing  of  Ihy  tieasures  lost,  thy  splendour  fled, 
And  all  thy  triumphs  in  departed  days  1 

"  EKow'at  tboa  not,  Harmony's  rewtleis  charm 
Can  eooth  each  paaaon,  and  each  grief  disarm  1 
Sing  then,  and  (ears  will  vanish  from  thine  eye." 
With  ^ha  I  answered,— "  When  the  cap  of  wo 
Is  filled,  till  misny'a  hitler  draught  o'erflow, 
is  i»t  to  nng, — hut  die," 


PART  OF  ECLOQXJE  1& 

Ir  in  thy  ghiiioua  homo  above 
Thou  atill  reeellest  earthly  tove. 
If  yet  Ittained  a  thought  may  be 
Of  him  whoae  heart  hath  bled  for  Ihae ; 

Beinember  atill  how  deeply  ahiiued 
Thine  image  in  hia  joyless  mind, 
Each  well-known  scene,  each  fonatt  can 
Forgotten— tbou  alone  art  there  I 

Remember  that  thine  eye-beam'a  light 
Hath  Bod  for  ever  from  his  nght. 
And,  with  that  vanished  sunshine,  lort 
b  eveiy  hope  he  cherished  most. 

Think  that  his  life,  from  tbeo  apart, 
b  an  but  weariness  of  heart, 
Each  stream,  whoM  muaie  oneo  was  deal 
Now  mormun  discords  lo  his  car, 

Thnngh  Ihee,  the  mom,  whose  doodlea 
Woke  him  to  joy  bi  other  days, 
Now,  io  the  %ht  of  beauty  drMt, 


.  „Gooj^lc 


ThriMf  h  tbae,  the  beaveiu  «n  dark  to  him. 
The  niii'a  meridUii  blus  U  dim ; 
And  hmh  were  e'en  the  bird  of  era, 
Bnt  th*t  her  eong  (till  loraa  to  griera. 

All  it  bath  been,  hie  heait  lbtg«H 
So  illeTed  bf  its  long  regteta ; 
Each  iriah  t>  changed,  roeh  hop*  ti  tfer, 
And  joy'a  light  apirit  wakea  no  man. 


And  all  that  Nalnra's  Uviih  huida  diapenae, 
In  gaj  lamriuwa,  churning  every  aenae. 
Ne'er,  in  thj  abeence,  can  delight  my  bmut : 
Nought,  without  thee,  taj  weary  wul  begsilei ; 
Andjoyoia;  beam,  yet, 'midit  her brighteatamiles, 
A  aecrel  grief  ia  mine  that  will  not  reat. 


SONNET  186. 


BONNET  108. 

FiiR  Ta}ol  thou,  whoae  calmly-Oowing  tiite 
Bathcathe  fi«ab  rarduie  aftheae  lorely  plum, 
Enlrrening  all  where'er  thy  waiea  may  gliilt, 
Flowen,  heibaga,  flocka,  and  sylvan  nymphi,  ind 

SwMt  rtream  1  1  know  not  when  my  Hepi  igila 
Shall  tread  thy  ahorea ;  and  while  to  part  I  nuum, 
I  haia  no  hope  to  meliorate  my  pain, 
No  dream  that  whiipeia — 1  may  yet  letuml 
My  frowning  destiny,  wlion  watchful  care 
PorbiJa  me  bleeaingii,  and  ordaina  deipiir, 
CommanJa  me  tbiu  to  leave  thee  and  repine: 
And  I  muat  Tainly  rnoum  the  icenca  1  By, 
And  breathe  on  other  galea  my  plaintive  dgh. 
And  Uend  tny  teara  witbothei  watea  than  thjnil 


SONNET  371. 

A  formcaDn  daita  fnica  MtfL 
ThI8   motiDtain-Bcene,   with    aylvan    grandeur 

crowned; 
Theae  chensit-woodi,  in  aummei  nrdun  bright ; 
Theae  fonnta  and  tJTdeta,  wboae  mingling  aound 
Lnlb  ereiy  boaom  to  aerene  ddight ; 


SONNET  23. 
TO  A  LADY  WHO  DIED  AT  SEA. 

Cliaa  mlnha  Inlmlga,  em  tu]>  Dim 
Thod,  to  whcee  power  my  hopea,  my  joys,  I  giTe, 
O  (bndly  loved !  my  bosom's  deareat  care! 
Earth,  which  denied  to  lend  thy  form  a  gra««. 
Yields  not  one  spoil  to  soothe  my  deep  despair  I 

Yeel  the  wild  seas  enlfHnb  those  ch&rina  diviiM, 
Dark  o'er  thy  head  th'  eternal  billows  roll ; 
But  while  one  ray  oT  life  or  thought  b  mine. 
Still  Shalt  thou  liv^  the  inmate  of  my  louL 

And  if  the  toiMa  of  my  uncultared  song 

•e  power  the  sad  remembrance  U  prolong. 

Of  love  HI  ardent,  and  offiuth  so  pare; 
Thosb  eyea,  whence  Lore  diffused  his  purest  light,  s^\]  ,ha]l  my  veree  thine  epiWph  remam, 
Prond  b  eucb  beaming  orU  his  reign  to  show  j       g^ii  .hall  tbj  charmi  be  deathleaa  in  my  atrsin. 
That  face,  with  lints  of  mingUng  lustre  bright,       yflalt  Time,  and  Lore,  and  Memorr  shaU  eiulura. 
When  tba  rose  mantled  o'er  the  living  snow  j 

The  rich  redDnclance  of  thit  golden  hair, 
Brighter  than  sunbeams  of  meridian  day; 
I'hat  form  ao  gracaftd.  and  that  hand  so  fair, 
Whera  now  those  treasures  1— mouldering  ir 
clayt 


1hi>s,Iikeao 


ebloa 


n  prematurely  to 


Hsth  young  Perfection  withered  in  ita  i 
1'ovchedby  the  hand  that  gathen  but  to  Uight  1 
C>h  I  bow  could  Love  surrive  his  bitter  learal 
8hed,  not  lor  her,  who  mounts  to  hapiner  spheiea. 
But  lor  hia  own  sad  Gde,  thus  wrapt  in  slailesi 
niiht' 


SONNET  13.  _   .. 

Alma  mlnha  (nun,  qu  Is  panlaa. 
Spibit  belored  I  whoae  wing  so  soon  bath  Sowd 
The  joy  less  precincts  of  this  earthly  aphenv 
Now  is  yon  heaven  eternally  lliine  own, 
Whilst  I  deplore  thy  lees,  a  captive  bate. 
Oh !  if  allowed  in  thy  divine  abode 
Of  aught  on  earth  an  image  to  retain, 
Remember  still  the  fervent  love  which  gbwnd 
In  my  fond  bosom,  put*  fiom  every  stain. 
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And  if  than  ilwm  tlwt  ill  m;  fKithful  Brief, 

Ckiued  bj  th;  low,  and  bopclen  of  reUef, 

(Bofthckie.!  SONHEl    tW. 

OhI  «aorHe»«D,whiehe*Uedtho8ioonn»»y,  atiolel,J»choBJ«*i«jgeni. 

Tbkt  I  may  join  tbniDlhoMralmiofdaj, 

SwifWj,  w  t&ou  ii«*  TOniAed  ftom  miiw  gre*.        Orr  bay  I  long  and  mourned  the  bUUtw 

Which  lore  for  yeara  hath  mingled  with  mj  fii 
Whik  he  the  tale  forbade  me  to  Jiecloae, 
That  taught  hli  votanei  their  deluded  u 

Nympbil  who  digpetua  Caatalia'a  linngatream. 
Ye,  who  Erorci  Death  oblivion'*  mantle  deal. 
Grant  me  a  (train  in  powerTuI  tone  lupiame, 
Each  grief  by  loTe  inSir^ed  to  reveal : 

That  tboee,  whoee  ardent  hearts  adore  hi*  ivnif, 
May  hear  eipericnf  e  bntilbe  a  warning  lay. 
How  IKIm  hia  emilei;  hia  proiniwa  how  vaint 
Then,  if  ye  deign  this  eAbrt  to  inspire, 
When  the  ud  taali  is  o'er,  my  plaintivB  lyre. 
Forever  hiubed,  ahall  alumber  in  your  fane. 


Qga  HinidB  OB  de  anwrl 
How  itrange  a  &te  in  lore  is  nunel 
How  deariy  prized  the  pains  I  feel  1 
Panp  that  to  rend  my  aoul  comtHne, 

With  avarice  I  eoncaal: 
For  did  the  voM  the  tale  divine. 
My  lot  would  then  be  deeper  wo. 
And  mine  il  grief  that  none  muxt  know. 

To  moitat  ears  I  may  not  dare 
Unfold  the  cauae,  the  pain  I  prove ; 
'T  would  plunge  in  ruin  and  despair 
Or  me,  or  her  I  love.< 
My  iDUl  delighb  alone  to  bear 
Her  nient,  aniuipectsd  wo, 
Aod  DkHW  shall  inty,  none  shall  kiwiv. 

Thns  buried  in  my  boaom's  nm, 
Thu«  in  my  inmoet  heart  concealed. 
Let  me  Jone  the  secret  mourn, 
In  pangs  unnothed  acid  unrevealed. 
For  whether  happineaa  or  wo. 
Or  Gfe  o.  death  its  power  beatoiv, 
U  is  what  none  oa  earth  must  know. 


SONNET  58. 


Bbovij.  Love,  Ibe  tyrant  of  my  suSering  brait. 
Yet  long  eno(^  protract  bis  votary's  days. 
Tone  the  tuetre  froni  thoee  eyei  depart, 
The  lodestars  now,*  that  Gucinate  my  giie ; 

To  see  nide  Time  the  living  rosea  blight, 
Thai  o'er  Iby  cheek  their  loveliness  unfold, 
And  all  u|i[4tying,  change  thy  tttmtt  bright 
To  alveiy  whiteness,  fiom  their  native  gold ; 

OhI  then  my  heart'an  equal  change  will  prove. 
And  mourn  the  coldness  that  repelled  my  love, 
Wban  tears  and  penitence  wilt  all  be  vain ; 
And  I  shall  aae  thee  weep  for  daya  gone  by, 
And  In  thy  deep  regret  and  fruitlees  ugh, 
Hod  ainiJetf  vengeance  for  my  fonner  pain. 


SONNET  SO. 
Conio  quando  do  imr  lampcMUim 
S*TiD  from  the  perils  of  the  stormy  wave, 
And  faint  with  lull,  the  wanderer  of  (be  main, 
But  just  escaped  from  shipwreck's  billowy  grava, 
Trembles  to  hear  iU  horrors  named  again. 

How  warm  his  voiw,  that  Ocean's  binst  mien 
No  man  shall  lure  him  from  the  smilei  of  hoaw 
Yel  icon,  forgetting  each  terrific  scene. 
Once  nure  he  turns,  o'er  boundless  deep*  to  roaob 

Lady  I  thus  I,  who  vainly  oA  in  Sight 

Seek  refuge  from  the  dangers  of  thy  ught. 

Make  the  firm  vow,  to  shun  thee  and  bo  free : 

But  my  fond  heart,  devoted  to  it*  chain, 

Still  draws  me  back  where  countlee*  pnili  reign, 

And  grief  and  ruin  spread  their  snares  foe  DM. 


Bnii>B  the  stream*  of  Babylon,  in  tears 


Our  harps,  neglected  and  untuned,  we  Lung 
Mute  on  the  willows  of  the  stranger'a  laud ; 
When  songa,  like  those  that  in  thy  &ne*  we  nil 
Our  foe*  demanded  from  their  captiie-baiid. 
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How  ihtll  OUT  ToicM,  oa  &  femgn  (hoK, 
(We  uuiracd  IhoM  who*e  chuiu  tbe  exile  wore,) 
The  nngi  of  Ood,  oiu  ncrad  •noft,  miewl 
If  1  tb^et,  midit  grief  ind  wasUiiK  toi^ 
Thea,  O  JeniMlein  1  my  natin  1011 1 
lUay  My  righi-hand/arget  ia  euanti^  (ool 


Trbrb  Uoom  >  pluit,  irboae  gue,  from  ho<u  to 

Still  to  the  (un  with  Ibnil  dcTotion  turm, 
Wkke*,  when  Creation  hiili  hii  ilawning  powi 
And  moal  expuids,  nhen  tnott  her  iJcd  burna; 
Bat  when  he  aaeiu  the  boaam  of  the  deep, 
Hi*  biibM  ptuit'i  teRected  cbarnu  decay ; 
Then  fails  her  Oowen,  her  lesTei  diacobtured  weep. 
Still  londly  pining  for  the  laniiheJ  ny. 

Tboo  whom  1  tare,  the  dayitM  of  my  light ! 
WbsQ  thy  dear  preaence  ntkea  me  to  delight, 
Joy  in  my  lou]  anfoldg  her  fureet  dower: 
Bat  in  thy  heaven  of  unilea  alane  it  bloomB, 
And  of  thdr  light  deprired,  in  grief  conaumea, 
Born  but  to  live  within  tbine  eye-beam*  power. 


SONNET  BOB. 

Ilqaa  AOMC  bg  IUic^db 
Ht  who  pNclaiiiH  that  Lore  h  light  and  Tain, 
Capridoua,  cn>«l,  Abe  in  all  hia  way*; 

too  well  hatb  merited  hia  pun. 
Too  jnitly  find*  him  all  be  tho*  porttaya. 

For  Lore  ii  pitying,  Lov«  ii  aoft  and  kind  i 
"  "  who  darei  the  tale  oppuas , 

Oh  I  deem  Mm  one  whom  atoriny  puiona  UiihI, 
~  'h(xn  earth  and  hearen  maT  well  ba  tse* 

If  Loie  bring  erila,  view  Ihem  oil  in  nw  t 
Here  let  the  world  hii  utmott  rigour  see, 
Hia  Dtmoet  power  exerted  to  annoy; 
But  all  hi*  ire  ii  atill  tho  ire  of  Love; 
And  aueh  delight  in  aD  hi*  woea  I  prove, 

luld  not  chaiige  their  pangs  for  aught  of  o(Ii« 

joy! 


AUTDST  the  Htterteara  that  fell 
In  angulih  at  my  laat  Oirewell, 
Oh  I  who  would  dream  that  joy  could  dwell, 

To  make  that  momeot  bright  1 
Yet  bo  my  judge,  each  heart  I  and  aay, 
Whkh  then  could  most  my  boaom  away. 

Affliction,  or  deUgbtl 
Itwaa,  when  Hope,  Dpprc«t  with  woea, 
Serned  her  dim  eyes  in  death  to  cloee, 
That  Rapture'*  brightest  beam  aroae 

In  SoTTon's  linrifest  nigbt 
Thna,  if  my  soul  survive  that  hoOT, 
T  is  that  my  fate  o'ercame  the  power 

Of  anguish  with  delight. 
For  oh  1  ner  lote,  ao  long  unknown, 
She  then  confest,  was  all  my  own. 
And  in  that  parting  hour  alone 

Revealed  it  to  my  dghL 
And  now  what  pangs  will  rend  Diy  soul, 
^Jhould  lintune  stili,  with  item  eontrol, 

Foiind  me  this  delight. 
I  Know  not  if  m  j  bllaa  were  vain. 
Pot  all  tho  brce  of  parting  pain  , 

Forbade  aospieiaus  doubts  to  reign, 

When  exiled  bom  her  nght : 


low  what  donble  wo  for  am, 
Jnit  al  the  close  of  eve,  to  aea 

The  dayapring  of  dalighL 


BONNET  133.  ^ 

Doaa,  e  clUM  aguu  do  MciDdif& 
W:tVRB  of  Mondrgol  brilliant  and  serene, 
Haunts  of  my  thought,  where  mentory  fUidl 

Where  hope  allared  me  with  perfidious  misn. 
Witching  my  soul,  in  long-departed  day*; 

Yesi  I  forsake  your  banks;  but  still  my  heart 
Shall  bid  Temcmhrance  all  your  charms  restore, 
Arid.  suRbring  not  one  image  to  depart, 
Find  lengthening  distance  hut  endear  yon  moM, 

Let  fiirtune'a  will,  through  many  a  future  day, 
To  distant  rednu  this  mortal  frame  convey, 
Sport  of  each  wind,  and  lost  on  every  wavel 
Yel  my  food  sool.  to  pcndTe  memory  tms^ 
On  thought'*  light  passion  stUl  shall  fly  to  yov. 
And  sdtl,  bright  waters  I  in  your  correnl  lave. 


SONNET  lei. 
Ondi  BCtianI  Iniatuo  apsnadb 
Where  shall  I  find  some  desert-acens  to  mAt, 
Where  loneliness  so  undisturbed  may  reign. 
That  not  a  step  shall  ever  then  intrude 
Of  loving  man,  or  nature'*  nvags  train  1 
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Same  Unglm]  thickat,  ilooUto  tad  dnw, 
Or  deep  wild  fomt,  aileiit  u  the  lomb, 
Boutiog  no  Tertian  bright,  no  fimnlain  eleu, 
^  But  dukljr  laileil  lonjipirit'iskxiin? 

Tlut  there,  'midit  frowning  rack*,  alone  with  grief 
Entombed  in  tiie,  end  bopelne  of  relief, 
In  lonely  freedom  I  may  biratthe  my  woe* — 
For  oh  I  nnee  Doagbt  my  lorrowi  etn  klUy, 
There  ihall  my  uulneH  cloud  no  festal  day, 
And  dkja  of  gloom  ihall  loothe  me  lo  repow. 


BONNET  aro. 


ExBMpv  from  emy  gria^  "twu  mine  to  livg 
1b  dnuoa  lo  nreet,  eoehanUnenti  eo  dirine, 
A  thowand  joys  profudooi  Love  on  gire, 
Were  Kaitely  noith  one  raptoroDi  pain  of  miDe. 

Bo<md  by  wft  ipelli,  in  deer  itlorioni  bleft, 
I  breathed  no  Hgh  tar  fortune  oi  for  power ; 
No  care  intruding  to  diMmh  my  breaat, 
I  dwelt  enlraoced  in  Lore'i  Elynan  bower; 

Bnt  Fate,  inch  tRUwporta  eager  to  destroy, 
Sooa  radely  woke  me  frotn  the  dream  of  j^. 
And  bads  the  phantMM  of  daUght  begone  t 
B»dB  hope  and  htpjAntm  at  ODoe  d^«rt. 
And  left  bnt  memory  to  diatract  my  heart, 
l^tiadng  every  boor  of  bbea  liir  erer  flown. 


No  narching  eye  can  pierce  tb«  rdl 
That  o'er  my  eeeret  k>ve  is  thrown ; 
No  aatwud  ngni  reieal  ite  tale, 

But  lo  my  bosom  known. 
Tbut,  like  the  (park,  whoie  livld  light. 
In  the  dark  flint  la  Ud  from  nght, 

It  dwells  within,  alone. 


halK  iuua  I  O  ni  cid  An  la  am 
iTiLTit  thoa,  by  lavish  Nature  graced 
With  ill-starred  beauty,  which  to  tbee  hath  been 
A  btal  dowry,  whose  aflisots  are  traced 
In  the  deep  lonowa  gnven  on  thy  mien ; 

Oh!  that  nora  strength,  or  fewei  cbarma  wire 

thine. 
That  those  might  fear  thee  more,  or  love  thee  llM, 
Who  seem  to  wonhip  at  ihy  bflaaty's  shrine. 
Than  leave  thee  to  the  death-pang'i  biUemeail 

Not  then  the  herdi  of  Gaul  would  drain  the  tlds 
Of  that  Eridanue  thy  blood  hath  dyed ; 
Nor  from  the  Alps  would  legioni,  itill  renewed, 
Ponr  down;  nor  wouMst  thou  wield   a  foreign 


IiT  lean,  the  heart  oppreslwith  grief 
Give*  langoaga  te  its  woes; 
'  In  tears,  its  fulness  Ends  nlicf, 
Whan  raplnrfs  tide  o'erSowsl 
Who  then  nndondsd  blisa  would  seek 

On  this  terrestrial  sphere ; 
When  eW  Delight  can  only  tffk. 
Like  Sonow— in  a  leait 
24* 


GtoevB  nil,  H  con  Bid  u  tio  ciglla 
Ip  thni  thy  fallen  grandeur  I  behdd. 
My  native Oenoal  with  a  tearleMeye, 
Think  tiot  thy  son's  nngratefdl  heart  is  eaU, 
But  know — I  deem  rebeUioos  every  sigh  I 

Thy  glorious  ruins  proudly  I  survey,' 
Trophies  of  firm  leKdve,  of  patriot  ndght ! 
And  In  each  trace  of  devastation'a  way 
Thy  worth,  thy  courage,  meet  my  wandering  right. 

Triumphs  far  len  than  sofTering  virtue  ahinel 
And  on  the  spoilers  high  revenge  is  thine. 
While  thy  strong  quit  unsubdued  lenuJns, 

'  lol  bit  Liberty  rejcueing  flies. 
To  luM  each  noble  relic,  while  ehe  cries, 
Haiti   llunigh  in  ntitu,  Hunt  tttrt  as'sr  la 
thain*!" 


Let  the  vain  courtier  waste  hb  days, 
Lnnd  by  tb*  charms  that  weshh  display*, 

The  oonch  of  down,  the  bawd  of  ooetly  &)e) 
Be  hi*  to  kin  th'  ungrolerul  hand. 
That  waves  the  sceptre  of  command, 

And  rear  full  many  a  palace  in  the  ait; 
Wlulat  I  enjoy,  aH  unconflned, 
The  glowing  son,  the  genial  wind, 

And  tranquil  hours,  (o  rusUc  toJ  aaaigned; 
I     And  prize  &r  more,  in  peace  and  health, 

Conteulcd  indigenee,  tiian  Joyka*  wealth . 
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Not  mine  in  Fortane'i  face  to  bonil, 

^t  GninJeuT'i  tltai  to  ottcnJ, 
Beflect  hii  HTiile,  anil  tremble  U  bii  frawnt 

Nor  mine  a  fond  upiring  thought, 

A  tiiih,  a  ligh,  ■  luion,  fnii|<ht 
With  Pame'a  bright  phantom,  Glorj'*  dwlhlwh 

Nectareoiu  draughU  and  vianih  pan, 
IjUinnant  natura  nill  eiuurei 
ThfW  the  claat  fount,  and  faitite  £eld, 
StitI  to  (he  wearied shephenl  yield; 
And  when  repoae  anJ  viatam  reign. 
Then  we  ue  equala  all,  the  ntoniiicb  utd  the 


rBANCIKO  HAVOEL. 

UN  ASCENDING  A  HILL  LEADING  TO 
A  CONVENT. 
Ne  taue  unwriH,  o  parepliu. 
P4iI*K  not  with  lingering  toot,  O  ^nlgiim,  here; 
Kerca  the  deep  ahadowi  of  the  mountain-nde ; 
Firm  be  thj  itep,  thy  heait  unknown  to  fear, 
To  blighter  world*  thi*  tliorny  potli  nill  {Uide. 

Soonehall  thj  feet  approach  Ihe  calm  abodi^ 
So  near  the  maniiDna  of  aupreme  delight; 
Pause  aot— but  tread  thii  conaecntted  load, 
T  ia  the  dark  boaia  of  the  beavenl;  height. 

Behold,  to  cheer  thee  on  the  toitaome  wa;, 
How  manjafboDtain  gliUen  down  the  till  t         | 
Pur*  gale*,  inviting,  aofll;  round  thee  plaj, 
Bright   iunahine  guidea — and  wilt  thou  linger 

■till'?  I 

Oh!  enter  there,  where,  fieed  from  human  atriie, 
Ho[«  1«  reality,  and  lime  i*  life. 


VENICE. 

Qnoal  pahsl,  t  queue  logga  or  coha. 

Tribc  maiUe  domea,  bj  wealth  and  genius  graced : 

With  icutptured  forma,  bright  hue*,  and  Parian 


Oh !  now,  rince  Fortune  gilda  their  brighleniiif 

Let  not  thoae  Tirtoet  langoiah  and  decay, 
O'erwhelmeil  by  loiuiy,  and  by  wealth  opprott 


L'aDima  bdU,  do  dal  ram  Bho. 
Tke  Ktinted  B|Hrit,  which  frtmi  bbaa  on  high 
Deaoendc  like  dayapring  to  my  favoured  aigbt 
Shtnea  in  auch  noontide  radiance  of  the  ally, 
Scarce  do  I  know  that  form,  iatenaely  brightl 
But  nilb  the  eweetneaa  of  her  welt-known  amilo, 
That  amile  of  peace!  aha  lode  my  doubta  depart. 
And  Lake*  my  hand,  and  aoftly  apeaha  the  whik^ 
Anil  hoaTen'a  full  glory  picturea  to  my  heart. 
Beama  of  that  heaven  in  her  my  eyes  beliold, 
And  now,  e'en  now,  in  thought  my  wingi  unfold 
To  Boarwith  her  and  mingle  with  (he  bledl 
But  ah  I  *o  ewift  her  buoyant  pinion  Siea, 
That  I,  in  vain  aspiring  to  the  skies. 
Fall  to  my  native  epbcre  by  earthly  bond»  depnat 


Be  ahall  not  dread  Misfertnne's  angry  nuen, 
Nur  feebly  nah  beneath  her  tempest  rude, 
Vrhoae  soul  hath  learned,  through  many  a  trying 

To  smile  at  fate,  and  suffer  unsubdued. 

In  the  rough  school  of  billowi,  clouds,  and  storms, 
Nursed  and  matured,  the  pilot  lenrns  his  art: 
Thus  Fate's  dread  ire,  by  many  a  eonflkt  IbmM 
The  loAy  s^orit  and  enduring  heaKl 


Tbs  torrent.waie,  that  break*  with  Cm 
Impetuous  down  the  Alpine  height, 
Conipliini  and  struggles  in  its  cours^ 
But  sparkles,  as  (he  diunond  bright. 


Purs  from  each  vice,  't  was  here  a  yirtuous  train. 
Fearless  in  fragile  barks  eiploied  ihe  sea;         ■ 
Not  theirs  a  wish  to  conquer  oi  to  r«gn. 
They  sought  these  tiland-predncta—lo  be  ftn. 

Ne'er  in  their  souls  amln^n's  flame  aroBe, 
No  dream  of  aTarice  broke  their  ea)^  repose ; 
Fiaud,  more  than  death  abhorred  each  artlesa 


The  atream  in  shadowy  Tillcy  deep 
May  slumber  in  lis  narrow  bed; 
But  silent  in  unbroken  sleep. 
Its  loKre  and  its  life  are  fled. 


Lanladn  naa,  Is  cnl  pun  fc^la. 
Sweet  Tosel  whose  tender  foliage  to  expand. 
Her  festering  dewe  the  morning  lightly  shed. 
Whilst  gales  ofbalmly  breath  thy  Uosuhds  fannedi, 
And  o'er  thy  leaTes  the  soft  sufl'iision  sprrau  ; 
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rh>t  b>nJ  whoM  cue  withJreir  tboe  from  the 

gnMind, 
To  lirighiet  iraridi  th;  fkioond  chama  luth 

Thj  fiumt  bodi,  with  gnca  peranmil  ctowdo]. 
Thin  biutbe  uiil  blooiii,  nieued  Eiom  erei; 


Thw,  ht  remored,  uid  now,  tmupluiled  Sowert 
Eipcaed  no  man  loblut  or  tempot  nda, 
Shdtenal  »ith  [enderealcoTS  froin  ftott  orahower, 
And  Bach  raugh  aeaaon'i  cbill  ifeiBitudti, 
Now  maj  thj  ronn  ui  bowen  of  peica  aiaama 
InimHtal  laganoe,  and  oanUhering  blooan. 


Cba  ipul,  InubU  Dm,  dl  B^  <  iplH. 
FoRTVHB  I  why  thua,  irhera'er  my  footatapa  liead, 
Obatnid  each  polb  with  thoioa  and  locka  Uke 

tboel 
Think'it  tbon  that  I  thy  thmlcniug  miaD  ahall 

Oi  toil  and  pant  thy  waTJng  locks  to  aeiiel  > 

Aaerre  the  frown  aeTeie,  the  meiuua  nide, 
For  Tanal-apinta  thai  citaSom  thy  away  1 
3lji  coDitant  aool  cobU  triumph  umubiluod. 
Ware  tba  wkla  uniTone  ileatructioD'i  prey. 

An  I  toeonffictinew,  intoUaonltiadi 
No!  I  ham  laog  thin*  ulmoat  power  deSed, 
And  drawn  fieah  anergiea  from  every  fight. 
Tbu&omiudortnikeaorhunnienand  (he  wheel, 
With  each  ■ueceaaivg  ahock  the  lemperad  ateel 
Hmb  keenly  ^eide{  proTH,  mora  dazzling  bright 


Paili^  d*  on  [HrliUa, 
WoouMT  thoa  loLoTeofdangerapciJd — 
Vdlail  are  hu  eyea,  to  peiils  hiindt 
WouUat  Ihou  rrom  Lore  ■  reamn  aoekl — 
Be  ia  a  child  of  wayward  mind  I 
But  with  a  doabt,  ajaalouabar, 
IiMfiire  lum  once — the  taik  ta  o'et ; 
Hla  mind  la  keen,  hii  aij[ht  ia  clear. 
No  iwre  an  infant,  blind  do  DMoe. 


MiriBTUIO. 

UKSEimtKa  'midit  the  wintry  akiea, 

Rears  the  firm  oak  hia  vigoroua  fiirm, 

And  Item  in  nigged  ittength,  defiee 

The  ruahing  of  the  atorm; 


Then  nevered  fram  hia  native  ahorn, 
O'er  ocean-wortJi  the  wut  to  bear, 
SlUl  with  thoaa  winda  he  braved  Man, 
He  proodly  rijuggles  Ihcie. 


M  put  dli  eha  ita  bouoUl 
theee  unne,  whoae  aerered  heatta 
Have  mourned  throiigh  Uogeiing  year*  in  nli^ 
Can  tell  what  bliaa  fbn-l  love  impart*, 
When  Fate  unite*  them  noes  agoin: 

Sweel  la  the  righ,  and  bleat  lbs  tear, 
Whoae  language  haila  that  moment  'irigHt, 
When  pait  afflictiona  but  endear 
The  preaance  of  delightl 


Ah !  ceaee — tfaoae  frnilleaa  leara iialialt 
I  go  miilbrtane  to  defy. 
To  cmila  at  Tate  with  proud  diadain, 
To  Iriiiinph — not  to  die  I 

I  with  freeh  laurel*  go  to  crown 
My  cloaing  daya  at  laal. 
Securing  all  the  bright  renowa 
AcqnirMl  b  dinger*  paet 


ftDETEDO. 

ROME  BURIED  IN  HER  OWN  RUINS. 

Buaoa  en  Roma  k  Ruu,  6  fMCfrlul 
Amidst  three  scenes,  O  pilgiiml   leek'tt  tboa 

Rome  7 
Vain  ia  thy  search — the  pomp  of  Rome  ia  Sed; 
Her  ailent  Aventine  ia  glory's  tomb ; 
Her  walls,  her  abrinr*,  bat  rdica  of  the  dead. 


Each  OMuldeiing  medal  now  far  Isaa  diaplayt 
The  triumpha  won  by  Latium,  than  by  Tlma. 


.Tiber  alona  survive*— the  paMng  wave, 

That  bathed  her  towen,  now  mnrmun  bj  her 


Wailing,  with  [daintive  sounds,  her  Alien  faixa. 
Romel  of  thine  ancient  grandeur  aii  iS  pnit, 
That  seeatMl  for  yeara  eternal  framed  to  laat, 
Nought  but  the  WBVi..  a  fuptive— lemavw. 
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T^  qu*  Udulu  rtdi  a  Uorma  uui 
Tdod,  nha  hut  Bad  (nun  Hh't  eneltuitod  bowen, 
In  joDth'i  gtjtpnBg,  in  beaDtj'llloninc  moni, 
Lniing  tbjr  bright  unj,  thy  path  oTBowen, 
For  tha  rude  convenl'giirb,  and  couch  of  thomj 

Thoa  that,  ncainDlc  (nmi  a  woriJ  ol  eaica, 
Halt  fotmd  thj  haven  In  demlion'a  fuw, 
Ai  to  the  port  the  Tearrul  bark  repain. 
To  ^aa  th«  miilmght  pehli  of  the  main; 

Now  the  glad  bjnui,  the  rtrain  of  raptnia  pour, 
WUIb  on  thy  kuI  th«  beams  of  glory  hael 
Pot  if  the  ptbt  hail  the  welcome  shore, 
With  shout*  of  triumph  ewelling  to  llie  ikiea; 
OhI  bow  shouldsttAini  the  exulting  pcan  raises 
Now  heareo'i  bright  harbour  opons  on  Ihy  gau. 


KagQ  uml  •dbU  nisi,  purpiUMnia. 
Thoo  In  thy  nwm  weit  like  a  glowing  roM, 
To  the  mild  sunshine  only  half  displayed, 
That  ahiuned  ni  bashful  graces  to  diackMt, 
And  in  its*ale  ofventansaDght  aahaJe; 

Or  tike  Antora  did  thy  obarm*  ippaar, 

(Since  mortal  (arm  ne'er  vied  with  aught  so  bright,) 

Aurora,  smiling  from  her  tranquil  sphere, 

O'er  viiv  and  mountain  shedding  dew  and  light; 

Now  riper  years  have  doomed  no  grace  to  lade, 
Nor  youtliful  charnw,  in  ill  Ihdr  pride  arrayed, 
Excel,  or  eqanl  thy  negtected  form. 
Th«s,  full  expanded,  lovelier  U  the  flower. 
And  the  bright  day-star,  in  its  noontide  hour, 
More  brilUanI  shines,  in  genial  radiance  waim. 


BEHNAHnn  TISEO. 

()Hl'  omtira  dw  gUmnul  Don  ildi  U  ailit 
This  green  recess,  where  through  the  boweiy 

Ne'er  e'en  at  noontide  lionrs  tha  sunbeam  played, 
Where  violet  beds  in  soft  Imuriance  bloom, 
'Midst  ths  cool  freshnsse  of  the  myrtlo«hade; 

Where  through  the  grass  a  apari^ling  bontain 

steals, 
Whose  murmuring  wavi^  tronaparent  as  it  flows, 
No  mors  its  bed  of  yellow  sand  conceals, 
Than  the  pure  crystal  hides  the  glowing  rossi 

This  bower  of  peace;  thou  lootlier  of  our  ears, 
God  ofsofl  slumbers,  and  of  visions  lairl 
A  K>wly  shepherd  consecralea  lo  Iheel 


Then  breathe  anmnd  some  spell  of  deep  nposa^ 
And  charm  his  eyes  in  balmy  dew  to  eloaa, 
Those  eyes,  faliguad  with  grief,  from  lear-Jraf* 


Tbod  that  wooldat  mark,  in  fonii  of  human  Inith, 
All  heavao  anj  nature's  perlect  skill  combiiw]. 
Come  gaie  on  her,  the  daj^Iar  of  the  earth, 
"      lingnot  me  alone,  but  all  mankind; 

And  baste!  for  death,  who  spares  the  guilty  long, 
First  calls  the  brif^teat  a>id  the  beet  away; 
And  to  her  home,  amidrt  the  cherub-throng 
The  angelic  mortal  flies,  and  will  not  alayl 

HaMe  I   and  each  outward  charm,  eaeh  amilai 

grace. 
In  one  consummate  form  thine  eye  shall  trace, 
Model  Dflovetinesa,  lor  earth  too  fair ! 
Then  thou  shalt  own,  how  faint  my  votive  lay^ 
My  spirit  danled  by  perfection's  blaze — 
But  if  thou  still  delay,  for  long  regret  prepam. 


Bi  hmenar  ugalU,  o  vsriB  ftsola 
If  to  the  sigliing  bieeie  of  summer-boun 
Bend  Ihcgreen  leaves)  if  moums a  jdainttve biid 
Or  from  some  fount's  cool  margin,  fringed  with 

Tin  soothing  murmur  of  the  wave  is  bsard; 

Her,  whom  the  heavens  reveal,  the  earth  denies, 
I  see  and  bear;  though  dwelling  far  above, 
Hertjiiril,  still  responsive  to  my  ughs, 
Vidta  the  lorM  retreat  of  penaiie  love. 

"  Why  thus  in  grief  consume  each  fruitlea  day," 
'Her  gentle  acconte  thus  divinely  ssy.) 

While  from  thine  eyes  the  tear  onceaang  flowsl 
Weep  not  for  me,  who,  hastening  on  my  flight, 
Died,  to  be  desthlcn;  and  on  heavenly  light 
Whdse  eyes  but  opened,  when  they  seemsd  M 
closer 


Tbou.  the  stern  monarch  of  dismay; 
Whom  nature  tiembles  lo  survey, 
ObDealhl  tome,  the  child  of  grief; 
Thy  welcome  povrer  would  bring  relief. 
Changing  to  peaceful  elumber  many  scare 
And  t^ugh  thy  atroka  may  thrill  with  pnic 
Each  throbbing  ptdse,  each  quivering  *^; 
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Tbs  pang*  thu  bid  eiiitence  doM,  |  And  wbuper,  trlKn  her  cya  niiTdl, 

Ahl  nre  tre  br  lea  kean  than  (hose,  |Th>t  I,  uno  marning'B  euti«l  call, 

Wliich  doud  it*  lingeiing  mMnenla  wi^i  deaptdr.  Hxn  nghcd  ber  name  to  eieiy  gale, 
B;  tha  lone  wUerfaa 


OZitinao,  cba monndo TiL 
Stlpb  oTthe  breeze  I  vthatt  dewj  piniooa  light 
Wave  genllj  nrand  the  tl«e  I  pUnled  here, 
Saond  to  her,  whoee  ■out  hath  winged  it*  Sight 
To  the  pore  Mbei  of  her  lofty  ipheni', 

Be  it  thj  cue,  aoil  t^iit  of  the  gale  t 
To  fim  it!  leate*  in  aumaKc'i  Doontide  houl'; 
Be  it  th}^  cue,  thai  nintry  tempcate  bil 
To  lend  lb  bonoon  ftoia  the  lylian  bower. 

Thrn  ahall  it  ipread,  and  reu  th'  aipiring  Cirm, 
Prida  of  the  fiaai,  ■acors  trom  erery  atotai, 
Graced  with  her  name,  a  conaeented  tree  I 
So  may  thy  k«d,  the  monarch  of  the  wind , 
Ne'er  with  rnde  chaioi  thy  tender  pinionj  bind, 
Btit  grant  thee  itiU  ta  loie,  a  wanderer  mtd  uid 


HORNINQ  SONQ. 


Hail!  noming  mn,  thiu  eariy  bright ; 
Welctane,  iweet  dawn)  thoa  younger  day! 
Tbloagh  the  dark  wooda  that  trings  the  height 
Beam)  forth,  e'ett  now,  thy  ray. 

Blight  on  the  dew,  it  eparfcle*  dear, 

Blight  on  the  waler*!  gtittariog  fall, 

Aitd  hfe,  and  joy,  and  health  appear. 

Sweet  UDmingl  aX  thy  calL 

Now  thy  freih  breeua  lightly  (pring 
From  beds  of  fragrance,  where  they  lay, 
And  rowing  wild  on  dewy  wii^, 
Driie  ilaniber  Iht  away. 

Pantaffie  dream*,  in  iwift  retreat, 
Now  froni  each  n^nd  withdraw  their  ipeD, 
ffUletba  young  lore*  deHghlad  meet, 
On  Bon'i  ebeek  to  dweU. 

Bpeed  terdiyrl  Urn  ead  opening  Sawat, 
It*  fragrant  iforit  make  thine  own; 
Then  wing  thy  way  to  Roaa'*  bower. 
Ere  her  l^bt  rinp  i*  Sowa. 

TTierB,  o'er  her  downy  pillow,  fly, 
Wake  the  awoet  maid  to  life  and  day; 
Breathe  on  bar  balmy  Up  a  >igh. 
And  (/er  her  buaora  play) 


Ltatbh,  fair  maid,  my  aong  >haH  tell 
How  Lore  may  lUU  be  known  fall  wail, 

Hia  looka  the  traitor  proie : 
Doat  thoa  not  les  Ibat  abaent  amile. 
That  fiery  glance  replete  with  gule  1 

Ohl  doubt  not  then— t  ia  Lore. 
When  varying  atil!  the  aJy  diaguiae. 
Child  of  cipriee,  ha  laugh*  and  cries, 

Or  with  complaint  would  more ; 
To  day  ia  bold,  to-morrow  ahy. 
Changing  each  hour,  he  knowa  not  why, 

OhI  doubt  not  than— 'I  la  Love. 
There'*  magic  in  hia  every  wile, 
Hia  lip*,  well  practiaed  to  beguile, 

Breathe  roee*  when  they  move; 
See,  now  with  andden  rage  be  bum*, 
Diadaina,  implores,  command*,  by  tnnw; 

Ob  I  doubt  not  then— H  i*  Love. 
He  conie*^  without  the  bow  and  dart, 
That  apare  not  e'en  the  pumt  heart ; 

Hia  kraka  the  traitor  prove ; 
Thai  glance  la  fire,  that  mien  ii  guile, 
Dectil  ia  lurking  in  that  amlta, 

Ohl  tmat  him  not— t  i*  Lovel 


6niUB,<fM  KM  m  dait  ni^MD, 
Thoo  grot,  whence  Sow*  thia  limpid  apring. 
It*  margin  fringed  with  moaa  and  flowera, 
Still  Wd  iu  voice  of  muraiure  bring 

Peace  lo  thy  musing  hour*. 
Sweet  Fontenay !  where  fint  for  me 
Tha  day-spring  of  exiateoca  roee, 
Soon  shall  my  duat  return  lo  thee, 

And  'midat  my  aires  repoae. 
Mnsea,  that  watched  my  cbildhood'a  mom, 
'Midat  tbeaa  wild  baonta,  vrith  guardian  eye. 
Fair  treea,  that  here  beheld  me  bora. 

Soon  abafly«  see  mediae 


Onpd  Jt  "ntaa  ilcm  prlmattr*. 
Ekjot  the  aweet*  of  Kfa'a  luxuriant  May, 
ELie  envkHis  Age  i*  haalcning  on  hi*  way. 
With  snowy  wreath*  lo  crown  the  beaoleooa  btoW 
The  rose  will  fade  when  atorma  asaail  the  year, 
Attd  Time,  who  changeth  not  hi*  awift  camr 
thb,  ariU  chanjp  aU  slss  baknr' 
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SttCscrlUnrott«  ilorttuE. 


THE  TREASURES  OP  THE  DEEP. 
Wbit  bul'it  tboa  in  thy  treMur»^xna  and  cdbl 
Tboa  boUow-aoandiDg  nnd  m;ril«riaui  muD !        i 
— Psle  gUftening  peirii^   uul   ruDbow-coloured 

Bright  Ihings  which  glniu  oiireckeiimf,  and 


Yat  nxm,  the  dspthi  ham  mocsl — what  wealth 

nnlold, 
Far  down,  and  ihining  thicagh  Ibeir  atillnna  He*  1 
Thou  hut  the  itanj  gems,  ths  burning  gold, 
WoQ  fojnt  ten  thoonnd  royal  Aifooasl 
•^wMp  o'er  tbj  apoita,  thon  wild  ami  wtatEiTuI 

Earth  cUima  not  life  «guD. 
Yet  moK,  the  depthi  have  moni  tbj  watea  ban 

roUed 
Above  the  citiea  of  a  world  gone  b? ! 
Band  bath  filled  Dp  the  palacee  of  old. 
Sea-weed  o'ei^ronn  the  hall>  of  teieiry. 
•— Daih  o'er  then,  oceanl  in  thy  Komrul  pla;  I 

Man  yielda  them  la  decaj. 
Yet  more!  the  billowa  and  the  depths  have  more  ! 
High  hearti  and  braTe  are  gathered  to  thj  breut  I 
The;  hear  rwt  now  the  booming  waten  rou, 
The  baUtfrthanden  will  not  break  their  nsL 
— Keep  thy  red  gold  and  gems,  Uiou  atonnv  grsTe  I 

Give  back  the  true  and  biaie  I 
Give  back  the  loal  and  lorety ! — thoae  for  whom 
The  place  wa*  kept  at  board  and  hearth  to  long, 
The  pnjerwent  up  through  midnighl'i  brcnthlcsi 

And  the  vain  jreamlng  woke  'nddit  feital  aongl 
HoM  fimt  thy  buried  ielea,  th  j  towen  o'erthrown — 

Bot  all  U  not  thine  own. 
To  thee  thelo*e  of  woman  hath  gone  down. 
Dark  Bow  thy  tidet  o'er  manhood'!  noble  bead, 
O'er  youth'i  bright  loeki,  and  beauty's  flowery 


—Yet  mu*t 

Eaitb  Aall  nctaim  her  praeious  Ihinga  from  thee! 
— Reitan  the  dead,  tbo^  seal 

BR1NO  FLOWERS. 
BiiMo  Bowen,  young  floweri.ior  the  fMal  board, 
'Jo  wieaUia  the  cup  et*  the  wine  ia  poured; 
R:*ag  flowaia!  th^  are  aprinfiog  b  wood  and 

Tbeir  breath  Ooala 


And  the  loach  of  the  ■nnbeam  hath  waked  the 

ro«. 
To  deck  tbe  hall  when  the  bright  wine  llowa, 

Brin^  flowera  to  etrew  in  the  conqaeror'i  palb^ 
He  haih  ihaken  thtonca  with  hie  elonny  wiathl 
He  cooiea  with  the  ipoili  of  naliona  back, 
Tbe  vinea  lie  eruihcd  in  bin  chiiiot'a  track. 
The  turf  kH^  red  where  he  won  the  day — 
Bring  flonete  to  die  in  the  conqueror'a  way  I 

Bring  flowera  to  the  captive's  lonely  cell, 
They  ha'TeUlea  of  the  joyoui  wood*  totcD; 
Of  (be  free  bine  etieamt,  and  the  glowing  eky 
And  tbe  bright  world  abut  ftom  his  languid  eye; 
The;  will  bear  bim  a  thought  of  the  sunn;  houi^ 
And  a  dmm  of  tua  youth — bring  him  flowery 
wild  flowenl 

Bring  floweiB,  fteah  flower*,  Eir  the  brtd*  to  weai  I 
Tbe;  were  bom  to  blush  in  her  shining  bail. 
She  i>  leaving  tbe  home  of  her  ehildhood'e  miitb  I 
She  hath  bid  farewell  (o  her  bther^  hearth. 
Her  place  ii  now  by  another's  nde — 
Bring  Aonen  for  the  locks  of  tbe  fair  yofing  bridal 

Bring  flowere,  pale-flowen,  o'er  the  bier  to  ihed, 

A  crown  for  tbe  brow  of  tbe  eari;  dead! 

For  ttii*  Ihrongb  it*  leaves  hath  tbe  nbite-tcae 

bunt, 
Par  thie  in  tbe  woods  was  the  violet  nursed. 
Thnoghth)?  mule  in  vain  Ibiwhatonce  wasoms, 
They  are  love's  last  gift — bring  ys  Qowers,  pale 

Bring  flowers  to  tbe  abrine  where  we  kned  in 

prayer. 
They  are  nature's  oBering,  tbmr  place  utAer«f 
The;  speak  of  hope  to  tbe  fainting  heart, 
'With  a  voice  of  pronwe  they  come  and  part, 
Tbe;  rierp  in  duit  through  the  wintry  boaia, 
They  break  tbrib  in  glory — bring  flowen,  biigbl 


TBE  CRUSADER'S  RETURN. 


it  OD  the  mitbcm  gal^ 
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Bj  tba  loag-witherai)  p*lia4>nnch  io  tbj  huid, 
And  hj  the  dailiiieB  of  thy  ■unburat  brow. 
AI>st  tbe  bright,  tbc  beaatiful,  who  part, 
So  full  ofbopB,  br  (hat  br  coantry'iboumat 
Atui  tha  weu?  and  tfaechanged  in  bnrt. 
And  dinuned  in  upeet,  who  like  thee  retuni  1 

Tbov  'rt  Cunt — rtaj,  reit  thee  from  th;  toili  at 

lat. 
Thmigh  the  high  dmnut*  lightlj  plaji  the 

Tbe  atan  gleam  out,  the  Am  houi  ii  paiaed. 
The  iailor*!  hymn  hath  died  along  the  leai. 
TIloa  "it  hint  and  worn— beu'it  tboa  tbe  foun- 
tain welting  I 
Bj  the  graj  pillar*  of  yon  nined  Bhrina  1 
Bee^  thou  Ihn  dew;  gnpn,  befan  thee  awrlling  1 
— Ue  thai  hath  left  ma  trained  that  loaded  rine' 

He  WM  a  child  when  thin  ibe  bower  he  wove, 
(Oh  I  hath  a  da;  fled  tince  hii  childhood'a  time  7) 
That  I  might  all  and  hear  the  nund  I  love, 
Beneath  ita  ahade — the  convent'a  veeper-chiiDe. 
And  aU  thai  there  I — bi  he  wa*  gentle  eier ; 
With  hia  glad  *<mm  he  nould  Imv«  welcomed 

thM, 
And  branght  fitah  froita  to  moI  Ihy  parched  bpa> 

— Then  in  hie  place  thoa  'it  leating — where  i>  he  1 

If  leoold  hear  that  lat^hiog  Tmee  again, 

Bat  once  again  1 — how  oft  it  wanden  bj, 

In  (be  alill  hour*,  like  aome  remembered  atrain, 

Troubling  tba  heart  with  iti  wild  melody  I 

— TboD  liait  ieen  mocb,  tired  pilgrim  I  hut  thoo 

In  that  (krland,  tbechoeentandoTyon, 
A  youth — my  Guido — with  the  fiery  mien, 
And  the  dark  eye  of  thia  Italian  aborel 

Tlwdatk,clear,  lightniag  eye! — on  Heaven  and 

ItonUeil — aaif  man  were  not  dnat — Ktnuledt 
The  Tcry  air  aeemed  kindling  with  Id*  mirth. 
And  I — my  heait  grew  young  belbre  my  childl 
My  bleaed  chUd  I—I  had  but  bim— yet  he 
Pilled  all  my  boDM  e'en  with  o'erflowingjoy, 
Sweet  larighter,  and  wild  aong,  and  footitep  free — 
— Where  ia  Iw  now  1 — my  pride,  my  Sower,  my  boy  I 

B)<  Btmny  childhood  meltBd  from  roy  aight, 
LUu  a  (pring  dew-drop — then  bia  forehuad  wi 
A  pTDoder  look — hia  eye  a  keener  light — 
—J  knew  Iheae  nooda  might  be  hie  wurtd  no  m 
He  bred  nw — but  ha  left  me  I — thu*  the|y  go, 
Wlrnn  we  have  reared,  watched,  Ueaied,  loo  much 
•doiedl 


Thouweep'et — I(remUe — Ihouhutaunthe  alain 
Preedng  a  bloody  turf;  tbe  young  and  fair, 
With  (heir  pale  beauty  itrewiDg  o'er  tha  plain 
Where  hoeta  have  mel-~»peak  I  anawer  I— waa  ht 

there T 
Oh  1  hath  lua  imile  departed  1— Could  the  grave 
Shut  o'er  thoee  bunU  ofbright  and  (ample**  glee  1 

-No  I .  I  ahall  yet  behold  hia  dark  lock*  wave- 
That  took  givaa  hope— 1  knew  it  could  not  be  I 

Still  weep'ct  t boa, wanderer 7— awne  fond  mother'* 

O'er  thee  too  brooded  in  thine  early  jeaf* — 
Thiuk'it  tbou  of  her,  whoee  gmtle  eye,  perchance, 
Batfied  all  thy  faded  hair  irith  parting  tear*  1 
Speak,  for  thy  (ear*  disturb  me ! — what  ait  thou ) 
Why  doit  tbon  hide  Ihy  bee,  yet  weeping  on  1 
Look  up  '.f~oh  I  i*  it— that  wan  cheek  and  brow  I— 
lait— alaat  yet  joy  [—my  (on,  my  eon  I 


,ntOM  TBI  OERUl!;  Ot 

Thk  Song  !•  lald  u  ban  Iwn  cgmpoigd  b7  SchlOir  Id  BB- 
nm  u  Uw  inqulrlea  of  hli  friend*  nepecdnf  Ibe  lau  (T 
TVllo,  whoa*  beaodliil  chinotr  la  mUhdnHQ  fnm  Uw 
Diged;  af  "WalleniulD'a  Dnih,"  tRm  her  neaiiu]«i  u  t1- 
gnta  of  hgi  krnr  1*  mute  kiuHD 


ThU  rUlil*  nature  and  lUa  coi 
Ars  111  100  narrow.' 

(MtnOg^t  TroHtlatitn  ^  IT 


Aai'«T  thou  my  homel — my  pathway  wouldit 

thou  know. 
When  from  thine  eye  my  floating  ahadow  paaaed  \ 
Waa  not  my  work  fidfiUed  and  clued  beb>w  1 
Had  I  not  lived  and  ktred  T— my  iot  waa  cait 

Woaldit  than  aak  when  IIm  nightingale  ia  gene, 

That  melting  into  aong  her  (unl  away, 

Qave  the  ^ring-breeae  what  witched  thee  in  lt« 

— Bat  while  ahe  loved,  ahe  Uved,  in  that  deep  lay  < 

Thiok'at  Ihaa  my  heart  i(B  lost  one  hath  not  fbundl 
—Ye*  1  we  aro  one,  oh  I  tnut  me,  we  have  met, 
Wbeie  nought  again  may  pan  wImU  love  hath  bound, 
Where  (alia  no  tear,  and  whiapera  no  regreL 

There  ahalt  Ouia.  find  ua,  Uiere  with  u*  be  Meat, 
If  aa  eur  love  fAy  love  ia  pure  and  irual 
Then  dwella  my  ftther,*  riideee  and  at  rest, 
Where  the  5etce  marderer  may  no  mon  ponma 
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And  weD  tw  fecit,  no  envr  oT  the  dad 
Dreir  to  tlu  itan  ot  Heaven  hi*  toarul  ken, 
Therft  it  k  with  ni,  e'en  M  ii  oui  tnwt, 
B»  thai  beliem,  ii  nau  the  hdy  (Aeit. 

Tbne  itutU  cwh  feefing  bmutifol  and  high,    . 
K««p  thetweet  pnMUMafitaeuthly  6aj; 
— Oht  fewtlKa  Dollo  dnaniKithirakiiicejel 
Theie  im  deep  maaiUDg  oft  in  childish  pbjr. 


THE  REVELLERS. 

RlKQ,  joyooi  cbonle ! — ring  out  again  t 

A  iwifler  ctill,  anil  a  vililer  itrMn ! 

Tbey  an  hero— the  lidr  lac«  and  the  carelrM  heart, 

Aitd  atari  ehall  wane  ere  the  mirthful  part 

—Bat  I  met  a  dimly  maamfbl  gtanee, 

loa  mdden  tarn  ol  the  dying  dance ; 

I  hcud  the  lone  <rf  beary  ligh. 

In  apaitw  of  the  thnlling  melody  t 
And  it  i<  not  well  that  wo  ahould  breathe 
On  the  bright  ipring-flowen  of  lbs  featol  wreath '. 
—Ye  that  to  tboagbt  or  to  grief  belong, 
Leave,  leave  the  ball  of  long  1 

lUng,  joyom  chordi !— but  who  ut  f  Aou 

With  the  ihadowy  lock*  o'er  thy  pale  young  brow, 

And  the  worid  of  dreamy  gloom  that  liea 

In  the  mbly  depth*  of  thy  aDil  dark  eye*  1 

— ThoD  h**t  bved,  Itir  ^1  tboa  ha*t  b>ved  too 

well  I 
Tboa  Bit  mourning  now  o'er  ■  broken  *pcll ; 
Thou  but  pouied  Ihy  lieart'a  rich  treaaurea  forih. 
And  ait  unrepaid  for  their  piieela*  worth  1 
Mount  on  1 — yet  come  thou  not  here  lb*  while, 

II  i«  but  a  pain  to  see  (bee  imile ! 

There  i*  not  a  tone  in  our  (ong*  for  thee — 
— Home  with  thy  •otroni  flee  t 

lUng,  joyoua  chonli ! — ring  out  a^n  1 

But  what  doet  Ihau  with  the  Revel'a  train  t 
A  rilvery  vdce  Ihrou^  the  eoft  air  float), 
But  thou  haat  no  part  in  the  gladdening  nola ; 
There  are  bright  young  faco*  that  pai*  tboe  by, 
But  they  fix  no  glance  of  thy  wandering  eye  t 
Away  1  there'*  a  void  in  thy  yeaming  breaai, 
Thou  weary  man  I  wilt  thou  here  find  reit  1 
Away  I  for  thy  thought*  from  the  ecene  have  flol, 
And  the  love  of  thy  efiirit  i*  with  tbc  dead  I 
Thou  artbDtmDiolone'aiidit  the  eoond*  of  mirth — 
—Back  to  Iby  iilent  hnoth  I 

Ring,  jqyon*  cliord*  I — ring  forth  again  1 

A  *wiAer  *till,  and  a  wilder  (train  ! 

-  But  tAoK,  thoDgh  a  recklea*  mien  be  Ihine, 

And  thy  cup  be  crowned  with  the  foanung  wine, 

B;  the  fitful  bunte  of  thy  laoghler  loud, 

Bt  thine  eye'*  quick  flaah  through  iU  troubled  cloud , 


1  know  tb«1— it  la  but  Ibe  wikefnl  fear 
Of  a  baunlod  boeam  that  bring*  thee  hcrel 
1  know  thn  t— thoa  learcat  the  aolemn  night, 
With  her  [oercing  >tar*  and  her  deep  wind'*  mighll 
There'*  a  (one  in  her  voice  wbidi  thou  Gun  wontdM 

For  it  atka  what  tbe  eecret  hmiI  hath  donel 
And  ttiou- Ihero'aadark  weighton  Ihfaie— awajl 
— Back  to  thy  home  and  pray ! 

Ring,  jojooi  cliordal — ring  ool  againi 

A  awilter  illll,  and  a  wilder  itrain  I 

And  bring  IVeah  nreatha! — we  will  baniah  all 

Site  the  free  in  heart  from  our  foetive  halL 

On  Ihroagh  the  iniie  of  ibo  fleet  dance,  on  I 

— But  wbere  ara  tbe  yoong  and  the  lovdyt— 

Where  are  the  brow*  with  tbe  red  roae  crowned, 

:ho  floating  form*  with  the  bright  lone  bonnd  t 
And  the  wivinj;  locki  and  the  flying  feet. 
That  itill  ahould  be  where  the  mirthful  meet  I 
Tliey  are  gone— ihey  are  floj— tbey  are  pMted 


—Ala*  1  the  fbnaken  ball ! 


THE  CONaUEROR'S  SLEEP. 
Slsep  'midrt  tby  baniWT*  lurted  I 
Ye* !  thou  art  there,  upon  thy  bottler  lying. 
With  the  ted  viiod  unfelt  aionnd  thee  aghiog, 
Thou  chief  of  boeta,  wboae  trumpet  «hak«*  thi 


SUltnee*  halh  amootbed  thy  brow. 
And  now  might  lovo  keep  timid  vlgib  by  tbee. 
Now  might  the  foe  with  eleakhy  foot  draw  lugb 

thee, 
Aliiie  unfonaciou*  and  defenceleM  thoQ ! 
Tread  lightly,  watchen  1— now  tbe  field  b  won, 
Break  not  tbe  rest  of  nature'*  weaiy  eon ! 

Perehance  aome  lovely  dream 
Back  ftom  thy  Monnv  flght  thy  aoul  i*  bearing, 
To  the  green  plncea  of  thy  boyiah  daring. 
And  all  the  winding*  of  thy  native  atream; 
— Why,  tbi*  ware  joy '. — upon  the  tented  jjain. 
Dream  on,  Uiou  Coni{ueror  I — be  a  child  (gala  I 

But  thoa  wlH  wake  at  mom. 
With  thy  atrong  pa*aon*  to  the  conflict  leai^ng^ 
And  thy  dark  troubled  thought*,  all  eutb  o'er- 

(weeping, 
— So  wilt  thou  rise,  oh !  thou  of  woman  bom  I 
And  put  tby  lerrori  on,  till  none  may  dare 
Look  npon  thee — tbe  tired  m^  alnmboinf  dienl 
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Ami  for  liU  Uithiighl  tudIj  M\  implore  thcel 
Shalt  tboa  ba  Miffed  Imouh  thj  brother  weepal 
— Wake  I  uid  forget  that  'miikt  a  dreaming  nortd, 
Thaa  halt  lain  thm,  with  *U  ihj  banner*  furled ! 


Thj  riteaaiedoanl.aixl  thyerDMliealonr, 
Anil  the  changeful  houn  breathe  o'erlhae  nowl 
Yet  if  at  thine  altar  one  holjr  thought 
In  man'aikepapiritofold  hath  wrought) 
If  peae«  to  the  mourner  hath  here  been  gi*an, 
Or  prayer,  from  a  ehaateoed  heart,  lo  Hearen, 
Be  the  (pot  Hill  hallowed  while  Time  ihall  idfn, 
Who  halh  made  Ibee  aatuie'i  own  a^ain  I 


And  iunk  to  rert  upon  the  earth  which  bore  thee,  i 
And  felt  the  night^dew  chill  thj  fevered  brow !  [ 
Wake  with  the  trompel,  with  the  apear  pren  on  t 
— Yet  ihall  the  diut  take  home  it!  mortal  aoo.        i 


ODR  LADYB  WELL.- 
Footer  of  the  woods  1  thou  art  bid  no  more, 
Prom  Heaven'a  deal  eje,  a*  in  timeof  jorel 
For  the  roof  hath  aank  from  th?  moe*;  walli. 
And  the  lun'a  fiee  glance  on  th;  (lumber  biU ; 
And  the  dim  tree-«badowi  acnmt  thee  pass, 
A»  tba  booglu  are  iwayed  o'er  Ihy  riUer;  glaM ; 
And  the  reddening  learei  lo  th;  breast  are  blown, 
When  the  autumn  wind  hath  a  elornijr  tone ;         l 
And  thy  bubUea  iim  lo  the  flashing  rain—  j 

Bright  Fount  1  thou  ait  natuie'i  own  again '.  | 

Fount  of  the  vale  I  thou  art  eooght  no  more 
Bj  the  pilgrim's  foot,  as  in  time  of  yoie. 
When  be  came  fnm  afar,  his  bead*  to  lell, 
And  to  chant  his  hymn  at  Qor  Lady's  WclL 
There  is  heard  no  Ave  through  thy  boivFra, 
Thou  art  gleaming  lone  'midal  thy  water-flowerel 
Bat  the  herd  may  drink  fiom  thy  gushing  nave, 
And  there  may  the  reaper  his  brehead  lave. 
And  the  woodman  leek*  thee  itot  in  vain —  i 

—Blight  Fount  I  thou  art  nature'i  own  again  I     | 

Fount  of  the  Vlrgiu's  mined  Bhiinol 

A  voice  that  speaks  of  the  past  is  thine  t 

It  Qiinglea  the  tone  of  a  Iboughtful  sigh. 

With- the  uotsa  that  ring  Ihmugh  the  laughing 

iky; 
'Midst  the  mirthful  eong  of  the  summer-bird, 
And  the  soudJ  of  the  brecie,  it  will  yet  be  heard  I 
—Why  i*  it  that  thpa  we  may  gue  on  thee, 
To  the  brillisKit  suodune  sparkling  five  T 
—'Til  that  all  on  earth  i*  of  Timt't  domain— 
Hehath  nude  thee  nature'*  own  againl  | 

Fount  ef  the  chapel  with  ageagrayl 

Thou  art  apringing  freshly  amidst  decay  I  i 


be  ElfilDTn  of  (be  utdBM^  we  11 

i  (ha  cbLlilriA,  uul  npparvnUj  (he  tlsns  and  Irnnr 
(hsi  U  \o  Ay,  Ppvcdy,  Muforlune,  Dad  [dikesdc^ 
nkbnl  to  (he  Infernal  regions." 

Ckaleaubriand,  OOtit  du  CMttJouftna 


Turn  vert  thou,  in  the  dreams 
Of  elder  time,  thou  land  of  glorious  flowers, 
And  *ummer-winds,  and  low-toned  silvery  streamo, 
Dim  with  the  shadows  of  thy  laurel-bowers  I 

Where,  a*  they  passed,  bright  hour* 
Left  no  Aint  seoie  of  parting,  such  as  cling* 
To  earthly  love,  and  joy  in  loveliest  things ' 

Fair  wert  thou,  with  the  light 
On  thy  blue  hills  and  sleepy  water*  oat, 
From  purple  ikies  ne'er  deepening  into  night. 
Yet  Bofl,  as  if  each  rrtoment  were  their  last 

Of  glory,  fading  fast 
Along  [he  mountain*  1 — but  My  golden  day 
Ws*  not  as  those  that  warn  us  of  decay. 

And  ever,  through  thy  shade*, 
.  A  *well  of  deep  Eidian  louDd  went  or. 
From  lb»&lain'«oicea  in  their  seEiet  gtaAB*. 
And  low  reed-lvhi*per*,  making  iweet  reply 

To  summer'*  breezy  aigh  I 
And  young  leave*  UeintbUng  to  the  wind'*  light 

breath. 
Which  ne'er  had  touched  them  with  a  hue  ofdeath ! 

And  the  transparent  *ky 
Rung  a*  a  dome,  all  thrilling  to  the  strain 
Of  harps  that,  'midst  the  woods,  made  harmony 
Solemn  and  sweet ;  yet  troubling  not  tha  brain 

With  dreams  and  yeamit^  vain. 
And  dim  remembrance*,  that  still  draw  birth 
From  the  bewildering  music  of  the  earth. 

And  who,  with  silent  tread, 
Moved  o'er  tint  pUlnt  of  waring  Ajphodel  t 
Who,  called  and  aevered  Irnn  the  counties*  dead 
Amiiirt  the  ebadowy  Amarantb-bowen   might 
dweU, 

And  listen  to  the  *well 
Of  those  Diajcatie  bymn-netea,  mod  inhale 
The  si»rit  wiuidering  in  th'  inuwMtal  gd*1 
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Bat  let  the  lounil  roll  on ! 
It  b*lh  Da  lone  of  dcsMl 
For  thoOT  tbtt  from  tlieir  toLU  ara  gone ; 
—  TlitTt  Blamber  EngUnd'i  dekiL 

Loud  nuh  tbe  torrent'floada 

Th«  w«rteni  wild*  among, 

And  free,  in  green  Columbia'!  wooda, 

The  hnnter'i  bow  ii  etnuig. 

But  let  the  Booda  ruah  on  I 
Let  tlie  arrow'!  Sight  be  ipeJ ! 
Wbj  ahoald  titej/  reck  wbou  la^  ie  done  7 
There  Blumbei  EnglarMTi  deadf 

The  mooDtain-Btormi  jtmb  high 
Id  the  inawy  Pjieneee, 
And  toee  the  pine-boughe  tbiougb  the  Aj, 
Like  nee-lcaTea  on  the  hreeie. 

Bat  M  the  itorni  nge  on ! 
Lei  the  fbieet-wraath*  be  died ! 
For  the  RoncenaUea'  Geld  ie  won, 
T^ere  elomber  England'e  dead. 

On  the  fhaen  deep'*  repose 

'T  b  ■  dark  and  dreadful  botn, 

Whni  nund  llie  ihip  tbe  io-fielda  cloec^ 

To  chain  her  with' their  power. 

But  let  the  tC8  drill  on! 
Let  the  cold-falne  dceeit  apread  1 
Thtir  couiBO  with  maat  and  flag  i>  doDO, 
TTuTt  ilumber  England'*  dead. 

ThawBriikeoftheulea, 
Tbe  DWDoffield  and  wave! 
Aie  not  the  rock*  their  funeral  pilea, 
The  aeaa  and  abocea  their  gn*af 

Oo,  rtrangerl  trick  the  deep. 
Free,  free  the  white  uU  iptsad ! 
Ware  maj  not  Ibani,  nor  vritd  wind  iweep, 
Where  reet  not  England'a  dead. 


How  ehalt  we  mouni  thee  t— With  a  loft;  Onm, 
Our  tiie'e  imnurtal  birthright  from  abuTa: 

Whh  •  glad  Guth,  whoee  eje,  to  track  the  juet, 
Through  ehadca  amd  mjUeiiea  lift*  a  gUnca  of 

And  jet  can  weep  I — tor  nature  thua  deplona 
The  friend  that  leafei  ue,  'though  fbi  happia 

And  one  high  tone  of  triumph  o'er  Ibj  bier, 

One  etrsin  of  solemn  rapture  be  allowed— 
Than,  that  Tejoidng  on  Iby  mid  career, 

Not  lo  deeair,  but  unto  death,  heat  bowed: 
;  In  thoee  bright  region*  of  the  riaing  *nn, 
I  Where  victor;  ne'er  a  crown  like  thine  had  won. 
Praiaal  {or  jtH  one  more  name  with  power  an 

To  cheer  and  guide  ne,  imward  a*  we  pnee; 
Yel  one  more  image,  on  the  heart  beatowed, 

To  dwell  them,  beautiful  in  holinea  I 
T%ine,  Heber,  thine  t  whoee  memorj  from  tb* 

dead, 
Shineaa*  tbeitaiwhich  to  the  Savioorlad. 


THE  HOUR  OP  PRAYER. 
Child,  amiilat  (he  flower*  at  plaj. 
While  the  red  light  fades  awaj; 
Mother,  with  thine  eameal  eye 
E*Br  following  lilentlj; 
Father,  by  the  t>reeze  of  eie 
Called  tb;  harreal-wark  to  Icbto  ; 
Fray] — ere  yet  the  duk  tiour*  be. 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  kneet 
Traveller,  in  the  itranger'*  land 
Far  from  thine  own  hou*ehold  band ; 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  lone 
Of  a  viHce  from  Ihia  world  goat; 
Captite,  in  whose  narrow  cell 
Sunebine  hath  not  leave  to  dwell; 
SaiW,  on  the  darkening  eea — 
Lilt  Ibe  heart  and  bend  the  kneel 
Warrior,  that  from  battle  won 
Bmtheit  now  ataetof  aunl 
Woman,  o'er  tbe  lowly  alain 
Wee^ong  on  bi*  buriul  plain: 
Ye  Ihat  triumph,  ye  that  aigb, 
Kindred  by  one  holy  tie, 
Hearen'e  fint  *tar  alike  y*  tee- 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  tbe  kneel 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  BISHOP  HEBER. 
[r  it  be  lad  to  apeak  i^treamrea  gone. 

Of  aainlcd  genio*  called  too  aoon  away, 
Of  light,  from  thit  world  taken,  while  it  ehooe       , 

Yet  kindling  onward  to  the  perfect  day; — 
How  aball  our  giiet*,  if  theee  thiogi  mournful  be, 
Flow  fbnb,  oh  t  thou  of  many  gifts,  lor  Ibeet        I 

Hath  not  Ihj  Tdee  been  here  amongit  m  heardl  - 

And  that  deep  loal  of  genllenei*  and  power,      j 
Have  we  not  lelt  its  breath  in  every  word, 

Woni  from  thy  lip,  as  Hermon'i  dew,  to  (bower  1  I  c 
— Yes  I  m  our  heart*  thy  fervent  Ibouglits  have  1  come  o'er  the  nwuDtiin*  whh  light  and  mhv 

burned —  Ye  may  trace  my  step  o'er  tbe  wakening  eaiU^ 

Of  Hearen  they  were,  and  tbii her  have  retameJ.  By  the  windanhieh  tclloflhe  violet'*  tnith. 


THE  VOICE  OF  SPRING. 
M I  ye  have  ealted  me  la 
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1  bun  braitbed  o 


«  MUtb,  anil  Ihe  c1 


B;  tbouundi  hive  burmt  from  tha  fbmt-bawera, 
And  the  ancient  gnivet,  and  ihe  bllcn  fuiet, 
Areieiled  wilh  wreBtha  an  Italian  plaina; 
—But  it  is  not  for  me,  in  m;  bour  of  bloom, 
ToqMikofthetuinor  Ibelomb: 

I  bam  looked  o'ct  the  hilli  of  the  atonny  noith, 

And  the  laich  haa  hung  all  bia  taaaela  ibrth, 

The  Itdter  ■■  oW  on  the  aunny  sea, 

And  the  rein-deer  bounda  o'er  tbs  pastures  free^ 

And  the  pine  haa  ■  fringe  ofaoHer  green, 

And  the  moaa  looka  bright,  where  my  foot  ball 


I  ban  aeal  through  the  wood-patha  a  gUining 

And  ^Ued  oot  each  voice  of  Ihfl  deep  Hue  aky; 
Prom  the  night-bird'a  lay  through  tha  atarrytinx 
In  the  groree  of  the  aoft  Heeperian  choie, 
To  the  Bwan'a  wUd  note,  by  the  Iceland  lake*. 
When  the  dark  fir-branch  into  xerdure  breaks. 

From  the  atieama  and  founta  I  haie  loosed  the 

They  are  sweeping  on  Ihe  nlneiy  main, 
Thej  are  flashing  down  from  the  mountain  brows, 
Th^  are  flinging  spray  o'er  the  loml-baughs. 
They  are  bursting  fresh  fmrn  their  sparry  caies, 
And  the  earth  reaounda  with  the  joy  of  waves ! 

Come  forth,  Q  ye  children  of  gladneaa,  come  I 
Where  the  Tioleta  lie  may  be  rww  yoor  home. 
Ye  of  the  rose  lip  and  dew-brighl  eye, 
And  the  bounding  footstep,  to  meet  me  Syl 
With  the  lyrv,  and  the  wreath,  and  Ihe  jayonalay, 
Come  Kiitb  to  (he  aunslune,  1  piay  not  stay. 

Away  from  the  dwelUnEs  of  (are-worn  men. 
The  walsra  are  sparkling  In  grave  and  glen  t 
Away  from  the  chamber  and  sullen  hearth, 
The  young  leaves  un  daneini;  in  breciy  mirth ! 
Their  light  stems  thrill  In  the  wild-wood  strains. 
And  youth  is  abroad  in  my  green  domatna. 

Bat  ye! — ye  are  chanj;ed  since  ye  met  me  last! 
There  is  sometliing  bright  from  your  (eatares 

There  is  that' come  over  your  brow  and  eye. 
Which  speaks  of  a  world  where  tha  Sowers  must 


There  wen  graceful  bsad^  with  their  ringlela 

Which  tossed  in  the  breeie  with  a  play  of  lignt. 
There  were  eyee,  in  whose  glistening  laughter  lay 
No  faint  remiuubrance  of  dull  decay ! 

There  were  steps  that  Qen  o'er  the  cowslip's  head, 

As  if  for  a  banquet  all  earth  was  spread ; 

There  wen  vMces  thai  rung  through  the  aapphin 

And  had  not  a  sound  of  mortality  I 
An  Uley  gonel  ia  their  mtith  from  the  id 


-Ye  have  k)okcd  on  death  since  ye  met  me  last! 

know  whence  the  shadow  comes  o'er  you  now, 
Ye  have  strewn  the  dust  on  the  sunny  brow  I 
Ye  have  given  the  lovely  to  cash's  embrace. 
She  halh  taken  the  faiicat  of  beauty's  race. 
With  tbar  laughing  eyes  and  their  festal  crown. 
They  are  gone  from  amongst  yoa  in  nleoce  down  1 

They  are  gone  from  amongst  you,  the  young  and 

f:ac, 
Ye  have  lost  the  gleun  of  their  shining  htir  1 

But  1  know  of  a  land  where  there  falls  no  blight, 
I  shall  find  (hem  therewith  their  eyes  of  light  I 
When  De^  'midst  the  Uooms  ti  the  mom  may 

dwell, 
I  tarry  no  longer— farewell,  Gtrewell  I 

The  summer  Is  coming,  on  sofl  winds  borne. 
Ye  may  press  the  gnpe,  ye  may  hind  the  com  < 
~      ac,l  depart  to  a  brighter  ahore, 
Ye  are  marked  by  care,  ye  are  mine  no  mora. 
1  go  where  the  loved  who  have  left  you  dwell, 
And  tbe  flowera  are  not  Death's — Cue  ye  well,  (are 
well! 


Thr  breaking  waves  dashed  high 

a  stem  and  reek-bound  cout, 
And  the  woods,  against  a  stormy  sky, 
Thdr  giant  branches  tost; 

And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark 

The  bills  and  waters  o'er, 
When  a  band  of  eiilee  moored  their  bark 

On  the  wild  New  England  shore. 

Not  as  the  eonquerer  coi3e% 
They,  the  true-hearted  came. 

Not  with  the  .-oil  ofthe  atirring  drama, 
And  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  bnie. 


Ye  an  changed,  ye  are  changed  I 


a  the  flying  come, 
-and  1  see  not      In  alenee  and  in  ftar,— 

I  They  ahook  the  depths  ofthe  desert's  glMn 
rail  1     '^'^  Ixi'  hymns  of  kfty  ehear. 
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AmiiM  Ibe  ■torm  thej  tang, 

Aod  the  itan  hnnl  and  the  im  t 
Aitd  the  MHlndinB  ualea  of  Ihe  iliin  wooili  nng 

To  the  uUhsin  oT  the  &M  t 

The  oeeut'^^le  annd 

Prom  hia  not  hj  the  whilB  wtve'i  foam, 
And  the  tockinf  ptDaa  uf  the  foral  loued — 

This  ITU  their  welcoiiw  homel 

Then  wen  men  with  honj  biir, 

Anudst  thtt  pilgrim-band — 
Why  had  they  come  to  nitber  there 
AwKj  from  their  chiltlbood'g  Undl 

Then  ITU  wora«n'e  ft»rle«e  eye, 

Lit  b;  her  deep  love'e  truth ; 
Then  wu  muholil'i  bronr  eereoely  high, 

And  the  fieij  heut  oT  youth. 

What  MHigbt  they  ttaw  tint 

Biigbt  jeweU  of  the  mine  1 
The  wealth  of  leiis,  the  ipoili  of  wu  1 

— They  longht  a  faith'e  pure  ihriiul 

Ay,  e^  it  holy  ground, 

The  soil  where  Bat  they  tro4l 
They  ha™  left  amtunad  what  Ihei*  they  Craod- 

Freedom  to  wonbip  Ood  I 


(Then  fMoiia  nma  wll  flnd  an  wlw  in  th*  bna 
■>iir7tiiHitaanduit  dTUm  PilRilini;  and  gin  ilH  m 

iilibeir  tuibonaaiten  Inmuijbeuuu    SliahaUd 
cnmiminlirunitociCDmiwiniibltewlonDf  graili"ilii.    Ev 
nm  miM  f«l  ihe  mWlinliJ  and  poalol  iruih,  vrilh  which 
tiiu  eoDuind  IhB  >»»  pnmtB],  and  ilMlrwplnttaiarihu 
*«p«iiilliolyiu»lno(iBijdiMnl,  whWmwnililjnhllkt 


THE  HEBREW  MOTHER. 
Thi  n«e  wu  rich  in  Woftm  on  Siiaron'*  jJi 
When  a  yoang  mother  with  her  fint-born  thence 
Went  Mp  to  Zkm,  for  the  boy  was  fowed 
Unto  the  Templfreenioe ; — by  the  band 
Sbe  led  him,  and  bar  rilent  aoul,  the  while, 
Oil  ae  the  dewy  laughter  of  hii  eye 
Met  her  sweet  serioua  glance,  KJoiced  to  think 
That  anght  u>  pure,  *o  beamifiil,  wu  hen, 
To  Wig  before  her  God.    So  paaed  they  on. 
O'er  Jodab'e  bill* ;  and  wherewe'er  Ihe  kiTe* 
Of  the  broad  lycamore  made  sounds  at  noon. 
Like  lulling  rain-drope,  or  the  olive-boughs. 
With  their  cool  dimnraa,  crossed  the  aultry  blue 
Of  Syria's  heaven,  alie  pauaeil,  that  he  might  rat 
Vet  from  her  own  meek  eyelid)  chased  the  aleep 
That  trelgbed  their  dark  fringe  down,  to  Ht  and 

watch 
rhe  crinifon  deepening  o'er  his  cheek'i  repoae, 
Ai  at  a  red  Sower's  hsait. — And  whan  a  fount 


Lay  like  a  Inilight-star  'midst  palmy  shades. 
Making  its  banks  green  gems  along  tbe  wild. 
There  too  she  lingered,  from  the  diamond  wave 
Drawing  bright  water  for  his  rosy  lips. 
And  BoAly  parting  cluslen  of  jet  curls 
To  bathe  hu  brow.     At  last  the  Fane  was  Tenehed, 
The  Earth's  One  Sanctuary— and  rapture  hushed 
Her  hoaom,  u  befiire  her,  through  the  day, 
mountain  of  white  marble,  al<f  ped 
In  light,  like  Soating  gold.    But  when  that  hour 
Waned  to  the  farewell  moment,  when  the  boy 
Lifted,  through  rainbon-Kleamin^  tears,  his  eya 
Bese«liingly  to  hero,  and  half  in  fear 
Tamed  from  the  white-robed  priest,  and  round' 

her  arm 
Clung  u  the  itydingi— the  deep  aprinftida 
Of  Nature  then  swelled  high,  and  o'er  her  cUld 
Bending,  her  aoul  broke  forth,  in  mingled  sounds 
Of  weeping  and  sad  aong.— "  Alas,"  she  eiiei^ 

Alu  t  my  boy,  thy  gentle  grasp  is  on  me. 
Tile  bright  teare  quiver  in  thy  pleading  eyes, 

Lnd  now  fond  Ihougbta  arise. 
And  silver  corda  again  to  earib  bave  won  me; 
And  like  a  vine  thou  claspest  my  full  heart — 
How  shall  I  hence  deport  1 
How  Ibe  bne  pathi  retrace  vrhere  tbou  w«rl 
playing 
So  late,  along  the  mountains,  at  my  side  1 

And  I,  in  joyous  pride. 
By  every  place  of  flowers  my  courH  delaying 
Wove,  e'en  as  pearls,  the  lilies  round  thy  hair, 
Beholding  thee  so  fiur  I 

"And  oh!  the  borne  whence  thy  bright  smile 

halh  parted, 
Will  H  not  eocm  aa  ifthe  aunnyday 

Turned  from  it^  door  away  7 
While  through  iU  chanibere  wandering,  weary- 

hoarted, 
I  languiali  for  thy  voice,  which  put  roe  stSl 
WenllikeasiiiglQerilll 


■  Under  the  palm 


■eritnh  DMet 


When  from  the  fount  at  evening  1  return, 

With  the  full  water-um; 
Nor  wiMhy  sleep's  low  dove.like  breathings  £reel 

As  'midst  the  lilcnce  ef  the  stars  I  wake, 

And  watch  for  tliy  dear  sake. 

"  And  thou,  will  slumber's  dewy  cloud  &I1  round 

Ihee, 
WIthont  thy  mother's  hand  to  smooth  thy  bed  1 
I  Wilt  thou  not  vainly  spread 

Tlune  armi,  wlioo  darkness  u  a  veil  hath  wonod 

To  fold  my  neck,  and  lift  up,  (ii  tliy  (ear, 
A  cry  which  none  shall  beat  1 
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"  WlMt  h«n  1  Mid,  BV  cliiU  V- WiU  Ha  not  hni 

Am, 
Tfht  t^  jeaa$  ranaa  bauatX  ft«in  Uuii  OBat  1 

Shall  Hb  not  guud  Iby  ml, 
And,  b  the  bmb  of  bol;  midnight  aeti  thcc, 
BRatbt  o'er  tKj  loul,  andGUiUdreuniwitb  joy  1 

Thou  ahalt  ileep  toA,  m;  boy  1 

"  I  giw  thea  lo  thy  God— the  God  that  gave  thee, 
A  neUfpring  of  deep  gloitnea  to  my  besit! 

And  predoai  aj  thou  art. 
And  purs  a*  daw  or  RcrnoD,  He  >h*U  haw  thee, 
Uj  own,  my  beautiful,  my  undeGled  I 

And  thou  ihdt  be  H'u  child. 

■  Tbereroie,  GueweQ '. — I  go,  my  lou]  may  fiiil 
Aa  the  hut  ptnteth  for  the  water-licaolu, 
Yeanung  for  thy  iweet  looUa — 
But  (hoo,  my  fint-borii,  droop  doI,  nor  bowijl 


THE  CHILD  AND  DOVB. 


Tboo  art  a  thing  on  oar  dreami  to  riw, 
'Midat  the  eihoea  of  long'laet  melodiea, 
And  lo  ding  bright  dew  from  the  maming  hack, 
Fail  form  I  on  each  image  of  childhood'i  track. 

Thon  an  t  thing  to  ncall  the  bourai 

When  the  lore  of  our  aouli  naa  on  leavci  and 

WlieD  a  woAi  vrai  our  onn  in  aoms  dim  avreel 

grore. 
And  tnauira  untold  in  ooe  captive  dove. 

Are  ibey  gaael  eon  we  think  it,  wlule  lAou  a 

then, 
Thon  Joyoof  chHd  with  the  daalning  hair  1 
la  k  not  Spring  that  irwleed  breethea  free 
And  fmb  o'er  each  thongbt,  while  we  gue  n 


No  1  never  more  may  we  amile  bb  Ihoa 
Sbeddeat  nrand  emiln  from  thy  aunny  brow ; 
Ym  aomething  it  )a,  in  out  hearta  to  ahrin* 
A  memory  of  beaut/  n 


To  have  met  the  joy  of  thy  ipeakiog  face, 
To  have  teh  ihe  apell  of  thy  brce^  grace, 
Td  have  lingered  belijfe  thee,  and  tunwd,  i 


o  away  of  the  cloudlaH  in 


THE  CHILD'S  LAST  SLEEP. 


Tson  iteepcA;— but  whcD  nilt  thou  wake,  fair 


When  the  Grat  rich  breath  of  the  row  i*  bonil 
— Lovely  thou  ileepeat,  yet  aomellung  liea . 
Too  deep  and  ilill  on  thy  •oft-aealed  eyn ) 
Mournful,  though  aweet,  i>  tliy  icat  to  aee — 
When  will  the  hour  of  thy  riaiDg  be  I 

Not  when  the  fawn  wakn,  not  when  the  lark 
On  the  critnaon  cloud  uf  the  mom  floata  dark — 
Grief  with  pDin  puiionale  tear*  hath  wet 
The  liair.  ahnliling  gkema  from  thy  pale  blow  yet 

Willi  and  kiesea  unfcit  hath  preet  ' 
Thy  Dicek  dropl  eyelida  and  quiet  brcaat; 
And  the  glad  Spring,  calling  ool  bird  and  bM^ 
Shall  colour  ail  bliMaomi,  fur  child,  bat  tbee^ 

Tliou  'it  gone  from  u*,brig  ht  one-that  than  abouklal 

die. 
And  life  be  left  to  tlw  butterfly  I* 
Thou  'It  gone,  aa  a  dew-drop  ii  awept  ihim  th 

— Oh !  fbr  the  world  whore  thy  home  ia  now  1 
How  may  we  love  hut  in  doubt  and  faar, 
How  may  we  anelior  our  fund  hearta  hen, 
How  ahould  o'en  Joy  but  a  tRmbler  be, 
Beautiful  duat !  when  we  look  on  thee  I 


THE  LADY  OF  THE  CASTLE. 


Taoii  BMat  her  |4etured  with  her  ahining  hair, 
(Famed  were  ita  tmaea  in  Frovenfal  aang,) 
Hatf  braided,  half  o'er  cheek  and  boaom  fidi 
Let  looae,  and  pouring  aunny  wavea  along 
Her  gorgeoua  vnt. — A  child's  light  hand  ia  loring 
'MidM  the  rich  curia,  and  oh  I  bow  meekly  loving 
Ita  eamert  looka  ate  HUed  to  the  tnce, 
Which  bend*  to  meet  its  Up  in  laughing  pace.— 
Yet  that  bright  lady'a  eye  methinke  hath  leaa 
Of  deep,  and  still,  and  penaive  tenderness, 
Than  loight  beeecm  a  mother's — on  her  brow 
Something  too  much  there  nta  of  native  acoin, 
And  her  smile  klndlta  with  a  conseiDUs  glow. 
As  from  the  IhfUght  of  •orereign  beauty  bom. 
— Thoemajhedreama — buthowahall  woman  tell 
Ofwoman'ashanw.atidiioC  with  tearal — she  fell' 

'A  boMiflriasIf  DuBertncaiaftinnr,  ia  lai^iiiin* <■ 
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Tb»l  mother  left  that  child— weat  hunyioE  by  ' 
It*  cnille— haply,  not  wUhoul  a  •igh— 
Haply  one  moment  o'er  iti  rrtt  nren* 
She  hung— but  no  I  il  could  not  thiu  have  been, 
Far  the  vktU  on  !—(onaok  her  hoine,  her  hearth. 
All  pure  (flection,  all  mreet  houaehold  mirth. 
To  live  a  gaudy  and  diahonoured  thing, 
Sharing  in  guilt  the  aptendoura  of  a  Ung. 

Her  lord,  in  lery  wearineaiof  life, 
Girt  on  hia  iword  for  acanea  of  distant  sltife ; 
He  recked  no  more  of  glory — giiefand  ahame 
Cruahed  out  hia  fiery  nature,  and  hia  nama 
Died  ailently.- A  ahadow  o'er  hii  halli 
Crept  year  by  year;  the  minstrel  parsed  their  wbHb 
The  woider'a  hornhungmute;  — meant  ime  ibe  child 
On  whose  flnl  Aoweiing  thoughts  no  parent  unilcd, 
A  gentle  girl,  and  yet  deep-hearted,  grew 
Into  cad  youth ;  tor  well,  too  nell  she  know 
Her  mother's  tale  I — lU  memory  made  tlie  iky 
Seem  all  toojoyoiu  for  her  shrinking  eye; 
Checked  on  her  lip  the  Sort  of  song,  nhich  fain 
Would  thenhavelingeredj  flushed  hercheeklopain 
If  met  by  sudden  glance ;  and  gave  a  lone 
Of  aonoff,  aa  lor  something  lovely  gone, 
E'entotheSpring'agladvolce.- Herownnaalow, 
And  plaintive— oh  I  there  lie  such  daptha  of  wo 
In  a  yotmg  blighted  sfHiit,— Manhood  rears 
A  haughty  biow,  and  Age  hia  done  with  lear^ 
But  youth  bows  down  to  miaery,  in  amaze 
At  the  dark  ctoud  o'ermantling  ila  frerii  days ; 
And  thus  it  was  with  bet, — A  mournful  sight 
In  one  ao  fait ;  lor  ihe  indeed  was  lair — 
Not  with  her  mother's  danling  eyei  of  light, 
Ariweremore  shadowy,  fuUofthouglit  and  prayer, 
Aiid  with  long  lashea  o'er  a  while-roae  cheek 
Droo[dng  in  gloom,  yet  lender  atill,  and  meek, 
Still  that  fond  child')— and  oh !  the  brow  above. 
So  pale  am?  pure  I  so  fomied  for  holy  loi 
To  gaze  upon  in  nlence  I— but  she  feh 
Thai  love  was  not  for  her,  though  heart  awonhl  mel) 
Where'er  she  moved,  and  reverence  mutely  given 
Went  with  her ;  and  low  prayen,  that  called  on 

To  bleas  the  young  laante. 

One  sunny  mom, 
^nth  alms  before  her  castle  gate  ahe  stood, 
"Midst  peaaantfTOupa;  when  breathleaa  and  o' 


Fiom  the  heart's  nm—wid  with  her  irtiit«  lipa  prvsl 
The  groand  they  trod— tlien,  burying  in  ber  •«« 
Herbmw'sdeepflaBh.aobbedout,  "OhI  undefiledl 
1  am  thy  mother  I— ^m  me  not,  my  child  r 
laann  bad  prayed  for  Uiat  lost  mother— wept 
O'er  her  stained  memory,  when  the  happy  slept, 
In  the  hushed  midnight ;  (lood  nith  nwumfolgua 
Before  yon  [Hctuie's  smile  of  other  days; 
But  never  breathed  in  human  ear  the  name 
Which  weighed  her  being  lo  the  earth  with  ahaae 
What  marvel  if  the  anguish  of  surprise. 
The  dark  remembrances,  the  altered  guiae, 
Awhileo'erpowered  her  1—fifom  the  weeper's  touch 
She  shrank— >  waa  but  a  moment — yet  too  mnch 
For  that  alt  humbled  one — ila  mortal  stroke  ' 
Came  downliketightning'B,andhei  full  bean  brake 
At  once  in  ulence. — Heavily  and  prone 
She  sank,  while,  o'er  her  castle's  thmhold-stone. 
Those  long  fair  tmeee — they  stilt  brightly  wore 
Their  early  pride,  though  bound  with  pearls  iw 

Bursting  Iheir  fillet,  in  sad  beauty  tolled, 
And  swept  the  dust  with  coilsof  wavy  gold. 
Her  child  bent  o'er  her — called  her^'t  was  too  lalat 
Dead  lay  the  wanderer  at  her  own  proud  gals.— 
The  joy  of  courts,  the  star  tf  knighl  and  ba^^^- 
How  didst  ihou fall, oh  I  blight-haired  Eimengaidsl 


TO  THE  IVY. 


Oh  !  how  could  Fancy  crovrn  with  thei^ 

In  ancient  days,  the  god  of  wine, 
And  bid  thee  at  the  banijuet  be. 

Companion  of  the  vine  7 
Thy  home,  wild  plant,  is  where  each  sound 

Of  revelry  hath  long  been  o'er; 
Where  song's  full  notes  once  pealed  around, 

But  now  are  heard  no  mora. 
The  Roman,  on  hia  battle  plains, 

Where  kings  before  Ids  oaglsabent, 
Entwined  thee,  with  exulting  alraina, 

Around  the  viclor'a  lent; 
Vet  there,  though  fresh  in  glossy  green, 

Triumphantly  thy  boughi  might  wave, 

Better  thou  lovest  the  silent  scene. 

Around  ttie  victor's  grave. 


And  shrouded  in  long  weeds  of  widowhood, 
A  stranger  through  them  broke— the  orphan  maid  Where  sleep  the  sons  of  ages  flown, 
With  her  sweet  voice,  and  praffersil  hand  of  aid,  [  The  bards  and  heroes  of  the  past, 
'1  omed  to  give  wetcome ;  but  a  wild  and  look        j  Where,  Ihrough  the  halla  of  glory  gon(\ 

Met  ben;  agaze  that  all  her  ipirit  shook;  '      »•— . .._.._    ,.    . 

And  that  pale  woman,  auddenly  subdued 

By  some  strong  paasfon  in  ita  gushing  mood, 

Knelt  at  her  feel,  and  bathed  Ihem  with  aueh  tears  Thou  in  thy  eoUlary  grace, 

Aj  rain  the  hoarded  ajfonioa  of  years  j     Wreath  ol  ine  tomb!  art  Ibera. 


lun  the  wintry  blait ; 
I  Where  yean  are  haMening  to  eflaca 
Each  record  of  Ihe  grand  and  fait — 
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Oh !  many  a  templa,  once  mblinw, 

Beneath  &  bibe,  Italian  ally, 
Bith  nought  of  beuily  left  by  tim^ 

San  thy  nlhl  lapertry. 
And  reared  'mitlat  cragi  anJ  dauJa,  'tis  thine 

T<i  ware  where  banners  waved  of  jor, 
O'er  tonen  that  creat  the  noble  Rhine, 

Along  hia  rocky  abon. 

Eigh  from  the  fiehb  of  air,  look  <lown 

TbOM  eyries  of  a  Tanished  race, 
Bomeiof  the  mighiy,  nhoea  renown 

Halh  poBed  and  left  no  trace. 
Bnt  thou  art  there— thy  fbliaga  blight, 

Unchanged ,  the  mountain-atonn  can  braTC — 
Thoa  that  wilt  climb  the  loftiest  height, 

And  deck  the  hnmbleat  grave. 

Vite  breathing  fbrma  of  Parian  stone, 

That  rise  round  Grandeur's  marble  halli ; 
The  livid  hues  by  painting  thrown 

Rich  tfer  tba  glowing  walls; 
Th'  acanthus  on  Corinthian  lanes. 

Id  aeulpured  beauty  waving  fair. — 
Then  perish  all — and  what  lemaiDsV^ 

ThoD,  thou  alone  ait  Iheia. 

T  b  still  the  same— wben'er  we  Iraad, 

The  wrecks  of  human  power  we  see, 
The  marreli  of  all  ages  fled. 

Left  to  Decay  and  thee. 
And  Mill  let  man  hia  fabrics  nar, 

Aoguit  in  beauty,  grace,  and  strength — 
Daya  pass,  thou  "  Ity  never  sere,"* 

And  all  is  thine  at  length. 


Thy  place  ia  void— ohi  none  on  earth, 
Thiia  crowded  .earth,  may  so  remain, 
Save  that  which  eoub  of  lonieat  birth 
Leave  when  they  part,  their  brighter  home  to 

'Another  leaf  (re  now  halh  aprung, 

On  the  green  stem  wliich  once  was  lhine-~ 
When  shall  another  strain  be  sung 
Like  hia  whose  dust  hath  made  that  spot  a  shnns] 


FOR  A  DESIGN  OP  A  BUTTERFLY 
RESTING  ON  A  SK.ULU 
C>s*TDRE  of  ur  and  light, 
Emblem  of  that  which  may  not  fade  or  die. 

Wilt  thou  not  speed  tby  flight, 
Tochase  the  south- wind  through  the  glowing  sky  t 
What  [urea  thee  tho*  to  stay. 
With  Silencj  and  Decay, 
Filed  on  the  wreck  of  c«td  MortaGlyl 

The  thought*  once  chambered  there. 

Have  gathered  up  thdr  treasures,  and  an  gone- 
Will  the  dust  lelt  us  where 

They  that  have  burst  the  priaon-houss  an  fiownl 
Bias,  nunling  vT  the  day. 
If  thou  wouMot  trace  thnr  way— 

Eailh  bath  DO  voice  lo  make  the  secrN  known. 
Who  seeks  the  vanished  Urd 

By  the  fonaken  nest  and  broken  ahell  1— 
Far  thence  he  sings  unheard, 

Yet  free  and  joyous  in  the  woods  to  dweD. 
Thoo  of  the  lunshins  bom. 
Take  the  bright  wings  of  mom  1 

Tby  hope  calls  beaven-waid  &uai  yon  ruined  seD, 


Ams  was  Ihy  hotne,  pale  withered  thing, 

BeneaUi  the  rich  blue  sautbem  akyl 
Wert  thou  a  nnrseliog  of  the  Spring, 
Tbe  winds  and  suns  of  glorious  Italyl 

Tboas  anna  in  golden  light,  e'en  now. 

Look  o'er  the  Poet'a  lonely  grave. 

These  winds  are  breathing  soil,  but  thou 

Answering  tbeit  whisper,  there  no  more  si 


The  flowera  o'er  Poailippo'a  brow, 

May  cluster  in  their  purple  bloom, 

But  on  Ih'  o'erahadowing  ilex-bough, 

Thy  breeiy  place  is  void,  by  Vlr^'s  tomb. 


THE  LOST  PLEIAD. 


■■Uln  lb*  ksl  ruad  s* 


And  ia  there  glory  ftomthe  heavens  depaitedl 
— OhI  void  unmarked  I— thy  naters  of  the  sky 
Still  hold  their  place  on  high, 
Though  from  its  rimk  thine  orb  ao  long  halh 

started, 
Thou,  that  DO  mote  art  seen  of  mortal  eye. 
I  Hath  the  night  tost  a  gem,  the  regal  nightl 
She  wears  her  crown  of  dd  magnificence. 
Though  thou  art  eiiled  thence — 
No  desert  seems  to  part  Chose  urni  anight, 
'Midst  the  far  depth  of  purple  gloom  intense. 
They  rise  in  joy,  the  staiiy  myriads  burning— 
The  shepherd  greet*  them  on  his  maantaine 

And  from  the  HlverrMa 
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Couldst  thou  ba  ahaken  from  ihy  ndiuit  pUce 

E'en  u  >  claw-drop  frDm  the  lajnla  tpny, 

Swept  by  the  wind  away  1 

Wert  Ihou  not  peopled  by  hum  glorioai  nee, 

And  nulhera  power  to  unite  tbemwith  decajl 

Why,  whoihall  talk  of  thranei,  oT  aeeptm  ri*ei 

Bowed  be  our  bearta  to  tbink  of  what  ue  are 

When  from  iti  height  afar 

A  worid  ainka  thus — and  yon  majettic  heiTen 

Shine*  oot  the  teia  Ibr  that  ona  nuiahad  atari 


THE  SLEEPER  ON  MARATHON. 

I  LAY  upon  the  nlemn  plain 

And  by  the  funeral  mound, 
Where  those  whodted  not  there  in  vain,. 

Their  place  of  aleep  had  found. 
T  wna  ailent  nhne  the  free  blood  guabed, 

When  Peraia  came  arrayed— 
So  many  a  voice  had  then  been  hmhed, 
'        So  many  a  Ibotalep  atayed. 

I  alnmbered  on  the  lonely  ipot, 

So  sanctified  b;  Death — 
I  Numbered— but  my  real  waa  not 

Aa  their*  who  lay  beneath. 
For  on  my  dream*,  tiial  ahadowy  hoar, 

They  roaa — the  chaioles  dead — 
All  armed  tlicj  aprang,  in  Joy,  in  powat 

Up  from  th^  grasay  bed. 

I  *aw  (heir  ipeara,  on  that  red  field, 

Ptaah  aa  in  time  gone  by — 
Chaaed  to  the  seaa,  without  hi*  ahleld 

I  *aw  the  Pcrraan  fly. 
1  woke— the  ludden  tiunpet'a  blaat 

Called  to  another  tight — 
From  vitiona  of  our  gloiiou*  paat. 

Who  doth  not  wake  in  i^htl 


TROUBADOUR  SORQ. 
Thi  warrior  cmaad  the  ocean'*  foam, 

For  the  *tormy  4"U»  of  war — 
The  maid  waa  left  in  a  amiliog  hume. 
And  a  aunny  land  afitr. 

tib  toice  wa*  heard  wlnrre  jiTelin  ahowen 

Pnared  on  the  iteel-clad  line ; 
Htr  atep  wa*  'midit  the  eumm*r>Bowei^ 


Hi*  *hield  ww  cleft,  hi*  laoce  wa*  limi, 
And  the  red  bloul  atained  hi*  creat; 

While  (he— the  gentliat  wind  orhMveo 
Might  acarcely  fan  hor  breaiL 


That  periah  with  a  breeze. 

Aa  iDaea  die,  when  the  blast  ia  come, 

For  all  thing!  bright  and  fair — 

There  waa  death  within  the  uniling  home, 

How  had  death  found  her  there  1 


THE  TRUMPET. 
Tbe  tmmpet'a  tace  hath  rouaed  tha  Und, 

Ught  up  the  beacon  pyre  t 
— A  hundred  hilta  have  acen  the  brand 

And  nited  the  sign  of  fire. 
A  hundred  barmen  to  the  breoe 

Their  gorgeous  Itilda  hare  caat — 
And  barkt — waa  that  the  aounil  oracnsl 

' — A  king  to  war  went  past. 

The  chief  I*  arming  in  hia  hall, 

The  peaeant  by  hi*  hearth ; 
The  mourner  hear*  tbe  thrilling  calt, 

And  rise*  Irom  the  earth. 
The  ntother  on  her  firat-born  asn 

Look*  with  a  boding  eye — 
TTiejr  oome  net  back,  though  all  be  won. 

Whose  young  heart*  leap  ao  high. 

The  bard  hath  ceaaed  hia  aong,  and  bound 

The  (alcliion  to  hia  aide ; 
E'en  for  the  mariiigs  altar  crowned. 

The  toier  quit*  his  bride. 
And  all  ttii*  bittt,  and  change,  and  (bar, 

By  tarthly  clarion  apread  I — 
How  will  it  be  when  kingdom*  hear 

The  Uaal  that  wakea  the  dead! 


THE  DYma  BARD'S  PROPHECY. 

IT  TBE  TIHI  O?  THI  BCTPOaED  MiaUObm  BT 

Ths  HoU  of  Harp*  ia  lone  thia  night, 

And  cold  the  chieftain'*  hearth; 
It  hath  no  mead,  it  hath  no  light. 
No  nnoe  of  melody,  noiound  ofmilth. 

And  I  desert — my  wound  b  deep. 

My  brethren  long  have  died — 
Yet,  ere  my  aoni  grow  dark  with  eleep, 
I  Wind*]  bear  the  *petler -^M  mon  lOM  «f  prUd 
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Bcftr  it,  when  on  hi*  Wtle-plun, 

B«nc*tli  the  letUng  lun, 
He  counU  mj  eounlrj'*  noble  t[ain — 
St;  10  liini — 3»oii! — think  not  ail  b  won. 

Tbon  hut  Ikid  low  tho  wurior'i  bwd, 

Tb«  mimtnl'i  ehunlcM  hsnil; 
DnaiTHTl  Ihkt  numbcrest  with  Ihsdikd 
^he  barning  a[nr{t  of  the  monntun-ltBil. 

ThirA'at  tbon,  becanae  the  ■ot^  hath  eeaaeij, 

Tb«  «ni/ of  aMls  I*  Sannt 
Tbink'it  Uiou  it  noke  to  crovn  the  but. 
It  lived  benJc  the  ruililj  lieuth  iloiml 

No  I  bj  ODT  iMiiie*  u>i]  by  our  Uood, 

We  leave  it  pun  and  free^ 
Thougtt  biMiied  ai^ilg,  that  •oundiog  flood 
Shan  roU  in  jo;  thioogli  aget  yet  to  b«. 

We  leave  it,  'midil  oat  coanliy'a  wo, 

The  birthright  of  her  bteaat— 

We  leave  it,  u  we  leave  tbe  aoow, 

Bright  and  otMnal,  on  E^yri'i*  ci««t. 

We  leave  It  with  oor  fame  lo  dwell, 

Upon  ourchilJreB'abrealli — 
Oni  visce  in  tbein  through  time  ibafl  (well— 
Tbe  baid  hath  gifta  of  prophec;  Giom  deolb. 

He  die*— but  jet  the  moantalna  ttand, 

Tet  (weepa  the  torrent'a  tide. 
And  tMi  ii  jtt  Eneniin'et  land— 
ttlndat  bear  tho  apoiler  one  mom  tone  of  priih. 


Bad  pealed  aloi^  the  deep, 
And  manmAillj  the  riiing  aun 

haakei  o'er  tbe  tlde-wom  Meep. 
A  baik  from  India'i  coral  itiand, 

Befcre  tbe  ngiog  bW, 
Bad  vailed  her  topaaile  lo  the  aaod. 

And  bowed  ber  noble  rnaaL 

Tbe  qiuenl;  ihip ', — brave  bearti  had  atriven, 

And  Inio  onea  died  with  her — 
We  nw  ber  might;  cable  riven, 

Tike  Boating  goaaanwr. 
We  taw  her  prom]  flag  ttrock  thai  morn, 

A  itar  once  o'er  the  leat — 
Her  tnchor  gone,  her  deck  uptorn, 

And  tadder  tlungt  Uuui  tbeae. 


And  ttrangel;  Btd,  (be  rab;'t  n; 

Flatbed  oat  o'er  fretted  atone. 
And  grid  wet  itrewn  the  wit  aanda  o'er. 

Like  aabei  b;  a  breeie — 
And  gorgeoiu  robea — but  oh  I  that  (bore 

Had  tedder  thingt  than  Ihetal 

We  aaw  tbe  ttrong  man  atlU  and  low, 

A  cnubtd  reed  thrown  aaide^ 
Yet  b;  that  riijid  lip  ami  brow, 

Not  vritbout  ttrife  be  died. 
And  near  him  on  the  aea-weed  la; — 

Till  then  ne  bad  not  wept. 
But  well  our  gotbing  heartt  might  <a;. 

That  than)  a  nulAer  alept  I 

For  her  pale  ama  a  babo  had  preit, 

With  tuch  a  wieftthing  grasp, 
Billowa  had  daahed  o'er  Chul  fond  breaat, 

Yet  not  undone  tbe  clup. 
Her  very  treatea  hid  been  Hung 

To  wrap  the  Isir  child't  form. 
Where  atill  tbdr  wet  long  atreameia  dung, 

All  tangled  b;  the  ttorm. 

And  beaatifut  'midst  that  wild  metta, 

Gleamed  np  the  bo;'t  dead  face, 
Like  8luinbei*>  truatingl;  aerane. 

In  meUnchaly  grace- 
Deep  in  her  boeom  Uj  bit  betd. 

With  half-ahut  violet  e;e— 
He  had  known  little  of  her  dread, 

Nooghl  (tf  ber  agon;  1 

Obi  human  Love,  wbote  ;eamu]g  bealt. 

Through  all  thinga  vainl;  true, 
So  ttamp*  upon  th;  mortal  part 

Ita  paaaionate  adieu — 
Suiel;  thoQ  haat  another  lot. 

There  it  tome  home  for  thee, 
Wber«  tbou  aball  r»t,  remembenng  not 

Tbe  moaiuDg  of  the  teal 


A  VOYAGER'S  DREAM  OF  LAND 


Upon  Iho  ahlp't  uU  Mt  he  naiide,  poanii 
Willi  vWnn  ptontitd  bj  bilanai  dealn; 
Pdr  Bakb  ippnr  bdlnr,  iueh  H  he  lUt 
~     -  ch  ai  be  mulil  die  u  And- 


Thi  bollon  daifa  of  waieal — the  ceaaelea  id 
Silence,  ;e  billowa— tu  m;  toul  no  morel 
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Oh!  the  fill  of  that  IbanbunuiweetlobtU', 
Aa  (  aong  rmm  the  ihiire  (o  Iha  auloc'a  rar. 

And  the  apRrklB  which  up  to  tin  aun  it  throna, 
Through  Iho  feathery  futn.  and  the  olive  bougha, 
And  the  gleam  on  its  path  aa  it  ataata  anay 
Into  deeper  abaJea  from  the  sultry  daj, 
And  the  largo  water-lilies  that  o'er  its  bed 
Their  pearly  loavn  to  the  soft  liKht  iproad, 
They  haunt  DK  !—l  dream  of  that  bfigbt  apring'* 

1  thirat  for  iti  rill*  like  ■  nounded  roa.  j 

Ba  alill,  tliou  aea-bird,  with  Ihj  cUngini  ejj, 
M;  apirit  sickens  as  thy  wing  sweep*  by  I 
Know  ye  tny  homo,  with  the  lulling  sound 
Of  leaves  (loni  iho  linie  and  thecheanut  rounilli 
Know  je  il,  brethren,  wliera  bowered  it  Ilea, 
Under  the  purple  of  soulherii  skicsl  ,        1 

With  the  strenmy  gold  of  the  pun  that  shine* 
In  through  the  cloud  of  its  clustering  tines, 
And  the  brealh  of  the  fainting  inyrtle-llowera,   ' 
Bone  from  the  mountains  in  dewy  houn,  j 

And  the  lire-Sy'a  glance  through  ibe  darkcniitg 

Like  ahooting  atais  in  the  forealrglaika. 
And  Ihe  scent  of  the  cilnm  at  ove'a  dim  fall- 
Speak  1— have  ye  known,  have  ye  lell  them  alii 

The  beavy-ralling  nirge,  the  rocking  mast! 
Hush! — give  my  dream's  itcep  music  way,  thoa 
blaat! 
OhI  the  glad  sounda  ofths  joyoasearthl 


— Hold  me  not,  hretbreo,  I  go,  I  gc^ 

To  the  bill*  of  mj  youth,  where  the  myrtle* 

Mow, 
TolhedepUuof  the  wood*,  where  the  ahadowi 

Massy  and  (till,  on  the  graemward'*  bNiat, 
To  the  lock*  that  ie*ound  with  th*  water^ 

play— 
I  hear  the  aweet  laugh  of  my  fount — gire  wayl 


Thei 


ea  of  the  I 


npngci. 


e  in  the  mountun-pine*. 
The  sighing  of  reeds  as  the  day  declines,  i 

The  wings  Sitting  home  through  the  crimson , 

glow  I 

Thai  Btecpa  Ihe  woods  when  the  aun  is  lotr, 
The  vcrice  of  the  night-bird  that  scnda  a  thrill    | 
To  the  heart  of  the  leaves  wbea  the  wind*  ue 

stUI— 
I  hoar  Ibeml— around  me  tliey  riae,  tboy  swell, 
They  daim  back  my  spirit  with  Hope  to  dwell. 
They  come  with  a  breath  from  the  &<mU  spring- 

Aud  wakea  my  youth  in  its  hour  of  prime. 
The  wlute  foam  Jashea  high— away,  away, 
ShiouJ  my  green  tauil  no  more,  thou  blinding 

It  Is  there!— down  the  mountain*  I  aee  the 


THE  GRAVE  OF  KdBNER. 

Cbsrie*  Theodore  Kdrner,  the  celebrated  yonng 
German  poet  and  soldier,  was  killed  in  ■  ekirmidt 
with  a  detachment  of  French  troopa,  on  the  90th 
of  August,  1813.  k  few  hours  after  the  compac- 
tion of  his  popular  piece,  "  The  Sword  Song." 
He  waa  buried  at  the  village  of  Wdbbelia  in 
Mecklenburg,  under  a  beautiful  oek,  in  ■  leoesB 
of  which  he  had  frequently  deposited  Teracacom- 
poaed  by  him  while  campaigning  in  iia  neint^. 
The  monument  erected  to  his  memory  is  of  cast 
iion,  and  the  upper  part  ia  wrought  inloa  lyreaikd 
■  iword,  a  lavourite  emblem  (rf^  KSmer'a,  lilim 
'which  oiM  of  hk  works  had  been  entitled.  Near 
j  the  grave  of  the  poet  i*  that  of  hi*  only  Nster,  wb» 
died  of  grief  for  hia  loss,  hating  only  survive)!  tim 
long  enough  (o  complete  hia  portrait,  and  a  dnw- 
ingof  his  burial-place.  Over  the  gale  of  the  o» 
metvty  ia  engraveal  one  of  hii  own  line*. 


Ih  (sbUBl  Dad." 


Greek  wave  the  oak  for  ever  o'er  thy  rest. 

Thou  that  beneath  ita  crowning  Miage  aleepe«t. 
And,  in  the  stillnen  of  thy  country's  breaal. 

Thy  place  of  memory,  as  an  altar,  keepeat; 

Brightly  thy  apirit  o'er  her  Mlla  waa  poured, 

Thou  of  the  Lyre  and  Sword  1 

Heat,  Bard,  reat,  Soldier !— hy  the  father's  hand 
Here  ahatl  the  child  of  after  years  be  led, 

With  his  wreath-offering  nlently  to  stand. 
In  the  hushed  presence  of  the  glorious  dead. 

Soldier  and  Banl !  for  thou  thy  path  haat  tnd 
With  Freedom  and  with  Gud.\ 


And  Um  daalung  Ictth  of  a  thouaand  si 
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Ant)  Kith  true  hBarti  thy  farelhren  arihe  fight 
Wept  u  they  viiled  their  drooping  buinen  o'l 


T/iou  hut  a  hero's  tomb — t  lowlier  lied 
Is  brn,  Ihe  gentle  girl  beiido  tliee  lying, 

riis  gentle  girl,  llikt  bonetl  her  fiit  young  beail, 
When  thou  nert  gone,  in  silent  lorrow  dying. 

Brather,  true  ftiend  I  the  tendet  and  the  bnve — 
She  pined  to  ^ue  thy  grave. 

Fame  ma  thy  gift  fnnn  othenMiut  fbr  Her, 
To  whom  the  wide  world  held  that  only  epol— 

She  lored  Ihea — lovely  in  your  lives  yo  Were, 
And  in  youi  early  deathi  diTided  not. 

Thou  hut  thine  oak,  thy  trophy — what  hath  ihel 
— Uer  own  best  place  by  thee  1 

It  wu  thy  sfHiit,  brother!  which  had  made 
The  bright  world  glorious  to  licr  Ihougbtful  eye, 

Siaa  Grat  in  childhood  'icidil  the  vines  ye  played, 
Atideent  glad  einging  lb  rough  (he  free  blue  sky. 

Ye  were  but  two — and  when  thol  sjarit  passed, 
Wo  lo  the  one,  the  lut  I 

Wo,  yet  not  long — she  lingered  but  to  trace 
Thine  image  from  the  image  in  her  breast 

Once,  once  again  to  see  that  buried  face 
But  smile  upon  tier,  ere  she  went  to  rent. 

Too  sad  a  amile  I  its  living  light  (vai  o'er — 
It  answered  her's  no  more. 

The  earth  gtew  aileat  when  thy  voice  departed, 
The  home  loo  lonely  wlience  thy  step  had  fled— 

What  then  was  left  for  her,  the  laithful-hearlcd  7— 
Death,  death,  to  sliU  the  yearning  for  the  dead. 

Softly  she  perished — be  the  Flower  deplored, 
Here  with  the  Lyre  and  SworJ. 

Have  ye  not  met  ere  nowl — so  let  llioae  trust 

That  meet  for  moments  but  lo  part  for  years. 

That  weep,  watch,  pray,  to  hold  hack  dust  &om 

dust. 

That  love,  whore  love  is  but  a  fount  of  tears. 

biMher,  sweet  nsterl  peace  around  je  dnell — 

Lyre,  Sword,  and  Flower,  bnwell  I 


THE  GRAVES  OP  A  HOUSEHOLD, 
Tbkt  grew  in  beauty,  eiile  by  side, 

They  filed  one  home  with  glee — 
Thar  graves  are  severed  far  and  wide, 

By  mount,  and  stream,  and  sea, 


be  same  fond  mother  bent  at  nifiht 
O'er  each  fair  aleejMng  brow ; 

le  had  each  folded  flower  in  sight- 
Where  are  those  dreamen  now' 


Dm,  'midst  the  forests  (f  the  West, 
By  a  dark  stream  is  laid — 

The  Indian  knows  his  place  of  rest. 
Far  in  the  cedar  shade. 

The  sea,  the  blue  lone  sea,  halh  one. 
He  lies  where  pearls  lie  deep — 
ffe  was  the  bvej  of  all,  yel  none 


One  sleeps  where  southern  vines  are  drcst. 

Above  the  noble  slain ; 
He  wrapt  his  eokmis  round  his  breast, 

On  a  blood-ied  field  of  Spain. 

And  one — o'er  hir  the  myrtle  showers 
Its  leaves,  by  soft  winds  fanned ; 

She  faded  'midst  Italian  flowers. 
The  last  of  (hat  bright  band. 

And  parted  thlw  tlicy  rent,  who  played 
Beneath  the  same  green  tree ; 

Wboae  voices  mingled  as  they  prayed 
Around  ooo  patent  knee  I 

They  that  with  smiles  lit  up  tho  hall. 

And  cheered  with  song  Ihe  hearth- 
Alas  I  Sor  love,  if  lAou  werl  all. 

And  nought  beyond,  Oh  eajthi 


THE  LAST  WISH. 

Oo  lo  the  forest  shade. 

Seek  thou  the  neU-knovm  glade 

Where,  heavy  with  sweet  dew,  the  violets  Ue ; 

Gteaiiiing  through  mos»^fts  deep. 

Like  dark  eyes  filled  with  sleep. 

And  bathed  in  hues  of  Bummtr'*  midnight  sk; 

Bring  me  their  buds,  to  shed 

Around  my  dying  bed 
A  breath  of  May,  and  of  the  wood's  repose ; 

For  I,  in  sooth,  deport 

With  a  reluctant  heart, 
That  lain  would  linger  wbece  the  bright  sun  glows 

Fain  would  I  stay  with  the»— 

Alast  this  most  Dot  be; 
Yet  bring  me  still  thegiftsof  happier  hour*  1 

Go  when  the  fonntain's  breast 

Catches,  in  glassy  rest. 
The  dim  green  light  that  ponrs  thrMijpi  IruMi 
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f  know  how  aMj  bright, 

SiMped  ia  that  tsnJer  light, 
Tbr  wkter-liliM  liemble  there,  e'en  nowi 

Go  lo  the  pure  atrum'a  edge. 

And  litim  iti  whiiperiog  •ndip 
Bnag  nw  thoee  flowen  jiicoal  my  bvgnd  bmw. 

Then,  u  in  bc^e'i  ;oang  d&ye, 

Track  thou  the  antique  nute 
Of  the  rich  guden,  to  it*  grany  mound ; 

Then  ii  a  k>ne  while  rcae, 

Shedding,  in  andden  anowa, 
Iti  faint  hrnea  o'er  the  eownld  lurf  aiouiid. 

Well  knov'at  thou  thai  bir  tne ! 

— A  murmur  oTlhe  bee 
DweUa  etrr  in  lbs  hooied  lima  above ; 

Bring  nw  one  psari;  flower, 

oral!  ila  duatering  ahower — 
For  on  that  apot  we  fint  leiealed  our  lov«l 

Qathei  one  woodblna  boogb. 

Then,  from  Ibe  laltiee  tow 
Of  the  bowered  cottage  whieb  I  bade  thee  maik, 

When  by  the  hamlet  laat 

Through  dim  wood-Ianea  we  pafard. 
Where  dawa  woe  glancing  to  the  glow-wonu'i 

Haalet  to  my  Fallow  bear     ' 
Tboae  fragrant  tbinga,  um)  filir—       ' 

My  hand  no  moto  may  bind  Ibem  up  at  e*ei 
Yet  aball  their  odour  aoft 
One  bright  dream  round  dm  waft, 

Of  lifit,  youth,  (ununer — all  that  I  muat  leave  t 
Andohl  ifthoa  wouldit aak. 
Wherefore  thy  atepa  I  tuk 

The  grove,  the  atraam,  the  hamlet-vale  to  trace; 
— 'T  ia  that  aome  thought  of  me, 
When  I  am  gone,  may  be 

The  agnriL  bound  to  each  bmiliar  place. 
I  hid  nine  image  dweO, 
(Oh!  break  thou  not  tha  apell  1) 

In  tliedeep  Wood,  and  by  the  fountun  ude — 
Thou  muat  not,  aiy  beloved  t 
Rove  where  we  two  have  roved, 

Fngetling  bel  that  in  her  apiing-linia  died. 


He  lay  npon  ■  greenawanl  bed, 

Beneath  a  darkening  mky — 
A  lone  tree  waving  o'er  hie  head, 

A  awift  itream  rolling  by. 

Hod  ho  then  fallen,  aa  warriora  fall. 

Where  apear  atrikea  fire  from  apear  1 
Wai  there  a  banner  (at  ia*  pall, 

A  buckler  for  hia  bierl— 
Not  10 — nor  cloven  ihieldi  nor  helma 

Had  atrewn  the  bloody  ud. 
Where  he,  the  helpleu  lord  of  realm^ 

Vieldcd  hii  Boul  to  God. 

Were  (hera  mt  friend^  with  vracda  of  *hM 

And  princely  vaaaala  nighl 
And  priest!,  the  cruciiil  lo  real 

Before  the  fading  eye  t— 
A  peaaont  girl,  that  luyal  bead 

Upon  her  bosom  laid ; 
And,  atarinhing  not  for  woman's  dread, 

The  lace  of  death  sunned. 

Alone  she  aat — fi^m  hill  and  wood 

Red  nnk  the  monmAiI  aun  ; 
Fait  giuheil  the  fount  of  DoUs  Unod, 

Tresjan  it*  worst  had  dm*  I 
With  her  long  hair  she  vainly  pieaaeJ 

The  nounda,  lottauoch  their  tide~ 
Unknown,  en  that  meek  htimbia  bieut. 

Imperial  Albert  died  1 


A  MONABCH'S  I«ATH-«BD. 


i^  Rmpmr  Alban  of  Itipitiini,  who  wis  •^■riiuH 
•7  nb  nsphn,  lacntardi  aJIed  John  Itie  PuikUlk  WM  M 


A  MOKtRch  on  Ua  daath-bad  lay- 
Did  cenaers  waft  porfwBe^ 

And  aeft  tampa  pour  their  atveiy  ray. 
Through  his  proud  chamber'a  gleoml 


THE  HOUR  OF  DEATH. 

Lttives  have  their  time  to  Ul, 
And  flowers  lo  wither  at  Ihe  noitb-wind'a  brMtth 

And  Mars  lo  set— but  alt, 
TboubaMa]lseawHulbrlUDaowD,ohl  Death. 

ay  is  for  mortal  can, 
Eve  for  glwl  meetings  round  the  joyous  hearA, 
Might  for  the  dicama  of  aleep,  the  voice  of 

dl  for  Ihee,  thou  Mightiest  of  the  earth. 

The  banquet  halh  iCa  hour. 
Its  feveriah  hoar  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  wine; 
There  comes  a  day  fi>r  griara  o'erwhdmi&g 

A  ^e  for  softer  lean — but  all  are  thim. 

Yotltfa  and  the  opening  rose 
.  May  ook  like  thinga  too  glorious  for  doeay, 
-|  Andamileattbee— ballhouartnotoftbost 

:  That  wait  the  ripened  bloom  lo  sein  their  prey. 

I  Leavea  have  thdrUm^  to  fall. 

And  Sowan  to  wither  at  the  north-mKdV  bnalh, 
I  Andataratoaet— bulail, 

ThoQ  hast  all  eeasooa  for  ibioe own  oht  Death. 
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Ws  know  when  mooiu  ihall  wane, 
When  lummeivUiiIi  fmn  tki  thtll  ctom  Iba  no, 
When  ■nnunn'*  hu*  iball  tinge  tbe  foUen 

Bat  who  ihall  teuh  m  wben  to  look  for  tbse  1 

le  it  wben  Spring'i  fint  gels 
Cmiei  liiTtb  to  whisper  where  the  violet*  Qe  t 

Ii  it  when  toeea  in  out  pnttu  grow  pde  1 — 
Tbey  Imm  Itiu  •eoaon— oU  ue  oun  to  die  I 

Ttton  ut  whenbinowi  foun, 
Tkoa  Mt  nbere  mooc  melte  upon  the  eir; 

Thou  kit  kRHiiM]  m  in  our  praceAiI  home, 
And  lbs  worid  calli  w  fixtfa — ooil  tbon  ait  there. 

Tboa  ut  where  liiend  meeti  fiiend. 
Beneath  the  ihidow  of  the  elm  to  reft — 

Thoa  ut  when  foe  meete  foe,  aatl  irumpeti 

Tho  ikieiiUiiI  ewDidi  beat  down  the  piinceij  creM. 

LeaTct  have  their  time  lo  fall, 
And  dowen  to  wither  at  (he  north-wind'i  breath, 

And  itan  to  eet — but  atl, 
ThoQ  hast  all  •eaoom  for  Ibino  own,  cb  1  Death. 


THE  RELEASE  OP  TASSO. 

TnoiK  Casio  « bald  to  Roowi  he  bntigbt  a Ijra 
Of  aounds  to  peat  through  Rome'i  Iriamphant  ikj. 
To  moDin  a  bero  on  hii  fanenU  pjre, 
Or  greet  a  conqueror  with  ita  war-note>  high; 
For  on  each  chord  hail  fallen  tbe  gift  of  fii^ 
The  llriog  braatb  of  Power  and  Victory- 
Vet  hc^  ila  lord,  (he  aoverdgn  rity'i  gueat, 
Sighed  but  to  floe  away,  and  be  at  rest. 

He  brought  a  apirit  whoae  ethereal  Urth 
Waa  of  the  loftieat,  and  nhcae  hannta  had  been 
Anudit  the'marvela  and  the  pompa  of  oaith, 
Wild  fidrj-bowera,  ami  grovea  of  deathleaa  green. 
And  Gelria,  where  mail-clad  bosom*  prove  their 

When  Bashing  eworde  tight  uptbealormvacene — 
Be  broDght  a  wearj  heart,  a  waited  frame, — 
Tbe  Child  of  Viaaiu  from  a  dunijeon  came. 

On  the  blue  watere,  ai  in  joj  they  iweep. 
With  itailigbt  floating  o'er  their  nreUa  and  Ub, 
On  Ibahhie  walen  of  tbe  Adrian  d*^ 
Hii  DDmben  bad  been  rang — and  in  tbe  halla, 
Wbere,  through  ridl  foliage  if  a  aunheam  peep. 
b  eniiina  BeaTen'i  wakening  to  the  Kolpturtd 
wJI.,-  j 

Had  princes  Uatened  to  thoae  lafty  strains,'  I 

Wlulethehighsoultheyburatrra[n,{Hnedlncbaini. ' 


ADdin 

Of  fanulB,  b»gUimDg  fran  thtir  onifals  bed. 


!  Rains  on  the  dowering  myrtles  in  ita  plaj,  i 
I  And  the  sweet  tiinea,  and  glaiay  leaves  that splMd 
Round  the  deep  golden  citrons — o^er  his  lay 
Dark  eyes,  dark,  son,  Italian  eyes  had  iheil 
Warm  lean,  fait-glittering  in  ttiat  suo,  whoss  light 
Was  ■  forbidden  glory  to  his  sighL 

Oh  I  if  it  be  that  wizard  sign  and  spell. 
And  talisman  had  power  of  old  to  Innd, 
In  the  dark  chamben  of  some  caTcnMslt, 
Or  knotted  oak.  the  s[ririta  of  the  wind, 
Thit)gs  of  the  lightning-pinion,  wcmi  lo  dwell 
High  o'er  the  reach  of  eagles,  and  to  find 
Joy  in  the  rush  of  stonna— «ven  such  a  doom 
Was  that  high  n^natrel'a  in  hii  dungeon-gloom. 

But  be  was  free  at  laatf — thegloiiona  land 
or  tbe  wbila  Alps  and  pine-crownsd  Apenoioea, 
Along  whose  shore  the  sapphire  aaas  expand. 
And  the  wastes  teeia  with  myrtle,  and  the  shrius 
Of  long-forgotlen  gods  from  Nature's  band 
Receive  bright  offerings  still ;  with  all  il*  vines, 
And  locks,  and  ruins,  clear  before  him  lay — 
The  seal  wai  taken  livm  the  tbants  of  day. 

The  winds  came  o'er  hia  cheek )  Iba  soft  winds, 

blending 
All  BummerwHinda  and  odours  in  their  sigh; 
The  orang»fniiBa  waved  roond;  the  hills  wen 

Their  bright  stream*  down;  the  bee  Inrds  darting 

And  the  blue  festal  heavens  above  him  bending. 
As  if  to  .Ibid  a  world  when  none  could  die ! 
And  who  was  he  that  looked  upon  these  (Ungal 
— If  but  of  earth,  yet  one  whoae  thought*  were 

To  bear  him  o'er  cMalion  I  and  wboss  mind 
Wa*  as  an  air-harp,  wakening  to  (he  away 
Ofranny  Nature's  brealhinga  unconQned, 
With  all  the  mystic  hariDonle*  that  lay 
Par  in  the  slumber  of  it*  chonis  enshrined, 
Till  the  light  breeze  went  thrilling  on  ita  way. 
'Tbore  was  no  sound  thai  wanilenxl  through 
the  sky, 
Bottold  him  secret*  in  it*  melody. 

'as  Um  deep  fiitett  kmaly  unto  him 
With  all  its  whispering  leave*  1   Each  dall  ana 

glade 
Teemed  with  lOch  form*  as  on  the  moas-dad  biin 
Of  fbnntains,  in  their  sparry  grottoes,  played, 
Seen  by  the  Greek  of  yore  through  twilight  dim 
Or  misty  noontide  la  the  laureUhade. 
I — There  i*  lio  solitude  on  earth  *o  deep 
A*  that  wtiere  man  decrees  that  man  abould  weep 

Bat  oh  I  the  lile  in  Nature'*  green  domaia*, 

9  of  JoyI  where  fluwen  ai> 
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Bj  tUiry  iboDund*,  on  thg  (lopca  util  pUiai,       |  Wilh  kll  iu  cloodi  in  burning  glorj  pilad, 
Adi]  the  graj  toclw— anil  >ll  tha  uchsd  iraadi:  H*il  been  *but  out  bjr  lonf  capii<ilj; 

ringing,  Such,  rceedom  wii  la  Tataa. — Ai  m  child 

AdJ  the  joung  bnutchee  tmnbling  to  the  etraine  { U  to  tha  mother,  nboae  fcrebodiog  eje 
Of  wilJ-bom   creituiea,  Ihnnigh  the  nnahine'In  italoo  nuliant  gtance,  from  d&j' to  daj, 

winging  I  Rsiula  that  which  cdli  tha  brightetl  fint  airaj. 

Their  fcarl«a  flight— and  .yl«n  eehoes  ciund,     |  ^nj  be  beomo  >  vtanderor-in  who«  breut 
Mmgling  dl  [onea  lo  one  Eolian  aound  ;  ^  wilJ  fear,  wijich,  e'en  when  evcrj  aensa  d(A 

And  the  gkd  voice,  the  laughing  Toieo  of  Mrcuaa,.  aWp, 

And  the  k>w  ctdence  of  the  aUverj  «.,  j  Clinga  to  the  humiiig  heart,  i  wakeful  gucft, 

And  reed-notea  from   the  mountains,   and   tha.Sai  brooJing  aaRapirit.raJaed  tolieep 

beun  'iUgloomj  vigil  of  inlenae  unreal 

Of  the  warm  tun— all  thwe  are  for  the  free  I  I  0'*'  Inanurea,  burthening  life,  uid  buried  deep 

And  the;  were  hit  obm  mote,  the  bard,  nhoae  'i  caTern-lomb,  and  sought,  IhruugU  ahuks  and 

dreama  I         'Wallh, 

Thdr  apiril  alill  had  haunted.— Coold  it  be  |  Bj  lome  pale  morUl,  trembling  at  hi<  weahh. 

That  he  hul  homo  the  chain  1— oh!  wf"  >IibII'Bu|  wo  for  those  who  trample  o'er  a  mind] 

dare  |  A  deathless  thing— Thoy  know  not  what  thej  do, 

To  say  how  much  man's  heart  uncrurfied  may  Or  what  they  deal  with!— Man  perchance  mar 

bear!  Irind 


So  deep  a  root  hath  hopel— but  wo  for  thia. 
Our  frail  mortatity,  that  aught  so  bright. 
So  almost  burthened  with  excess  of  bliss, 
Ai  the  rich  hour  which  back  lonimnier's  light 
Calls  the  worn  captiie,  wirh  the  genila  kiss 
Of  winds,  and  gush  of  waten,  and  the  fight 
Of  the  green  earth,  must  so  be  bought  with  yeara 
Of  the  heart'*  fever,  parching  up  iU  tears; 
And  leeding  a  stow  fire  on  alt  iU  powers, 
[Jntil  the  boon  ibr  which  we  gasp  in  vain, 
If  hanlly  wan  at  length,  too  late  nuide  ours 
When  the  soul's  wing  is  broken,  comes  like  rain 
.Vtlhheid  till  evening,  on  (he  stalely  flowers 
Whic!)  withered  in  the  noontide,  ne'er  again 
To  lid  their  heads  in  glory.— So  doth  Earth 
Breathe  on  her  gifts,  and  melt  away  their  worth. 
The  sailor  dies  in  sight  of  that  green  sliore, 
Whose  fields,  in  slumbering  beauty,  seemrd  to  tic 
On  the  deep's  foam,  amidst  its  hollow  roar 
Called  up  lo  sunlight  by  his  fantasy— 
And,  when  the  shining  desert-misls  that  worn 
The  kke's  bright  semblance,  have  been  all  passed 

by, 

The  ]Nlgrim  nnki  beside  the  Ibuntain-wate, 
Which  fiasbee  frDOi  its  rock,  loo  Ule  lo  save. 
Or  if  we  live,  if  that,  too  dearly  bought, 
And  made  too  precious  by  long  hopes  and  fears, 

Remains   our   own — love,  darkened    and   o'er- 

wronght 
By  memory  of  privaLon,  tore,  which  wears 
And  cast*  o'er  lifo  a  troulilcd  hue  of  thought. 
Becomes  the  shadow  of  our  closing  yean, 
Making  it  almost  misery  to  posiew 
Aught,  watcheil  with  sue))  Unquiet  toudernMi. 
Sucn  nnto  him,  Ih*  b^rd,  the  worn  and  wild, 
Aiul  sick  with  hope  deFerred,  fraa  whom  the  iky. 


The  flower  his  step  hath  bruised',  or  light  anew 
The  torch  lie  quenches;  or  to  music  wind 
Again  tlie  lyre-string  from  his  touch  that  Sew- 
But  (or  the  soul! — ohi  tremble,  and  beware 
To  lay  rude  bands  upon  Qod'a  mysteries  lAerc/ 
For  Uindnca*  wraps  that  world — our  touch  maj 

Some  balance,  fearfully  and  darkly  hung. 

Or  put  out  some  blight  apark,  whose  ray  iliotild 


bum 

To  pMnt  the  way  a  thouiand  rocks  among — 
Or  break  some  subtle  chain,  which  none  dleeen^ 
Though  binding  down  Iho  ternbtc^  the  strong, 
Th'  o'erswecping  poasiDn* — which  lo  looae  oa  life 
Is  (o  set  free  Ihe  demenls  farslrife! 
Who  then  to  power  and  glory  shall  restore 
That  which  our  etil  raahnesi  hath  undoool 
Who  unto  myiaic  harmony  once  more 
Attune  Iheee  viewless  chorda  1— There  is  but  Qua  I 
He  that  thrangh  dust  the  stream  of  life  can  pMB, 
The  Mighty  and  Ihe  Merciful  atonel 
— Yet  oft  His  paths  have  midnight  for  thdr  rthado 


Ho  leaves  to  nan  tha  ri 


n  hathm 


TASSO  AND  HIS  SISTER. 


Siis  sat,  when  on  each  wind  Ihat  ^hed 
The  citron's  breath  wenl  by; 

White  Ihe  deep  gold  of  evenliJe 
Burned  in  iba  Italian  sky. 
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Oar  bower  iru  one  wbnedajilight'tckiM 

Full  oft  tvntt  l>u|[hleT  found, 
Am  Uwdc«  tbo  Twce  of  chUdbood  me 

To  the  high  vinejtnb  round. 

But  (ini  and  tbougbtful,  at  her  knee. 

Her  chUdnn  ftood  that  hour, 
Th«r  bunti  of  nne,  and  dancing  glee, 

Huabed  aa  bj  if  ordi  of  power. 
With  bright,  filed,  wondering  eyei  that  giMiI 

Up  to  their  mother's  face; 
With  Draw*  through  parting  linglel*  railed, 

Tbej  atood  in  ailcnt  grace. 

While  idle — ^et  lomething  o'er  her  look 

Of  mournfulnn*  wu  ipread — 
Forth  from  a  p«t'a  magic  book 

The  gkiriaua  uumben  read ; 
TIm  prood,  ondjing  iaj,  which  poored 

Ita  light  on  ei^  Tear* ; 
B!>  of  llw  gifted  Pea  and  Bwofd,* 

Tlie  triumph  and  the  lean.    - 

She  read  of  fair  Enninia'*  flight, 

Which  Venim  once  might  hear 
Sung  iHi  her  glittering  aeaa  at  night. 

By  manjF  ■  gcmdolier; 
or  him  ahe  read,  who  broke  the  charm 

That  wrapt  the  myrtle  groia; 
Of  Oodlrey'a  deeda,  of  Tancred'a  arm. 

That  alew  his  Pajnim  bva. 

Ymmg  cheeks  around  thai  blight  page  glowed, 

Yoong  bol;  beuta  were  atined ; 
And  the  meek  tean  of  woman  flowed 

Fajt  o'er  each  burning  wonL 
And  sounds  of  brene,  and  fount,  sod  lesl) 

Came  aweet  each  pause  between  i 
When  a  strange  *uce  of  sudden  grief 

Burst  on  tbe  gentle  scenes 
The  mother  turned — &  way-worn  nan, 

In  pilgrim  garb  alood  nigh, 
Of  stalely  mien,  yet  wild  and  wan. 

Of  proud,  yet  reslUss  eye. 
But  drops  that  would  not  atay  for  pride. 

From  that  dark  eye  gushed  free, 
Aa  pniiing  his  pale  brow,  he  cried, 

"Forgotten!  e'cnbytheel 
"  Am  I  so  changed  1 — and  yet  we  two 

OR  hand  in  hand  bare  played — 
ThM  brow  hath  been  alt  bathed  in  dew, 

Prom  wroitlis  which  thou  hast  madr. 
We  have  knelt  down  and  suii]  one  player. 

And  song  one  Tesper  strain — 
My  thooghts  are  dim  with  clooda  of  caic^ 

Teil  me  those  words  again  1 


"Lift  hath  been  beaTyon  ray  head; 

I  come,  a  stricken  deer, 
Bearing  the  heart,  'midst  crowjs  that  bleJ, 

To  bleed  in  stillness  here." 
—She  gsied— till  thoughts  that  long  had  slept. 

Shook  all  her  thrilling  frame — 
Sbe  Ml  upon  bis  neck,  and  wept, 

And  brcatbeil  her  brother's  name. 

Her  broHier't  namel— and  who  was  he, 

The  weaiy  one,  th'  unknown. 
That  came,  the  bitter  world  to  flee, 

A  stranger  to  his  own  1 
— He  was  the  banJ  of  gifts  dinne. 

To  sway  the  hearts  of  men ; 
He  of  the  song  for  Salem's  ahrine. 

Be  of  the  Sword  and  Pen! 


TO  THE  POET  WORDSWORTH.     , 
Thihi  is  a  strain  to  read  amongst  the  hills, 
The  old  ami  full  of  Toices— by  the  Bailii:a 
Of  aonu  free  itteam,  whose  gladdening  preaenca 

fitte 
The  siditude  with  aouad — Ibr  in  its  eoiuas 
Even  such  is  thy  deep  song,  that  aeeoH  a  part 
Of  those  high  scenes,  ■  fountsin  from  their  heart. 

Or  ila  calm  apiril  fitly  may  be  taken 

To  the  still  breast,  in  some  sweet  garden-bowcn, 

When  summet  wind*   each   Iree'a   low   tonea 

And  buil  and  bell  with  changes  mark  the  bonra. 
Tlieroletthy  thpught*  be  with  me,  while  tbe  daf 
Sink*  with  a  golden  and  oerene  decay. 

Or  by  some  hearth  where  bappy  fscea  meet, 
When  night  hath  hashed  (he  woods  with  all  thcii 

biids, 
Then,  from  some  gentle  Ttnce,  that  lay  were  aweet 
A*  antique  mooc,  linked  with  household  words. 
While,  in  pleased  marmuim,  woman's  lip  might 

And  the  raised  eye  of  childhood  shine  in  lose. 

Ur  where  the  shadows  of  dark  solemn  yewa 
Brood  wlently  o'er  some  lone  buriat-ground. 
Thy  ferae  bath  power  that  brightly  might  diffuwt 
A  breath,  a  kindling,  as  of  spring,  around, 
From  Its  own  glow  of  "hope  and  coivagv  high. 
And  itm'lfiii*  faith's  victorious  oonstonc^. 

Tnie  bald  and  holy! — thoa  urte'en  110011 
Who,  by  some  secret  gift  of  soul  or  eye. 
In  every  spot  benealh  the  snuBng  sun, 
See*  wbaro  the  springs  of  living  waters  Ge— 
Unseen  awhile  they  sleep — tiU,  touched  by  taM, 
I  Bright,  bealthlul  waves  Bow  fbitb,  to  Mch  ghd 
wanderer  fiee  I 
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THE  SONG  OP  THE  CCRF'EW. 

H:iHiil  from  ths  dim  churcb-tower,, 

Tb*  dwp,  itow  eaiSevi't  chune! 

A  betvj  Mund  unto  hall  >nd  bower, 

In  England'i  olilen  limrl 
Stdt;  ^  mta  h«arU  by  him  who  cuns 
From  tbo  fields  oT  hn  toil  at  lueht, 
And  Trho  might  not  tea  hia  oirn  hearth's  6*ta» 
In  bit  children'a  eye*  moke  li|[ht. 

Badly  and  alemlj  lieaid 
Aa  it  quenched  the  wood-fite'a  glow, 
Which  had  cheered  the  board,  with  the  nurtbnil 

And  tha  Txd  wine'i  foanung  flow 
tf  Dlil  that  aullen,  booming  knell. 

Flung  ont  from  ererj  fane^ 
On  baip,  and  Up,  and  apirit  f^O, 

With  a  weight,  end  with  a  chaiii. 

Wo  fin  the  wanderer  than 
In  tba  wild-deerV  fbtaU  htl 
No  cottage  tamp,  to  the  hauDti  of  men. 

Might  guide  him  u  a  Mar. 
And  wo  for  him,  whoae  wakefdl  aoul. 

With  Jone  aapirioga  filled, 
Would  have  lived  o'er  aome  immortal  acnitl. 
While  the  aonnda  oreartb  wen  atJUed. 

And  yet  a  deeper  wo, 
Pol  the  walcben  by  the  bed. 
Where  the  Ibndly  loved,  in  pain  lay  low. 

And  reat  foraooic  the  bead. 
For  iba  mothBT,  doomed  uiueen  to  keep 

By  tlie  dying  babe  ^  place, 
And  to  feel  ita flitting  pulaa,'aiid  wcap, 
Yet  not  behold  iU  face  ! 

Darknos,  in  cliieflain'a  hall  I 
Darkneea,  in  peaaant'i  oot  I 

While  Freodom,  under  that  ahadowy  pnll. 

Sat  mnuming  o'er  her  lot. 
'Ih  I  the  Greaide'a  peace  we  well  may  prize, 

For  blood  bath  flowed  Uke  rain, 
•  nared  Tortb  to  make  iwcet  aaoctaaiiei' 

Of  England'e  hnmea  again  I 

Heap  the  yule-fagola  hi){1>, 
I'ill  the  red  light  (Ilia  the  room  ! 
.    I*  -:,  t.Mm'a  own  boor,  whon  the  atonny  tky 
arena  ttiick  with  erening  glown. 
natherye  round  the  holy  hrartb. 

And  by  ila  gladdening  blaae, 
i/alo  thankful  blia  we  will  change  our  mirth, 
Wlh.  a  Ihou^'hl  of  the  olden  ikya. 


HYMN  FOR  CHRISTMAS. 

Oal  lordy  viMceaortbeaky 

Which  hymnod  the  Saviour'a  birth, 
An  ye  not  nnging  atiU  on  high. 
Ye  that  eing,  "  Peaea  on  earth  1" 
To  Da  yet  apeak  the  atraiD* 

Whenwith,  in  time  gone  by. 
Ye  bleiKd  the  Syriait  awain*, 
Oht  voices  of  the  aky  I 
Ohl  dear  and  ahining  light,  wboae  beana 

That  hour  Heaven'a  glory  ahed. 
Around  the  palma,  and  o'«t  the  atieam*. 
And  on  the  abephcrd'a  bead. 
Be  near,  through  life  and  death, 

Aain  that  bulieat  night 
Of  hope,  and  joy,  and  failb — 
Oh  I  clear  and  ahining  hght  I 
Oh  I  (tar  which  led  to  Him,  whoas  low 

Brought  down  man's  ranaom  free — 
When  art  thou  1— 'midat  the  boat  aboT^ 
Mny  WB  atill  gaxe  on  tbeel 
In  Heaven  thou  art  net  set. 

Thy  raya  earth  may  rwt  dim , 
Bend  Ihem  lo  guide  u«  yet, 
Oh!  star  which  led  loUim I 


CHRIST  STILLING  THE  TEMPEST 


watiB)  far  ihe  wlad  wtM  coouvr. 


mIdMof  i1h>h,iih 


FaaR  was  within  the  tosajng  bark, 

When  stormy  winds  grew  loud ; 
Ami  wave*  came  rolling  high  ftnd  dait. 

And  tlM  lall  mast  was  bnrsd. 
And  men  Mood  breathless  in  their  dread, 

And  baffled  in  their  ikill — 
Bat  One  was  Ihero,  who  rose  and  said 

To  the  wild  aea, "  Be  atill !" 
A  nd  the  wind  ceased — it  ceased  I — that  wo 

Faased  through  Iba  gloomy  sky; 
The  troubled  billows  knew  their  Lati, 

And  sank  beneath  hie  eye. 
And  ■lumber  letltsd  on  the  deep, 

And  ntcnce  on  the  bloat, 
Ai  whan  tha  righteous  (iilts  asleep. 

When  deatli's  fierce  throes  an  past, 
Thoa  that  didit  rule  tha  angry  hoor, 

And  tame  (he  tempest's  mood 
Ob  I  send  (liy  a|jtril  forth  in  power, 

O'er  our  dark  nuls  to  brood  I 
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an 


ThoD  tbml  iluU  bow  tho  billaw'i  prills, 

Thj  msndatn  io  Fulfil— 
Bpeok,  tpuk,  to  puBonV  ngmg  Me, 

Epeik  uul  ny — "  Peace,  be  lUll  I" 


CHRISrS  AGONY  IN  THE  QAEDEN. 
He  ki>«ll— the  Ssvionr  knelt  uiJ  pra^ 

When  but  His  Father*  eje 
Looked  ibroogh  the  loadj  gknlen'i  Atda, 

On  that  dreail  a^pinjl 
Tbe'Lord  of  ill,  above,  benntl^ 
W*i  bowed  witb  Borrow  unto  detth. 

The  nn  set  In  ■  feuftll  hoar. 

The  ekiei  miglit  weU  grow  ilin, 
When  tha  morUiUtj  hod  power 

So  loo'enhidow  Himl 
That  He  who  gave  mui')  hfenlli  n^ht  know, 
TbB  TCi;  depthi  oC  human  w>. 

He  knew  them  all— the  doubt,  the  atcUe, 

The  feint,  perplciing  dread. 
The  mids  tbal  hang  o'er  parting  life, 

All  dariiened  round  Bia  head  1 
And  the  Deliverer  knelt  to  praj— 
7tt  paved  it  not,  that  cup,  >«ar. 

Il  paaed  not— though  the  ilarfilT  waTi 

Had  lunk  beneath  Hi*  tnad ; 
It  paMod  nnt— though  to  Kim  the  ptn 

Had  jieUed  up  il*  dead. 
But  there  waa  aent  Him  ttom  on  high 
A  gift  of  rtienglh,  for  man  to  die.* 

And  WDi  HU  mortal  hour  beaet 

With  anguiih  and  diamayl 
— How  may  i«  meet  our  conflict  yet. 

In  the  dark,  narrow  wayl 
How,  but  through  Hins  that  path  who  trodi 
Sai^  or  wo  periib.  Son  of  Qod  I 


THE  StTNBEAM. 
Tbou  ait  no  lingerer  In  wonaidi'i  liaB, 
A  joj  U«in  art,  and  a  wealth  to  all  I 
A  bearer  of  hope  unto  land  and  «oa— 
Bnnbeam  I  wlial  pft  hath  the  wwM  Bki  theat 

Thou  artwalking  the  billowi,  and  Ocean  enlite* — 
Thou  bait  touched  with  glory  hie  thouaand  iaiee — 
Thoa  haM  lit  op  the  ahipt,  and  the  feutbery  fiiani. 
And  gladdened  the  aulor,  like  wonla  from  home.  ; 


To  the  solemn  deptha  of  the  foreat  (hade*, 
Thou  Brtatreamingon  through  their  green  areadea. 
And  the  quivering  leavea  that  have  caofht  thy 

Like  llm-ffie*  gtance  lo  the  pooli  bdow. 

ed  on  the  mountaina— a  rapoar  lay 
Folding  th^  height*  in  it*  dark  array; 
Thoa  brake*  forth— ami  the  miat  bacaaa* 
A  crown  and  a  inaBtle  of  tiring  Qame. 

I  looked  on  the  peaaant'a  lowly  ««— 
Something  of  aailne«i  had  wrapt  the  apot ; 

.  gleun  oCtkce  on  ita  eaaement  tell. 
And  it  Unghol  into  beauty  at  that  bright  apelL 

To  the  earth'*  wild  place*  a  gneat  thoa  ait, 
Ftuahing  the  waite  like  the  roee'*  heart ; 
And  Ihou  ■corneat  not,  from  thy  pompU  abBd 
A  tender  light  on  the  ruin'*  head. 

Thou  tak'at  thronjii  the  Jim  thnreh-ai*lo  tky  Way, 
And  ita  pillar*  from  twilight  flaah  forth  to  day. 
And  iu  high  pale  tomb*,  with  thrir  trophie*  old. 
Are  bathed  in  a  flood  a*  of  burning  gold. 

And  thoa  tumeat  not  from  the  humUait  gnvB, 
Wheieaflowerlothoaighing  windemay  wavoi 

Thoa  B»tteTea(  ita  gk»m  like  the  dream*  of  teat, 
1  aleepeit  in  loie  on  ita  graoy  breaA. 

Sunbeam  ot  rammet,  oh!  what  ia  tike  theef 
Hope  of  the  wikkmfm,  joy  of  the  aea ! 
—One  Uiing  b  like  thee,  to  morula  given,— 
The  (iiith,  tooebing  idl  thii^  with  haeaof  Heavnt. 


Ik  eunaet'*  lijht  o'er  AlHc  throwit, 

A  wanderer  proodly  *)od 
Bende  the  well-*pring,  deep  and  laM, 

Of  Egypt'*  awfsl  flood ; 
The  cradle  of  that  iiugbty  birth. 
So  long  a  hidden  thing  to  earth. 

Ha  heard  it*  life'*  firat  monnnring  ■oond, 

A  low  myMerioua  ton*  ; 
A  nnuic  aought,  but  navCT  fifOBd 

By  king*  and  warrior*  goi» ; 
He  Hrtened—wid  bla  heart  beat  Uf^ 
That  wa*  tb*  Bing  of  vietoryl 


The  raptora  of  a 

Bu»hed  burning  through  hia  frki_E 
The  depth*  of  that  green  aoHtoila 

hi  torrent*  could  out  tame, 
Though  itillMB  lay,  with  eve'*  bi*  noBa 
EoandthiM  calm  fbunOdn*  14  Iha  Nil* 
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Night  cune  irith  lUra: — acrow  hii  uul 

There  mepl  &  ludilen  clunge. 
E'en  at  the  pilgrini'i  glonooa  goat, 

A  (badow  (lark  and  atiange, 
BrcaUied  bom  the  thought,  ao  iwift  to  fin 
O'er  triumph'*  hour — Attd  it  thit  all? 
No  more  than  thia  1 — what  aecnMd  it  new 

Fint  bj  that  epdag  to  atand  1 
A  UiouianJ  itraaina  of  lovelier  dow 

BatltaA  bia  onn  mountun  Und ! 
Whence,  £ir  o'er  naate  ani]  oceui  track, 
Tb^  wild  aweet  Toicea  called  him  back. 
thaj  called  him  back  to  auui;  a  glada, 

Hjachildbood'a  haunt  of  play, 
When  brightly  throogh  the  bMchon  ahide 

Thar  watera  glanced  Mray ; 
They  called  him,  with  their  aoundiog  wan*. 
Back  to  bia  btbera'  bill*  and  graTea. 
But  duUy  nungling  with  the  thought 

Of  each  FamiliaT  acene, 
Roae  Dp  a  fearful  viiian,  fraught 

With  all  that  lay  between ; ' 
The  Arab'a  tanea,  the  deoert'a  ghxnn, 
The  wUrling  fond*,  the  led  amoom  I 
Where  was  the  glow  of  power  and  piidel 

The  ipirit  bom  to  roaml 
Hi*  neaiy  heart  within  him  died 

With  jeaminga  for  lii*  home ; 
All  *ainly*tniggling  to  reprea* 
That  gu^  of  paioOil  tendetoeaa. 
Ho  wept — the  alar*  of  Afric'*  heaml 

Etebeld  hi*  bunting  tear*, 
ETenon  that  apot  where  fate  had  giTon 

The  meed  of  toiUng  years. 
•—Oh,  happineaa  I  how  &ir  we  flee 
Thane  own  sweet  path*  in  aearch  of  thee  !• 


THE  VAUDOIS  VALLEYS. 
Yu,  thou  hut  met  the  ann'a  last  amila. 

From  the  haunted  hilla  of  Rome ; 
By  many  a  bright  .Kgean  iele, 

Thou  bait  aeen  the  NUowa  foam ; 
From  the  aitence  of  the  Pyramid 

Thou  beat  watchfd  the  •olemn  Bow 
Of  the  Nile,  that  with  ita  walai*  hid 

The  ancient  leahn  below : 
Thy  heart  bath  burned  aa  ihepbeida  aung 

Some  wild  and  warlike  alnio. 
Where  the  Mooriah  born  once  proudly  rung 

Throagh  the  pealing  bill*  of  Spain : 

'  Hie  BTtlval  m  » 
waca  of  (he  iiil^  n 
lB(i  Ibu  nUanlf  HocuaUnf  Inn  uiomph  u 


And  o'er  the  lonely  Grecian  atieania 
Tbou  hail  heard  the  laurela  moan, 

With  a  sound  yet  murmuring  in  thy  dream* 
Of  the  glory  that  ia  gone. 

But  go  tbou  to  tbe  paalf>ral  nke 

Of  the  Alfnne  mountaina  old, 
If  tboa  wouldst  hear  immoital  talea 

By  tbe  wind's  deep  whispers  told  I 

Go,  if  tboa  torest  tiie  xnl  to  tread. 

Where  man  bath  nobly  atiiven. 
And  life,  like  incenae,  hath  been  <bed, 

An  offering  unto  Heaven 

For  o'er  the  anowa,  and  round  the  pinea, 
Hath  awept  a  noble  flood ;  ' 

Tha  nurture  of  the  peaaant'a  vinea 
Hatb  been  the  martyr'a  blood  I ' 

A  a|Hril,  atronger  than  the  aword. 

And  loftier  than  dsapair. 
Through  all  the  hercnc  region  poured, 

Breadiea  in  the  generoua  air. 

A  memory  dinga  to  every  ateep 

Of  long-enduring  fulh. 
And  the  sounding  streams  ^ad  reoord  koep 

Of  eoarage  unto  death. 

Aak  of  the  peasant  when  hia  Mie* 

For  tnilh  and  freedom  bled, 
Aak,  where  were  lit  the  torturing  flreay 

Where  hty  Ihe  holy  dead ; 

And  he  will  tell  thee,  all  aroand. 

On  foant,  and  turf,  and  atone. 
Far  as  the  cbamma'  foot  can  bound, 

Tboir  aabn  have  been  lownt 

Go,  when  the  sabbath  bell  is  hear  J* 

TTp  through  the  vrilda  to  Soa^ 
When  the  dark  old  woods  and  caTcs  are  atirrvd 

To  gladness  by  the  note ; 

When  fbxtk,  along  their  thousand  rfUa, 

The  mountain  people  come, 
Jmn  thou  their  worahip  nn  tboee  hilla 

Of  glorioos  martyrdom. 

And  white  the  long  of  praiae  asoetMl^ 

And  while  the  torrent's  Toica 
Uke  Ihe  awell  of  many  an  organ  blsnds. 

Then  let  thy  soul  rejinoel 


noni,"  lor  in  InicnKin;  dacrlpdonoT  •■abteihdar  <n  ita 
appv  rvglofii  of  iha  Vuidob.  The  lohabltaiitt  of  diaav  Pifr 
I  CMUH  Ttikji,  h)ici,  like  Ih*  fiiil^  npilr  wlih  Hialr  llocti 
ind  heidi  lo  ihn  inmmlu  of  tbi  hills  dgrlnf  iba  samnur, 
.  ^nlbUoHad  thlihubf  ihdt  ^■nr^  and  « ihn  imiB  eliit 
I  jaar,  aaeaihla  on  thai  ■mJ  Jij,  lo  wnnhlp  la  thoofMiair, 


,Google 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


Rgoke,  that  huaun  hurt,  through  team, 
ThRHi^h  ihame,  throagh  doth,  mule  •tranx, 

Befora  the  rocki  uiil  heaieoa  have  boioe 
Witncn  of  God  lu  long] 


THE  SONGS  OF  ODR  FATHERS. 


SiMO  them  npoD  Ibe  ■unn;  hilli, 

When  day>  are  long  and  bright. 
Anil  the  blue  gkam  of  ■liining  rilla 

b  bvelieit  to  (he  sight. 
Sing  Ihem  along  the  miat;  moor, 

Where  andent  hunlen  rored, 
And  aweU  them  Ihroagh  the  tomnt'e  roar — 

The  lODgi  our  fathen  laved ! 
The  •ong*  their  aoula  rejiHced  to  heu 

Wbea  harpa  were  in  the  ball. 
And  each  proad  note  made  lance  andapear 

Thrill  on  the  bannered  vail : 
The  nngs  that  throogh  our  valleya  green 

Sent  DO  frnn  age  la  age, 
Like  bii  onn  lirer'a  voice,  have  been 

The  peasant'*  heritage. 
The  reaper  aagi  Ihem  when  the  *al* 

I(  filled  with  plumy  iheaTee ; 
The  woodman,  by  the  Marlight  pals 

Cheered  hamewaid  throogh  the  learee: 
And  nnto  them  the  glancing  oan 

A  jojaue  meaiara  keep, 
Where  the  dark  rocka  that  creat  onr  dhorei 

Daih  back  the  loaming  deep. 
Bo  let  it  be  t— a  light  they  ihed 

O'er  each  old  (aonl  and  grora ; 
A  numor;  of  the  gentle  dead, 

A  epell  of  iingering  love : 
Mnrmnring  the  namei  of  mighty  men, 

They  Ind  out  atreami  roll  on, 
And  fink  high  thoDghta  to  every  glen 

Where  valiant  deeda  were  done. 
T«ach  tbem  your  children  round  the  hearth. 

When  evening-fire*  bum  clear, 
Aitd  in  the  field*  of  baneat  miith. 

And  on  the  hilli  of  doorl 
So  ahati  each  nafiirgotten  word, 

When  far  Ihoee  loved  one*  roam, 
Call  back  the  hcalta  that  once  it  alirred, 

To  chiUboDd'a  holy  home. 
The  green  wood*  of  their  natin  land 


The 


ortbnr  hoDiebald  band 
Shall  ■neelly  apeak  again; 


The  heathery  heighU  in  vimon  riee 
Where  like  the  Mag  they  roved — 

Sing  to  youi  sons  tboae  melcxiiee. 
The  song*  your  £itheni  loved. 


LowLT  Upon  hia  bier 

The  royal  conqueror  lay, 
Baron  and  chief  atood  near, 

Silent  in  vu-amj. 

Down  the  long  miniter'*  aiele,* 

Crowd*  mutely  gazing  tfreamed, 
Altatand  tomb,  the  while, 

Through  miati  of  incetwe  ^^med  j 
And  by  the  torch'*  blaie 

The  aUlely  prieM  had  laid 
High  word*  of  power  and  praiaa. 

To  the  ^lory  of  the  dead. 

Tbey  lowered  him,  with  the  aoand 

Of  requiem*,  to  repoae, 
When  from  the  throng*  aroond, 

A  aolemnvrace  amee: 
"  Forbear,  Ibibear  t"  it  cried, 

"  In  the  holieat  name  forbear! 
He  hath  conquered  regran*  wide. 

But  he  ihail  not  elumber  there. 
"  By  the  Wolated  hearth 

Which  made  way  for  yon  proud  ahiine, 
By  the  harvests  which  thu  earth 

Hath  borne  lo  me  and  mine; 
"  By  the  home  e'en  here  o'erthrown. 

On  my  children's  native  apot, — 
Hence!  with  hia  dark  renown 

Cumber  our  Urth-plaee  not! 

'  Will  my  nro'*  unranaomed  field 
O'er  which  your  censnia  wava. 

To  the  buried  apwier  yield 
Soft  ilumber  in  the  grave  1 

'  The  tree  hefore  him  leQ 

Which  we  cherished  many  a  year, 
But  iU  deep  root  yet  ahall  swell 

And  heave  against  hi*  luer. 

"  The  knd  that  I  have  tilled, 

Bath  yet  it*  brooding  breaM 
With  my  home**  white  a^ea  filled— 

And  it  ahall  not  ^ve  him  retf. 

*■  Here  each  pioud  column's  bod 
Hath  been  wet  by  weeping  eyee- 

Heneel  and  bedow  your  dead 
Where  no  wrong  against  bim  cnet*" 
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Bhune  glowed  on  «eh  dirk  Uca 
Of  IhdM  prowl  umI  ateet^K  man, 

And  tiw;  bought  wilh  gf>\ii  >  pixy 
For  thai  Irailer'i  diut,  e'en  tlutk. 

A  littla  euth  fbi  turn 

WhMe  buinei  flew  ao  tat 
And  B  pcMBDt's  !■!•  oould  din 

The  DUM,  *  iMtion'*  Mwl 

Om  dmp  ToiM  tllU*  WDM 

Fiom  &  hurt  wbich  wrongi  had  imi 
Ob  I  who  (hall  DUmbet  thct 
That  wen  bol  heuJ  in  Haamil* 


LH  iben  be  aletiM,  liaep  and  itnnge, 

Whan  leeplnd  dliw  tmb! 
T^uapeak'Mof  ODa  who  doth  not  cfaal 

— So  ma;  oat  hearti  npne. 


CASABIANCA.* 
Thb  boy  iladd  od  the  burning  deck. 

Whence  all  but  him  had  Onl; 
The  flama  that  Ik  the  ballle'e  wreck, 

Shone  round  him  o'er  the  dead. 


THE  BOUND  OF  THE  SEA. 
TrOct  art  »tinif ing  on,  tboa  mightj  iM, 

For  erer  and  Ibe  ■una  I 
The  andent  rocki  yet  ring  tathae, 

Whoee  thunden  nought  can  tame. 

Oht  many  •  gloriooi  Tcaoe  U  gooe. 

From  the  rich  boweta  of  earth, 
Ai>d  bnahed  ii  many  a  lorely  one 

Of  mournfuloea  or  mirth. 

The  Dorian  flute  that  riffaed  of  yon 

Akog  thy  wave,  batill; 
Tlie  harp  of  Jodah  peala  do  mom 

On  Zion'a  awful  hill 

And  Mcmnon'a  lyre  halh  loet  tiM  chord 

That  breathwl  the  mystic  tone. 
And  the  aoi^*,  at  Rome'a  high  triumph*  potued, 

An  with  her  eaglea  flown. 

And  iButa  the  Mooriah  horn,  that  tang 


But  Iboa  art  owelling  on,  than  deep, 
Through  many  an  otden  clime. 

Thy  billowy  anthem,  ne'er  to  alee) 
Until  the  doee  of  time. 

Then  liileet  up  tby  aolemn  voice 

To  every  wind  and  aky, 
And  all  oar  eartb'a  green  ehoraa  rejaiee 

In  that  one  harmony. 

It  Gll«  the  noontide's  calm  prafDund, 
Tlie  innent'a  heaven  of  gold ; 

And  the  itjll  miilaight  hean  the  aotmd. 
E'en  as  when  fiiat  it  rolled. 


A  proud,  though  child-like  form. 

The  damo  rglled  on— he  would  not  go, 

Without  his  (ather'a  word ; 
That  father,  &int  in  death  bebw, 

Hia  loica  no  longer  heard. 
He  called  alond— "  Say,  falber,  ny 

If  yet  my  taalt  is  done  r 
Hb  luiew  not  that  the  chieftain  lay 

UnoMiaeious  of  hi*  boo. 

"  Speak,  Fatherl"  onco  again  be  cried, 

"If  I  may  yet  be  goner 
— And  but  the  booming  *bot*  reptici^ 

And  fart  the  Same*  foiled  on. 

Upon  btsbtowba  felt  tbetr  breath. 
And  in  bi*  waving  hair; 
'  And  looked  from  that  lone  post  of  death, 
In  atill,  yet  brave  despair. 


"  My  bthei  I  must  I  atay  1" 
While  o'er  him  faat  through  Bail  and  •hmod. 
The  wreathing  firei  made  way. 

They  wrapt  the  ahip  in  aplendour  wild, 

They  cai^bt  the  flag  on  high, 
And  atreanied  above  the  gallant  child, 

Like  bannara  in  the  iky. 

Than  came  a  bunk  of  thunder  sound — 

The  boy— ohl  when  was  be7 
-.-Aak  of  the  winds  that  far  around 

With  tbgmenta  strenad  the  aeat 

With  maat,  artd  helm,  and  pennon  fair. 
That  well  had  borne  their  pari — 

But  the  noUkit  thing  llmt  pcriahod  there 
Was  that  young  faithful  heart. 


'FWIlHpBRlailinofiklBudciilwraaRBlTbareiiiBrt-  U 
bit  clrcunBUDOB  whkh  •wmfad  ib(  DteHiuiH  of  WiUkn  d 
la  Owmaanic^  ih  Bwrnomli's  Suloirt  iti  FrvKoit,  vgL  b 


,Google 


MtSCeLLANEOtrs  POEMS. 


THE.ADOPTED  CHILD. 

'  Wht  wouUlat  thou  l««o  dm,  ob  I  gentle  child  t 
Thy  horns  on  Ibi  moHnlun  ii  bleik  ami  nitd, 
A  ftraw-rDofed  cabin  with  lowlj  wall — 
HiDe  u  a  fair  and  pilUreJ  haJ], 
When  manj  an  bugn  of  marbla  glcune, 
And  the  luuliiiie  of  {ncturs  for  eioi  itnuuni." 

"  Oh !  gnm  ii  the  tnrf  where  mir  biotber*  play, 
Thnofh  the  tong  bright  boar*  or  the  (Dmmer-daj, 
Tbey  find  tbe  led  cup-n>aei  where  tliey  climb, 
Aw]  they  chiae  the  bee  o'er  (be  ecealed  thyow ; 
And  the  roelu  when  the  beaih-flowerbloeitiatltry 

Lady,  kind  lady,  oh  I  let  nw  gOi" 

"  Content  Ihn,  boy  I  in  my  bower  to  dwell, 
Bne  are  ewcet  eonnJa  which  tbou  loveM  well; 
Flulea  on  the  air  in  tbe  stilly  noon, 
Harpa  which  tbe  wandering  breeua  tune; 
And  the  eilvery  wood-Dole  of  many  a  bird, 
Whoee  Tuea  wm  oe'er  in  Ihy  mountaini  beatd," 

"  My  mother  nngi,  at  the  twilight'*  fall, 
A  Boog  of  the  billi  Isr  mwe  iweet  than  all ; 
She  ang*  it  under  our  own  green  tma, 
To  the  babe  half  eta  mbering  on  her  knee; 
I  dreamt  [ait  night  of  that  moue  low — 
Lady,  kind  lady  I  obi  let  me  go." 

"  Thy  mother  i*  gone  from  her  carci  to  reel, 
She  halh  taken  the  babe  on  her  quiet  breaetj     , 
ThoD  wouliitt  meet  her  fubletep,  my  boy,  no  mon 
Kor  hear  her  aong  at  the  cabin  door. 
— Cook  thou  with  me  tolheTineyardanigb, 
And  well  pluck  the  grip^  oftho  richeit  dye.'' 

"  b  my  mother  gone  from  her  home  awayl 

•  -But  I  know  thai  my  brolhera  are  there  at  play. 

I  know  they  are  gathering  the  fox-gloTe'e  bell. 

Or  tbe  long  fem-leavea  by  the  eparkling  well,  Thoae  lonp  are  high  and  holy. 

Or  they  launch  Lhejr    boata  whne  the  Isight  But  they  vanquieh  not  our  fear ; 

Not  fiiwn  our  palb  Ihoee  flowen  are  gm*— 


THE  DEPARTED. 


Wilfa  purfaich*  if  U»  Inluii  HorU— wkh  kliV^ 
TtBpdwfn'iilorilMeanii— Uu  iriK,  ilntao^ 
ftiiQxati  aDdboBijaanaafacEapM, 


And  (brink  ye  from  lbs  way 
To  the  ipiiit's  diAant  aboro  t 
Eanh'a  mighliett  nwo,  in  armed  arr^, 
Are  thither  gone  before. 

Tbe  warrior  kinga,  wbon  banner 
Flew  fkr  aeeagiee  By, 
They  are  gone  where  awordt  avail  then  nol, 
From  the  fgail  of  licloiy. 

And  theaeera,  whoaat  of  yore 
By  orient  palm  or  wa*e, 
Tbey  have  paaed  wilb  ^1  their  alany  lew- 
Can  yt  atill  fear  the  giaval 

■We  fi-ar,  we  fearl— the  aunihine 

lajoyouilobehohl, 
AihI  we  reck  nol  of  Ibo  buried  kioga, 

OrtbeawfoleeenofoU. 
Ye  ehrinkl— the  baidi  whoee  laye 

Hare  made  yoar  Jeep  heaita  bum, 
Tliey  have  left  tbe  «un,  and  the  voice  of  f(»Ma, 

For  the  land  wbeocs  none  retain: 


Aim]  the  lovely,  w 

la  the  veree  thai  can  not  die, 
They  loo  are  gone  with  their  gknioua  U 
From  the  gaie  of  hunian  eye. 
Would  ye  nol  jdn  that  ihrong 
Of  the  eeith'i  departed  flowers, 
And  the  maaten  of  the  mighty  aong 
Id  their  far  and  faddea*  boweral 


Lady,  kind  lady!  oht  let  me  go." 

*  Fair  ctuld !  thy  bralbera  are  wanderers  now. 
They  sport  no  more  on  the  mounlain's  brow, 
They  have  left  the  fcrn  by  the  epring's  green  side. 
And  the  streams  where  the  fairy  barkiwers  tried. 

—Be  thou  at  peace  in  thy  brighter  lot. 
Fat  thy  eaUn-boma  is  a  lonely  spot," 

"  An  they  gone,  all  gone  from  the  sunny  hilt  1 
—But  the  bird  and  tlie  blue-By  rove  o'er  it  still, 
And  (he  red-deer  bound  in  their  gladiwss  free, 
And  the  turf  is  bent  by  the  singing  b«. 
And  the  waters  leap,  and  the  fresh  winds  Uow — 
h^,Uoi  Udyt  ohl  letmsgo."  I 


We  &in  would  linger  here  1 
Linger  then  yet  awhile. 

As  the  last  leaves  on  the  bough  t 
-Ye  have  loved  the  gleam  of  many  asnile 

That  ii  taken  from  yon  now. 
There  h«ve  been  sweet  alngiog  miatt 
In  your  walks  that  now  are  still ; 
There  are  seats  led  vmd  in  your  earthly  hornm 
Which  none  again  may  filL 

Soft  eyea  are  seen  no  more 
Thai  nude  apiing-tims  in  your  hsail ; 
Kindred  and  frierids  sN  gmw  belbre.- 
And  ye  still  Am  i«  part  1 
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-  Wr  fear  not  now,  w«feftTDolI 

Though  tba  n«j  Ihroagb  duknaM  bmdi ; 
Oar  KMik  u«  itrDng  to  GiUon  tlitm,    ^ 
Out  own  fiumlUririuiikl 


THE  BREEZE  FROM  X-AIf  D. 


BtTond  the  Caps  or  Hops,  mid  now  mn  piiM 
MoBunble,  otTu  «  mnh-nK  wlivli  blow 
Biban  odoun  from  Itie  flcy  *oni 
WAntijIhtBIWiwlihwebiltlir 
W«U  pinwd  Ui»j  riuli  Uwlr  awnt,  and  mir 
CbHnd  wilh  Uu  gnu/ul  inwU  old  Ouan  nr 


Jot  i>  upon  the  lonelj'  an^ 

When  lniliB.a  fbreati  pour 
Forth  to  the  tulloir  and  tha  brecaa 

Thdi  fngnnce  from  tbs  ahore ; 
J07,  when  the  aoll  ajr'a  glowing  aigh 
Baan  on  the  breath  of  Arab;. 

Oht  weicome  arc  ths  ninda  that  tell 

A  wanderer  of  the  deep 
Where  fir  awa;  the  jaamlnea  dwefl, 

And  nhere  the  myrrh-tree*  weep ! 
Bleaeed,  on  tha  aounding  surge  and  foam, 
Are  tidinga  of  the  citron'*  booiel 

The  lailor  at  the  helm  thej  meet, 

And  hope  his  boaom  itin, 
Uptpringing,  'midat  the  waie«  to  greet 

The  fair  esith'i  mefaenger*, 
That  woo  him,  rrom  the  mournful  main, 
Back  to  her  glorious  bonen  again. 

They  woo  him,  whtapering  lovely  talea 

or  man}'  a  llonering  glnJe, 
And  fount's  bright  gleam  in  ialand-Tilea 

or  golden -fruileil  ahajle; 
Acroat  liii  lona  ihip's  wake  thej  bring 
A  vision  and  a  glow  of  apring  I 

And  oh !  ye  maatera  of  the  lay  I 

Come  not  e'en  thus  yonr  songs, 
Tnat  meet  us  on  Ufe'a  weary  way 

Amidst  her  ttnling  throngal 
I'm!  o'er  the  spirit  thus  they  bear 
A  current  of  celestial  air! 

Tbeir  power  i*  from  the  brighter  dime 

Th|t  in  our  Hrth  hath  part, 
Thdr  tones  sro  of  the  world  which  time 

Sean rkot within  the  heart;  ' 

rhey  (ell  us  of  the  bring  light 
In  its  gieen  lAtoet  ever  bright. 


They  call  us  with  a  voice  dinna 

Back  to  onr  early  love, 
Onr  vow*  of  youth  at  many  a  ahrine 

Whence  far  and  aooo  we  iwe: 
— Welcome,  high  thought  and  holy  strain, 
That  make  lu  Troth's  and  Heaven'*  agajn  I* 


AN  HOTTR  OF  ROMANCE 
There  were  thick  ieavea  aboae  me  and  around. 
And  low  sweet  sighs,  like  those  of  childhood'*  sleeii^ 
Amidst  their  dimnen,  and  a  fitful  aound 
As  of  soft  showers  on  water — dark  and  deep 
Lay  the  oak  shadows  o'er  the  turf,  so  *till, 
They  aeemcd  but  [nclured  gloom*— a  Udden  riO, 
Made  mnoc,  such  a*  haunts  D*  in  a  dream. 
Under  the  rern^tufta ;  and  a  lender  gleam 
Of  aoft  green  light,  as  by  (he  glow-worm  ahed. 
Came  pouring  through  the  woven  beach-boo^lil 

And  steeped  the  magic  page  wherein  I  read 
Of  royal  chivalry  aod  old  renown, 
A  tale  of  Palestine.t— Meanwhile  the  bee 
Swept  past  me  with  a  tone  of  aummer  hours, 
A  drowsy  bugle,  wafting  thoughts  of  flowers, 
Blue  slties,  and  amber  sunshine— brightly  fi«a, 
On  filmy  wing*  the  purple  dragon-fly 
Shot  glancing  like  a  fairy  javelin  by ; 
And  a  sweet  voice  of  sorrow  told  Uie  dell 
Where  sat  the  lone  wood  pigeon. 

But  ere  long. 
All  sense  oT  these  things  faded,  as  the  spell. 
Breathing  from  that  high  gorgeous  tale,  grew  rtrong 
On  my  chained  Boul — 'twas  not  llie  leaves  I  heard; 
— A  Syrian  wind  the  lion-banner  stirred. 
Through  its  proud  floating  folds— 't  was  not  the 

Singing  In  secret  through  its  graaay  glen — 
A  wild  shrill  trumpet  of  the  Samcen 
Pealed  from  the  desert'*  lonely  heart,  and  shook 
T  he  burning  air.— Like  clouds  when  winds  are  high. 
O'er  glilleiing  sands  flew  steed*  of  Araby, 
And  tents  rose  up,  and  suddon  lance  and  apear 
Plashed  where  a  fountain's  diamond  wave  U;  clea^ 
Shadowed  by  graceful  palm-trees. — Then  the  ehont 
Of  merry  England's  joy  swelled  freely  out, 
Sent  through  an  Eastern  heaven,  whose  glorious 

Madeahields  dark  mirror*  to  its  depths  of  blue; 
And  harps  were  there — 1  heard  their  soonding 

As  the  waste  echoed  to  the  mirth  of  kings 


Wrtuan  Iminodlueir  alW  reading  tha  "Ramarta  a 
Chanoaaod  Wriclnfi  oT  HUui^*  la  Uu  Cbftalan  Ei 
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rbe  bright  muqlM  fulcd— DDto  life'i ' 


Ti  track 
Wht  ciilled  IDS,  from  iu  flood  of  glorf,  back  1 
— A  vuce  ofhippy  chiMhood !— and  Ibe;  paiccd, 
SuiDar,  and  harp,  and  Pajnim  [nimpat'i  blast— 
Ytt  might  t  •earea  bawul  Ihe  vinon  gone, 
Mj  heart  so  leapt  to  that  iweet  laughtefi  tone. 


■N«rlnih7T™t'ii  bvnth  of  Him, 

Wha  (iTBh,  upbnUing  noi, 
Tim  hli  ngh  in  ibf  haul  bKoiuniiiffinv 

And  hia  lora  be  iin<(ir(al ; 
And  ilv  Ggd,  In  I)m  dum  of  itan  "01  to 
fliwiiii^  and  beuUT,  Uld  Mcneih  tolhn." 

Btrnard  Bmlut. 


Bma!  %  ii  a  ho);  hour— the  quiet  room 
Bearm  Hke  a  temple,  while  yon  toft  lamp  eheda 

&  bint  and  itsrrr  radiaoce,  throogb  the  gloom 
And  the  eweel  •^IncM,  down  on  bright  yonng 
bBtda, 

With  all  theii  cluiteiing  locks,  nntcDched  hj  care, 

And  bowed,  ai  flowen  are  bowed  with  night— in 

Qa»  on, — H  ja  lorel;  t — childbood'i  lip  and  cheek, 
MantUng  beneath  ita  eameet  brow  ofthought — 

GuB— yet  what  ne«t  tboa  in  those  fair,  and  meek, 
And  fragile  things,  as  but  for  auiiahiDe  wrought  1 

— Thnu  laest  what  grief  must  Durtore  for  the  iky, 

What  death  nuut  fashion  for  etamit;  I 

Oh !  jofotis  cfcatniea,  that  will  aiak  to  nat, 
Lightljr,  when  thnae  pure  orisons  an  done, 

As  birds  with  slumbei'a  honey-dew  oppiessed, 
Tdidst  tba  dim  folded  leaits,  at  wt  of  sun— 

list  up  yoar  hearta ! — though  yet  no  sorrow  lies 

Daik  in  the  summer-beaien  of  those  clear  eyes ; 

Thot^h  fi«h  within  your  breaita  th'  untroaUed 
springi 

Of  hope  make  melody  where'er  ye  tread ; 
And  o'er  youl  sleep  bright  shadows,  from  the  wlciga 

Of  sjriiits  Ttaiting  but  youth,  be  spread ; 
Tel  in  those  flulo-like  Toicea,  mingling  low, 
b  woman's  tenderness — how  soon  her  wo  I 


And  patient  smiles  to  wear  thiougll  suflering*! 

And  snmlesi  riches,  bom  Adeclion'sdeep, 

To  ptwT  on  bnikea  reeds-*  wasted  shower  I 
And  to  make  idols,  and  to  fiid  them  clay. 
And  to  bewail  that  wonhip— theieiiae  pray  I 


Hci  lot  is  on  you— to  be  Ibund  ontireil. 
Watching  the  slan  out  by  llie  bed  of  pain, 

With  a  pa|e  cheek,  and  yet  a  brow  insfarod, 
And  ■  true  heart  of  hope,  though  hope  be  Tun. 

Meekly  to  bear  with  wrong,  to  cheer  decay, 

And  oh  I  to  love  through  all  thSagi — theteCirs 

And  take  the  thought  of  this  calm  vesper  time, 
ilh  its  low  murmuriog  sounds  and  utieiy 
light, 

On  through  the  dark  days  fading  from  their  prime, 
a  sweet  dew  to  keep  your  souls  from  blight 

Earth  will  (brsake— oh  t  happy  to  have  given 

Th'  unbnAen  heart's  first  fra^ance  unto  Haaren  t 


THE  INVOCATION. 


Anbweb  me,  burning  stars  of  night  I 

Where  is  the  spirit  gone. 
That  past  the  reach  of  human  sight. 

Even  as  a  breeie,  hath  QoWol 
— And  the  stars  answered  ms — "  We  toll 

In  light  and  power  on  high, 
But,  of  the  never-dying  soul. 

Ask  thing*  that  can  not  die  1" 

Oh  I  many  toned  and  chainlVH  wind  I 

Thou  art  a  wanderer  free ; 
Tell  me  if  Ihau  its  place  canst  find, 

Far  over  mount  and  seal 
— And  the  wind  murmured  in  reply, 

"  The  Uue  deep  I  ha<re  crossed. 
And  met  its  barks  and  tallows  high. 

But  not  what  thou  hast  lost!" 

Ye  clouds  that  gorgeously  repose 

Around  the  setUng  sun, 
Answer !  have  ye  a  home  lor  thos« 

Whose  earthly  race  is  run  1 
The  bright  clouds  answered — "  Wo  depart, 

We  vanish  from  the  sky; 
Ask  what  is  deathless  in  thy  heart 

For  that  which  can  not  die  I" 

Speak,  then,  thou  voice  of  God  nith&al 

Thou  of  the  deep  low  tone  I 
Auwerme  through  life's  restless  din. 

Where  is  the  spirit  Sown  T 
— And  the  voice  answered—"  Be  than  still 

Enough  to  know  is  given ; 
Cload*,  winds,  and  stars  Uiair  tasK  mlfi^ 

Thin«  is  to  tnut  in  Heaven  1" 


igtizedoy  Google 


MRS.  HEMANS'  WORKS. 


ZK I  wouhl  th;  heut  fbrgat 
Each  eartbtj  punon  uiil  regret, 
And  WDuiJ  th;r  weuieil  ipirit  riae 
To  commuiw  with  Ui  nuive  iluti ; 
Fauje  G>r  Rwhile,  roiI  deem  it  *weet 
To  Hnget  iii  thu  calm  retrest ; 
And  give  thj  ciiH,  ihy  gneb,  a  *boTt  mipeim, 
AniidM  wild  icene*  of  lone  pugmficetico. 
UninUed  with  augbl  of  maaner  torn, 
Here  mture't  tucii  ia  beanl  alone : 
When  ttte  loud  atorm,  in  nnithful  hoar, 
la  nuhing  on  ita  wing  of  powei, 
<   Andapritaof  the  deepawaka, 
And  aoTgea  foam,  and  billowa  break, 
And  rocka  and  ocean-OTca  uound, 
Refetliente  each  awful  lonnd ; 
That  migbt;  voks,  with  all  Hi  dread  control. 
To  loflteat  thoughl  shall  wako  thy  IhrilUog  iouL 
But  when  no  nure  the  na-wind*  ra«^ 
When  peace  ji  brooding  on  the  wave, 
And  from  earth,  ait,  and  ocean  riae 
NoBDvndi  bat  plaintive  melodic*: 
Soothed  b;  their  aoftlj  mingling  ewell,  > 

Aa  dajlight  bidi  the  world  ftrnwell. 
The  nulling  wood,  the  djing  biecse, 
The  faint,  k>w  rippling  of  the  aeaa, 
A  lander  calm  thall  iteal  apon  thj  breaat, 
A  gleam  reflected  fmn  the  reabnacf  leeL 
la  thine  a  heait  the  world  hath  itung, 
Fiiendi  haie  deceived,  neglect  hnih  wrangl 
Haat  thou  aome  grief  that  none  may  know, 
Borne  lonely,  eecret,  ailent  wol 
Or'^haie  thy  Ibnd  afiectiona  Bed 
From  eoith  to  ilumbcr  with  ihodeadi 
Ohi  pauie  awhile — (he  world  diaown, 
And  dwell  with  nature'i  aelf  alone  I 
And  though  no  more  ahe  Iridi  aria* 
Thy  soul's  departed  enei^ea, 
And  though  tit;  joy  of  life  ii  o'er, 
Beyond  ber  ma^  to  reatwe; 
Tet  ahdl  ber  apeUa  o'er  ctery  paioon  steal. 
And  sMth  the  wounded  heart  iht  j  can  not  heaL 

THE  DEATH-DAY  OF  KORNER.* 
A  auNa  Ibl  the  death.daj  of  the  braie — 

A  song  of  pridel 
The  youth  went  down  to  a  hero's  gra*(, 
With  the  Sword,  his  bride.-r 


t  iM  Uw  Bwcnl-HIA  eompoBd  a 


He  went,  with  his  noble  hMil  wnroiB, 

And  pare,  and  high, 
AneagleMaoping  Aomdoodsof  mo^ 

Only  to  disi 

He  went  whb  the  Lyn,  whose  tol^  tone 

Beneath  his  hand 
Had  tbiill'd  to  the  name  of  bis  God  aloit^ 

And  his  Father-land. 

And  wtth  all  hia  j^arioiu  Ggelinga  jet 

In  their  first  glow, 
IJko  a  aoutbeni  atipani  that  DO  frost  hath  na 

To  chain  it*  flow. 

A  song  lor  the  dentb-day  of  the  btBTo- 

Along  of  pridel 
For  him  that  went  to  a  hero's  gran, 

With  the  Swont,  hia  bride. 

HehathlellaTtncein  hia  tnunpet-1^ 

To  turn  the  flight. 
And  a  guiding  spirit  for  after  days, 

like  a  wateb-fire's  light 

And  a  grief  in  his  falliet's  soul  to  rest, 

Midil  all  high  thought. 
And  a  meniory  unto  hia  mother'a  breast, 

With  hewing  fraught. 

And  a  name  and  fame  above  the  blight 

or  eartbly  breath, 
BeaBtiful — beautiful  and  bright, 

In  III*  and  death  1 

A  song  lot  the  doatb-day  of  the  bram- 

A  eongof  pridel 
For  Um  that  went  to  a  bero'a  gta**, 

With  the  Sword,  hia  bride  I 


INVOCATION. 

HcsHBD  lathe  world  in  night  and  si*t^ 

Earth,  Sea,  and  Air,  an  still  as  death  I 

Too  mde  to  break  aealm  so  de^ 

Were  music'*  faintest  breath. 

Deacend,  bright  Vuions !  from  a£rial  bowen. 

Descend  to  gild  your  own  soft,  silmt  hours. 

In  hope  or  fear,  in  toil  or  pain, 
The  weary  day  have  moitals  past. 
Now,  dreams  of  bliss,  be  youra  to  reign. 
And  all  your  apell*  around  them  east; 
Steal  from  their  heart*  the  pong,  thur  tjrt  the  la 
And  lift  the  veil  that  bide*  a  biighler  aphei*. 
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Oht  bau jour nftwt  balm  to tbon, 

Who  fondly,  ninlj,  rnoum  tlw  ilmi, 

To  tbeta  Uut  woriil  oF  peace  JUcIom, 

Where  the  bright  eoul  m  fled: 

Where  Love,  immortal  in  his  nstiTe  clime, 

Shall  lut  nu  puig  from  file,  do  blight  from  time 

Or  to  hie  lond,  hw  distant  Und, 

On  ;ou(  ligiit  winpthe  exile  bear; 

To  feel  once  more  hie  heart  expand, 

Id  hie  own  genial  monntain-eir ; 
Hear  the  wild  echon  well-knann  ilraint  repeat, 
And  bleee  each  note,  u  bearen'e  own  muiic  ewed 

Bat  oh !  with  Fancr'e  biightert  raj, 
Bleet  droKnia  I  the  bard'*  repoM  iilune ; 
Bid  (omia  of  heaven  around  him  plaj, 
And  bo  wen  of  ExJen  Uoam  I 
And  waft  hia  epirit  to  ita  nilira  Aka, 
Wlw  Sndi  no  cbwma  in  life'a  realitiM. 

Noioice  ieonthe  aii  of  night, 
Throngh  folded  leaTes  no  munnnta  craep. 
Nor  itar  nor  moonbeam't  trembling  light 
Fallaon  the  yiicii  brow  of  deep. 
Deacend,  bright  nuetw,  from  four  airj  bower, 
Dark,  nknt,  eoleno,  ia  your  brourita  houi. 


Bbitb  epiritl  monnted  with  Tnnd  rrgret, 
Loet  b  life's  pride,  in  Tnlmr'a  noon. 
Oh  I  who  could  deem  Ihy  itar  ehonld  let 
Bo  dnlUy  and  so  eoonl 

Fatal,  though  bright,  the  fire  of  mind, 
Wbkh  mailed  and  doaed  thy  brief  career. 

And  the  Sir  wrealb,  by  Hope  entwined, 
LiM  withered  on  th;  baer. 

The  aaldier'a  death  hath  bren  thy  doom. 
The  soldier's  tear  Ihf  meed  shall  be ; 
Y<t,Bonof  warl  ■  pfonder touib 

Might  Fate  have  reared  for  thee. 

Hsu  abooldst  hai^died,  O  high^onledcbiofl 
In  IhsM  bright  days  of  glory  flad, 
WImd  tiiomph  so  prevailed  o'er  grief; 


West 


»  could  mourn  the  dead. 


Soontide  of  bmel  each  tear-drop  then 
Wu  irorthyof  a  warrior's  grave — 
When  shall  affecUoii  werp  Bgmin 
So  proudly  o'er  th-,  brarel 

There,  on  the  battle>Seli)«  of  Spato, 
-MidA  Ropooidlea'  noklnlaiieaune, 
Or  vt  ViH'ji*'s  blcKJ-tail  plam, 

Mtrt  hnd  thy  death-bed  been. 


We  mourn  not  that  a  hero's  Gte, 
Thui  in  its  ardent  prime  should  closo; 
Uadst  tbou  but  &l]en  in  nobler  strife. 
But  died  'midst  conquered  fbesi 

Yet  halt  thoQ  stilt  (though  victory'a  Sami 
In  tlial  last  moment  cheered  thee  not) 
Left  Qlory'i  bile  another  name. 
That  ne'et  may  be  forgot: 

And  many  a  tale  of  triumph  won 
Shall  breathe  that  name  in  Memory's  em 
And  long  msy  England  mourn  a  son 
WOhaid  Ttproaeh  or /ear. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  SIE  H— Y 
E-LL-S. 

WHO  FBIA  IH  TBB  BATTL 


"  HsppT  an  ther  who  die  In  iliair  ymill^  whan  dieir  * 
inilianHindiliiin.'  Ouiam, 

WeKF*sT  thou  lot  him,  whose  doom  was  sealed 

On  England'a  proudest  batlle-fictdl 
For  him,  the  lion-hearl,  who  died, 
In  victory's  full,  re«>tlcH  tidel 

Oh  I  mourn  him  not, 
By  de«!i  like  bis  that  lield  nu  wmi. 
And  Fate  could  yield  to  Talour's  son, 

No  brighter  lot. 

He  heard  his  band's  emtting  ciy, 

He  saw  the  vanqiiiahed  eagle*  fly; 

And  envied  be  his  death  of  fame, 

It  sbeil  ft  sunbeam  o'er  bis  nams^ 
That  nought  ehali  dim^ 

No  cloud  obacured  his  glory'e  day. 

It  un  no  twilight  of  decay- 
Weep  not  for  him! 

And  breathe  no  dirjije'e  plunlire  mowi, 
A  hero  claimB  far  loftier  tone  I 
Ohl  proudly  ehouid  the  wareong  fWell, 
Reeonling  how  the  mighty  felt' 

In  that  dread  hour, 
When  England,  'midst  the  baUte^torm, 
Th'  avenging  angel — reared  ber  Ibim 

In  tenfold  power. 

Yet,  gallant  heart  1  to  swell  thy  praise. 
Tain  were  the  minstrel's  noblest  lays; 
Since  he,  the  soUier'a  guiding-star, 
The  vktoT-cWef,  the  lord  of  war, 

Has  owned  thy  Suae : 
Am)  ohl  lilie  W»  approving  word. 
What  Irophied  marble  could  record 

A  waiiiot's  fune^ 
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GUERILLA  SONG. 
Ftemdol  DO  Iht  ilorr  lelilad  of  Ihi  Bpuihb  PuilfK,  I 
Osl  fi^et  not  the  hour,  when  thrnugh  famt  md 

We  tetomid  with  our  chief  to  hii  dear  natiTe  hillij 
Through  the  wood;  Sierra  Uiereu^heJ  not  agide, 
And  the  moanbeiuQ  «u  bright  on  hk  baUIement- 

welUi 
And  nituni  lay  aleeping,  in  calmnen  kni]  light. 
Round  the  boms  of  the  Tiklianl,  that  ron  on  our 

We  entered  tb*t  homo— «ll  wm  laneiinew  (ound. 
The  itiUnen,  the  dtrknera,  the  peace  of  the  grave ; 
Not  a  voice,  rtot  ■  step,  bade  iu  cchoee  mound, 
Ab  I  fueh  nu  the  nclcnine  that  waited  the  breTe  1 
For  the  epoilen  had  paraed,  like  the  pcowa-wind'e 

breath. 
And  tlM  loTod  of  hie  botom  lay  eilanl  in  death. 

Oh!  forget  not  that  hour — let  its  image  be  near, 
In  tbe  light  of  our  miitb,  in  the  drcanu  of  our  reit, 
Let  llatale  avrake  feelings  too  deep  for  >  tear. 
And  rotue  into  lengeance  each  arm  and  each 

Till  cloud tesa  the  dajupring  of  liberty  ahine 
O'er  the  plaiiu  nf  the  oli>e,  and  hilla  of  the  vine. 


THE  AGED  INDIAN. 

WinRiona!  my  noon  of  lire  ie  peat. 
The  brightneeaof  myipirit  Oown; 
I  crouch  before  the  wintry  blaet, 
Amidat  my  tribe  I  dwell  alone; 
The  hcroca  of  ray  youth  are  Red, 
They  Hal  among  Ihe  warlike  dead. 

Te  alumberers  of  the  narrow  cava! 

My  kindred-chiefa  in  Jaje  of  jora, 

Ye  fill  an  unrememl«rcd  grave, 

Your  fame,  your  deedp,  ate  known  no  more. 

The  records  Of  your  wan  are  gone, 

Your  DBmea  forgot  by  all  hut  one. 

Soon  ihall  that  one  depart  from  earth, 
To  JMn  the  brrthren  of  hia  prime: 
Then  will  the  memory  of  yoor  Unh 
Sleep  wKh  the  hidden  Ihinga  of  time ! 
With  him,  ye  aons  of  former  diyal 
Fodee  the  lait  glimmering  of  your  pniae. 

Hii  eyes  thai  hailed  your  epirit'a  flame, 
SUtI  kindling  In  the  combat'e  ahocl^ 
Have  eeen,  aince  darkneaa  veiled  your  ftaie, 
Bona  of  tlie  deaert  and  tbe  rock  I 


Descendant)  of  the  mighty  dead  I 
Fearlcee  of  heart,  and  firm  of  hand ! 
Ob  f  let  me  join  their  apirita  fled, 
Ob !  send  me  to  their  ahadovry  land. 
Age  batb  not  tamed  Ontara'e  heart. 
He  shrinki  not  from  the  fnendly  dart. 

These  feet  no  more  can  chase  the  deer, 
The  glory  of  Ibis  arm  u  fiown — 
>  Why  should  the  feeble  linger  here. 
When  all  [he  pride  of  life  is  gone  1 
Warriors !  why  still  Che  stroke  den;. 
Think  ye  Ontara  (ears  to  diel 

He  feared  not  in  his  fkiwel  of  days, 
When  strong  to  stem  the  torrent's  force, 
When  through  tbe  dcKrt'i  pathless  nuM, 
His  way  was  as  an  eagle's  eourae  I 
When  war  was  lunahine  to  hia  Bght, 
And  tbe  wild  hurricane,  delight  1 

Shall  then  Ihe  warrior  tremble  now? 
Now  when  his  envied  strength  is  o'erl 
Hung  on  the  pins  his  idle  bow. 
His  pirogue  useless  on  tbe  shorel 
When  death  hath  dimmed  bia  liuling  eye, 
Shall  he,  tbe  joyleae,  lear  todie  7 

Sons  of  the  brave  t  delay  no  more, 
Thespirits  of  my  kindred  callj 
'T  is  but  one  pang,  and  all  is  o'erl 
Oh  I  bid  the  aged  cedar  falil 
To  Join  tbe  brethren  <rf  hi*  inims, 
Tbe  mighty  of  departed  tima^ 


EVENING  AMONGST  THE  ALPa 

Soft  akies  of  Italy!  how  tkhly  drest, 
Sniile  these  wild  M»ne«  in  youT  purptiraal  glow) 
What  glorious  hues,  reflected  &om  the  wast, 
Float  o'er  the  dwellmgs  of  eternal  enow  I 

Yon  torrent,  foaming  down  the  granke  sleep, 
Sparkles  all  brilliance  in  the  setting  beam; 
Dsrk  glens  beneath  in  shadowy  beauty  sleep, 
Where  [dpe*  tbe  gsalherd  by  hb  m 


Now  from  yon  peak  departs  Ihe  vivid  ray. 
That  still  at  eve  ita  lotly  temple  knows; 
From  ruck  and  torrent  fade  the  tinla  away. 
And  all  is  wrapt  in  tvriligbt's  deep  repose : 
While  through  tbe  pine-wood  gleams  Iho  vop 

And  roves  tbe  AlfKne  gale  o'er  solitudes  afar. 
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Son  of  the  nughtj  and  tha  freet 
Bigh-mi tilled  leoiler  oftiis  brkvel 
Wu  it  for  lod;  chief  like  thee, 

To  fill  &  namelen  gravel 
Ohl  ir,  uniclat  tbe  voliuit  dun, 
The  warcior'a  bier  hnlh  been  thj  lot, 
E'en  thoufli  en  Ted  Cullodea'e  plain, 

We  then  bad  moonied  Ihae  not 

Bat  darkly  cloaed  thy  dawn  oT  Aune, 
That  dann  nhoae  funbeam  roae  io  fair', 
Tcogeanee  alona  may  bnaihe  thy  nanw. 

The  nalchwani  of  Deapaill 
Yeloh!  if  gallant  apirit'i  pover 
■Had  e'er  enobled  dtsath  like  Ihine, 
TbaD  gloiy  marked  lAg  parting  htmr, 

Laa(  ef  a  mighty  tine  1 

O'er  Ihj  own  towen  the  sunehine  faD(, 
But  can  not  chase  their  nlent  gloom; 
Thoaa  beam%  that  gild  thy  native  wallv, 

Are  tteefiag  on  thy  tomb ! 
Spring  on  thy  moanbuna  Unghe  the  while, 
Thy  green  wooda  wave  in  vemsl  air, 
Bnt  the  loved  acenes  may  vainly  amile — 

Not  e'en  thy  duet  ia  there. 

On  thy  blue  hilla  no  bugle-iound 
(a  mingling  with  the  locrent'a  roar, 
Unmarked  tha  wild  deer  eport  around— 

Thon  lead'it  the  chace  no  morel 
Thy  gatea  aie  closed,  thy  halls  are  still. 
Those  halls  wham  pealed  the  cbaral  strain, 
rbey  bear  the  wind's  deep  murinuriDg  thrill — 

And  alt  is  hoihed  again. 

No  banner  from  the  lonely  tower 
Shall  wave  its  blaionad  fold*  on  high ; 
TIkts  the  tall  grass  and  sammer  flowpr, 

Unmaiked  shall  spring  and  die. 
No  more  thy  hard,  for  other  ear. 
Shall  wake  the  harp  once  lond  by  thine— 
Hndied  be  the  strain  thon  canrt  not  hear, 

Last  ofa  mighty  hne. 


THE  CRtJSADER'S  WAR  SONG. 

CaiiFTiiies,  lead  on  I  oni  bauta  beat  high, 

Lead  on  to  Salem's  towervl 
Who  would  not  deem  it  bli«  to  die, 

8Uin  in  a  cause  like  ouni 
rha  biava  who  sleep  in  smI  of  thine, 
U*  DOt'enlombed,  but  shrined,  O  Palestine ; 
27' 


Souls  of  the  slain  in  holy  warl 

Look  fioiD  ;uur  sainted  real! 

ns  ya  rose  in  Glory'a  car, 

To  mingle  with  the  blest; 

us  how  short  the  death-pang's  power, 
How  bright  the  joys  of  your  immortal  bower. 

Strike  the  loud  harp,  ye  minatrat  train  I 

Pour  forth  your  lolUeat  layi; 
Each  heart  shall  echo  to  the  strain 

Breathed  in  the  warrior's  praise. 
Bid  every  string  triumphant  swell 
Th'  inspiring  sounds  thai  heroes  love  so  weQ. 

Salem  I  amidst  (he  fiercest  hour 

The  wildest  raga  of  E!(ht, 
Thy  name  ahall  lend  our  falchions  power, 

Kni  nerve  our  hearts  with  ought. 
Envied  be  those  for  thee  that  lall. 
Who  find  their  graves  beneath  thy  sacred  wall 

For  them  no  need  that  sculptured  tomb 

Should  chronicle  thur  To  me. 
Or  pyramid  record  their  doom, 

Or  deathkea  versa  their  name ; 
It  is  enough  that  dust  of  thine 
Should  ahroud  th^  forms,  O  blessed  Palestine  t 

Chieftains,  lead  onl  our  hearts  beat  high 

For  combat's  glorious  hour ; 
Soon  shall  the  red-cross  banner  dy 

On  Salem's  blUest  lower  I 
We  bom  to  mingle  in  the  atrife, 
Where  bat  to  die  ensures  eternal  lile. 


THE  DEATH  OF  CLANRONALD. 


ft  WIS  In  U»  lianlg  of  BhuUTiDoac  ihsi  fomf  CtanRnsM 
iC,  )>idlii(tniibe[llgtilaiidBnof  itwrlihiwlng.  HlsilEai]| 
bqilrlud  lbs  sk^Iah^  who  begin  10  wa**r.  But  Olsngarj, 
>iier  of  a  Hvtl  bnodi  of  itw  Oui  OoOa,  sartsd  ftoo)  (lis 
nnki,  ami  mvlnf  his  lionnM  TODDd  hb  bea4  ctltd  out,  "To- 
day fx  nnngi^  ud  u-momiw  fat  iDoomlog  I"  Itn  Hlfh- 
landsn  r«It«]  a  nntlnipiila  fnm  hlswonl^  and,  charging 
Willi  rtdoubkd  Airy,  bm  down  ill  belcn  Ihina.— Sn  lbs 
QnsIUIlT  Berinr,  anlda  of  "(^nDoden  Pqista'* 

rte'er  be  ClanroQatd  the  valiant  fotgot  I 
Still  foarless  and  first  in  the  combat  he  fell; 

m  paused  not  one  tear-drop  to  ibed  o'er  tha 

I  '^-  ,r^  n, 

i  We  spared  notone  moment  to  nmnnutEwewaU. 
I  We  beard  bat  the  battle-word  given  by  the  chief 
' "  To  Jay  for  revenge,  and  to-morrow  Cw  grief  f* 
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And  wilill;^  GanrafMU !  wa  educd  tlM  vow. 
With  (he  tor  on  our  ebeak,  uul  tba  iwoid  in  oni 

bUKt; 
Voting  w>n  of  the  bnTgl  iro  maj  woap  Ibr  tbco 

For  well  bu  th;  death  bren  kfcnged  bj  thy  b«nd, 
When  they  joined  in  wild  chonu  the  cry  of  the 

chief, 
"  Today  for  msngo,  uid  to-marrow  for  grief  I" 

Thy  dirge  in  that  hour  wu  the  bugle'i  wild  enll, 
The  elaah  of  tbe  clayinoN,  the  ihout  of  the  brara ; 
But  now  thy  own  bud  may  lament  for  thy  fall, 
And  the  eall  voice  of  melody  eigh  o'er  thy  grave, 
While  Albyit  noKmben  the  wonlaof  the  chief, 
"Ti>Jay  for  nvenge,  and  lo-niorrow  for  grief  1" 

Tboaait&llen.OteBrleMoiH!  Sower  of  thy  neel 
Deaeeodant  of  henea ',  thy  glory  ia  set  I 
Bui  thy  kindred,  the  tons  of  the  battle  and  chaae. 
Have  proved  thai  thy  iinrit  ia  bright  in  them  yetl 
Nor  vainly  lavt  eeboed  the  wordi  of  the  chief, 
"To-day  Ibr  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief!" 


TO  THE  EYE. 
TtiROKB  ofexprcBion  I  whence  the  apcifa  ray 
Poon  forth  10  on  the  light  of  mental  day, 
Where  faney'i  fire,  affedioo'i  melting  beam, 
Tboaghl,  geniua,  paavon,  teJgn  in  tarn  auprami 
And  many  a  feeling,  worda  can  ne'er  impart, 
Finda  its  own  language  to  pervade  the  heart', 
Thy  power,  bright  orb,  wbat  boaom  b Mb  not  felt, 
Tolbritl,  torouie,  lofaacinate,  tomettt 
And  by  tome  spell  of  ondeflned  control, 
With  magnet-influence  touch  the  aecrct  loni! 

Ughtoftha  feitam!  in  the  mom  of  youth 
Thy  glance  it  nature,  and  thy  langaage,  truth 
And  ere  the  worid,  with  all-corrupting  away, 
Bath  taught  e'en  thea  to  (latter  and  betray,     ' 
Th'  ingenuous  heart  forbide  thee  to  levoal, 
Or  apeak  odd  thought  thiit  interest  would  conceal; 
While  yet  thou  aeem'it  the  doudlea*  mirror,  given 
But  to  reflect  the  purity  of  heaven ; 
Ohl  then  how  lovely,  there  unveiled  to  trace 
Tb' unaulltwi  biighlneai  of  eaoh  mental  grace  I 

When  Oeaiw  londa  thee  all  hia  living  tiglit, 
Where  tha  full  beaoii  of  inlellect  unite, 
When  Lovo  illamea  tlteq  with  hi*  varying  ray. 
Where  trembling  Hi^  and  tearfiil Rapture  play; 
Or  Pity'a  melting  cloud  thy  baun  atibduei. 
Tampering  ita  luatre  with  a  vale  of  dena ; 
Still  doe*  thy  power,  whoae  all-commanding  apaU 
Can  pierce  the  maaea  of  tbe  H>nl  n  well, 
Rid  aoroo  new  feeling  to  eiiateitoe  itart, 
(i'rnm  :ta  deep  slumber*  in  tba  iamnat  heart. 


And  di  I  when  thought,  in  eeatacy  ■oblio^ 
Thai  *oar*  triumphant  o'er  the  bound*  of  tioM^ 
Fires  thy  keen  glance  with  inspiration's  blaie, 
The  light  of  heaven,  the  hope  of  nobler  days, 
(As  gloiioas  dream*,  Ibr  utteranoa  far  tt»  high. 
Flash  through  the  miat  of  dim  mDrtalily;) 
Who  doea  not  own,  that  through  thy  fightning 

A  flame  unauenehable,  nnetrtbly,  alivaiiis  T 
That  pure,  though  captive  eSIuenoe  of  the  riiy, 
Tbe  vestal-my,  Ue  spaA  that  can  not  dia ; 


THE  HERO'S  DEATH. 
Life's  parting  beam*  were  in  his  aja, 
Life's  closing  acoenti  on  hi*  tongue. 
When  round  him,  pealing  to  the  sky, 

Tbe  shout  of  victory  mng  I 
Then,  ere  hi*  gallant  apirit  fled, 
A  *mile  so  bright  i]luD»ed  his  fac»— 
Oh  I  isvac,  of  tbe  light  it  shad, 

Stiall  meDnry  loae  a  tracel  N 

lilt  Wat  a  ileath,  whose  tiptore  high 
TranMxnded  all  that  life  oould  yield ; 
Hi*  warmeal  prayer  was  ao  to  die, 

On  the  red  battlefield  I 
And  they  may  feel,  who  lov«  him  moat, 
A  pride  ao  holy  and  (o  pure- 
Fate  halh  no  power  o'er  those  who  boaat 

A  treasure  ihn*  •score  1 


MmiED  ye  tba  nJngTing  of  the  dty'a  throne 
EiA  mien,  each  glanca,  with  expectatitin  biq^l 
Prepare  the  pageant  and  the  choral  aong, 
Tbe  pealing  chimea,  the  Uaae  of  Iota]  liglt ! 
And  harki  what  rumor'a gathering  aouiid is  n'lgh) 
It  is  tbe  teioeof  joy,  that  murmur  deepi 
Away,  be  hushed!  ye  sounds  of  revdry  I 
Back  to  your  homes,  ye  multitudes,  to  weepi 
Weep  I  for  the  storm  hath  o'er  ns  darkly  paat. 
And  England's  royal  Bower  ii  brakan  by  the  hlasr 
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IL 


Wm  It  »  Jrwun  1^  io^mildon  nnd^ 
That  awful  Gat  o'er  aor  ■enm  canw  I 
So  loved,  n  Meat,  la  tbil  ^oung  apirit  fl«l, 
Whoac  «tI;  grandsur  promised  ;un  of  fama  1 
Oh !  nbcn  bath  lifs  pDawiaoJ,  or  death  dealrnyad 
More  lavejj  bopo,  laore  clouillnalj  that  iniilal  1 
When  halb  the  apoiler  left  ■g.d^ilLB.void  I 
For  a]l  ia  laat^-4hs  mother  anJ  her  chilil ! 
Oar  moming-atar  hath  vaniahed,  ami  the  tomb 
ThrowaiCi  deep-lengthened  shade  o'erdiilant  yean 
lococie. 

111. 
Ar^l  of  Death  I  did  no  presaging  sign 
Announce  thj  coming,  and  tliy  way  prepare  1 
No  trarninj  Tiaee,  no  baibiager  vioa  thine, 
Danger  and  fear  aeemed  past — but  thou  wen  there  I 
Prophetic  sounda  along  the  earthquaks'e  path 
Foretell  the  boor  of  Natura'a  anful  tliro« ; 
And  the  Tolcanc^  ete  it  bont  in  wrath, 
Sanda  lorth  aame  herald  from  ila  dread  ropote : 
Bat  fAsu,  dark  SpiritI  awift  and  Dnrurcseen. 
Cam'al  tike  the  tightniog'a  flaih,  nhen  heaven  is 


allae 


IV. 


And  ahe  ii  gone — the  royal  and  the  young, 
In  loul  commanding  and  in  heart  benign  j 
Who  rrooi  a  race  of  Kings  and  Heroes  sprang, 
Glowed  with  a  ■[nrit  lolty  aa  her  line. 
Now  may  the  loice  alie  loved  on  earth  so  Well, 
Breathe  forth  her  name,  anhecded  and  in  vain ; 
Korean  tlioas  eyea  on  wGIcH^eT  own  would  dwell, 
Wake  from  that  breast  one  eyio^alhy  again : 
The  ardent  heart,  the  lowering  mind  are  Bed, 
Yet  ahall  undying  love  stilt  linger  with  the  dead. 


Oh  I  many  a  bright  existence  we  have  seen 
CLoenched  in  the  glow  and  fatness  of  its  prime  -, 
And  many  a  cheriahed  flower,  ere  now,  hath  been 
CroM,  ere  its  leaves  were  breathed  npoD  by  time. 
We  liivaTSrirprocs  In  llirar  noon  oTipride, 
Whose  fields  of  triumph  gave  them  but  a  bier ; 
And  we  ha*e  wept  when  soaring  Genioa  died. 
Checked  in  the  gtory  of  Us  midcareerl 
BfU)^  our  hopes  weafiCQlTed— all  is  o'er, 
AD  ibnughtlirltll*  abaortwd— ahe  was — and  is  no 


YI. 
We  watched  her  ehSdhood  firom  its  sar^ieat  hour, 
From  every  word  and  look  blest  omens  eought ; 
While  that  young  mind  devdoped  ail  its  power, 
And  rose  to  energies  of  laftirit  thought. 
On  her  was  fixed  the  Patriot's  anient  eye, 


One  hope  still  bloomed— one  visU  still  was  bir; 

And  when  the  tempeK  swept  the  tnabled  sky, 
She  wasourdnyspring — all  was  cloudleaa  (AeM  ) 
And  oh !  how  lovely  broke  on  Fngland's  gaie, 
E'en  throngh  the  miat  and  stonu,  the  light  of  dk 

VIL 
Now  hath  one  moment  darkened  future  yean, 
And  changed  the  track  of  ages  yet  to  be] — 
Yet,  mortal!  'midst  tho  Irillerness  of  tears, 
Kncoj,  anU>Joru.tirrii«rijta"Hiril«r« ! 
C^i  I  wliile  the  clear  perspective  smiled  in  light, 
Wisdom  should  then  have  tempeTBd  bope'aeicess, 
And,  loat  One !  when  we  saw  thy  lot  so  bright, 
We  might  have  trembled  at  its  loveliness : 
Joy  is  nn  earthly  flower— nor  (ran]ed,to  bear, 
eiotic  blooni,'lile's"a)ra7'ungonial  aif. 

vut 

All  amiled  aionntl  thee — Yonth,  and  Lo*^  and 

Praise, 

rta  all  devotion  and  alt  truth  were  thine' 

.hee  wu  riveted  a  nation's  gaie, 

in  some  radiant  and  nniullied  ahrine. 

m  of  empires  t  thou  art  passed  away, 
Like  some  fair  viuon,  that  arose  to  throw, 
jne  brier  llour  of  life,  a  fleeting  ray. 
Then  leave  the  lest  to  sotitode  and  wo ! 
Oh  I  who  shall  dare  to  woo  auch  dream*  ^^n! 
Who  hath  not  wept  to  know,  thii  lean  for  the* 


Yot  there  b  one  wbo  lored  thee — and  whose  son) 

With  mild  afiec^ons  nature  formed  to  mdt ; 

Hii  mind  hath  bowed  beneath  the  stem  control 

Of  many  a  grief— but  thi*  shall  be  unfelt  I 

Yean  have  gone  by — and  given  his  honoorsd  head 

A  diadem  of  snow — his  eye  is  dim — 

Around  him  Heaven  a  scdemn  cloud  hath  apieod, 

The  past,  the  future,  are  a  dream  to  him  I 

Yet  in  the  darkness  of  his  fate,  atone 

Be  dwells  on  earth,  white  thou,  in  hfu's  foil  prida. 


Ml 


The  Cbsslsner'B  band  a  on  ni— we  may  weoj^ 
Bat  not  r^ne — lor  many  a  storm  hatb  past. 
And,  pillowed  on  her  own  mijestic  deep. 
Hath  England  ilept,  unshaken  by  tlie  blatf  < 
And  mx  hath  raged  o'er  many  a  distant  plain. 
Trampling  the  vine  and  olive  Li  hii  path ; 
While  she,  that  regal  daughter  of  the  main. 
Smiled,  in  serene  defiance  of  his  wrath ! 
Ai  soma  pnmd  summit,  nunglinf  •■■h  the  sty 
Ueon  calmly  far  below  the  thondst*  >JI  «ih1  .Im 
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^j  I A  clooi]  hang*  o'er  us — "  tbe  bright  day  ia  doiM,°* 

'  And  with  a  fulher'a  bopo*,  k  nation'i  Bed. 
Hm  ra«  b.ai  l«.il  Ih'  .w  J.n.r-.iid  hnumi,  j„j  j,  ,j,  ,j„„  „„,,,  j,,^,,,,  ^^^ 
ThB  gBlhenng  word  of  ii.Uon»-m  hor  might       iWtK«i«iIwid.ll>iMh.Jnungl«leTerj  (hooght 
Am]  .11  Ih.  .wM  kouil,  of  h«  fuDO,  !„,  ,,j  ^„,  ^|     n,„j  .jioU„„  U«^ 

Ap«rt*.Jml».ol«.,,l«M.  :  Lori  of  .  mJ«l.ilh  dlUuog.  l.„l,  Ita^bli 

Fmng  tk.  loroh  .poo  h.r  b..coo.,„.„i  .  y,^^  ^^  ,^„,  rf  ita  U,,  „„or,  of  thr 

That  torch,  whoM  oame,  far  atreaming  oer  the  —nrthf 

Hath  guidrd  Europe  through  her  darkest  hour! —  XVl. 

A».r,"to4«™o(glop'l-l«U»<l««.  Oh!  lh™,.»grt,lifo,.Uor.l«,C.l.o., 

.Nor  halh  the  fra^lo  and  o'erlabouredaenn 
XII.  Strength  e'en  to  feel  atonce  their  dntaJ  controL 

rr   >-.  1.         .1.    9    .c  .  1.1      .  .     I..  L  .■  II      1  Bat  when  'I  i*  pait,  that  itill  and  ipeechlea bow 

H«kn-»ih.a«iii.i»u'.n<..iwh>,h,f.u.mi  ofu„,.«MhZ;,.„aih.u.dr;., 

_f      .'*^'    ...         t.    ,,  ■    .-    ■  .Then  the  rouaod  nund  analtML  nith  lenlold  power. 

Unmixed  with  auint  ofleas  maieftic  lone,  t-    _      ,■.    ^  ■  r-  .  r-      i 

>^. ..     1.  .■  r     •.  I  ,  To  cnup  the  niloeai  of  iti  acony  I 

While  all  the  murmun  of  exutence  sleep,  ,.    P   ..'^,..     .  .  .^    ' 

_     „         ,       ■„  ,.,.,.  lie  ileath-hke  torpor 

Swell*  on  the  itiilneM  of  the  air  alone  I  t.„  ,.^  „,  _^^  ^  j 

Silent  the  throng*  that  fill  the  daikened  street, 
Silent  the  (lumbering  Thamea,  the  londy  niart;     | 

And  all  ia  atill,  where  counttcaathouianda  meet,    '_  XVII 

SaTe  tbe  full  throbUna  of  the  awMliuck  heart !    ■  Ami  ,uch  hU  lot,  whom  Ihon  bait  loied  and  left 
All  deeply,  elrangely,  fearfully  eerene,  g  i,^,  (hu.  ™iy  to  thy  home  recalledl 

Ai  in  each  ra»aged  home  Ih'  avenfiing  one  Iiad  g^  ^„^,  the  heart,  of  b^  and  thee  berea, 
'*'*''-  A  warriur'a  heart!  by  danger  ne'er  appaltod. 

Yiji  Ycara  may  pam  on — and,  aa  they  roll  along, 

;  Mellow  thoec  pangi  which  now  hia  bnaom  leod 
Theeun  goea  down  m  beauty-hi.  farewell,  ^.nd  be  once  mora,  with  Ufe'a  unheeding  thixmg 

Unhke  the  world  ho  leaver  k  cabnly  bright;  ;  „      ^^^      j,  j„„  i„  „u,^  ;„  ^„i„    y^ 

And  hi.  laat  mellowed  ray.  around  u>  dwell,  ■  yet  atill.  tlie  g«.rdialHanB«l  of  hi.  mind, 

Lingermg,aa.fon«.ne.ofyounedeUgbt.  gh^t  thy  loved  image  dweU,  it.  McoK,ry',  tempi. 

They  amlls  and  fade— but,  when  Ibe  day  m  o'er,  Bluined  "»  '  j  r— 

IWIiat  etow   proccasion   moves,  with   meuiucd 
'"lieaJT^-  —  XVIII. 

U!  thow  who  weep,  with  her  who  woefB  i»  Yet  muit  tba  day*  ho  long  ere  time  ihall  itcal 
•"*"■  Aught  from  hia  gfief,  wboae  ipiril  dwella  with 

A.aalemn  train — tbe.maumera  and  the  ileadl  ii^r- 

While,  throned  on  high,  tbe  moon'e  unttoul.Ie.1  nij  Once  da-'plj  brub.nl,  the  heart  at  length  may  heal, 
Looks  down,  ai  earthly  hopci  are  paaalng  thua  But  all  it  wo»— ohl  never  more  aliatl  be— 

*"■?■  The  flower,  the  leaf,  o'crwhelroed  by  wbter-*now, 

j({y_  Shall  apring  again,  whun  bcania  and  ehowet*  re- 

Bul  other  light  b  in  that  holy  pile.  The  folTed  oh™t  again  with  heJlh  may  glow. 

Where,  m  the  houae  of  aUenc«,  kjnga  repo«;  j^^^  ,^  j;^        ^.^^  m,,,  „,^  ^.^  ^ 

There,  through  the  dim  arcade,  and  pillared  msU,  „.„  ,j, r™i.„™  „f  ,h„  „i,„r,  ™,„,  m™- 

The  funeral-torch  ile  deep-red  radianie  thrown. 
There  pall,  and  canopy  and  sacred  drain. 
And  all  around  the  atamp  of  wo  inny  licar ;  XIX. 

But  Grief,  to  wh««  full  hcoil  .h«e  forme  are  vain,  g^^  ai.,a-iU«»  hour  of  agony  b  o'er.      ' 

drief  uneipreoed,  un««the,l  by  Ihcn-u  there.  And  thy  brief  race  in  brilliance  hath  been  run. 

No  darker  bour  hath  F.le  for  h,m  who  mooma,  ^^j^  Faith, Ihatbid.fbnd  nature grie»e  Doii»n, 
Tb«i  when  llie  all  be  loved,  a.  du.t  to  UlBt,  ro-  ^  ,^  ^^  ^^    crown-though  not  on  earth-i. 

tuini.  I        ^^^ 

XV.  I ' -— 
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an 


Thou,  of  the  ivorld  ao  eulj  left,  hut  knonn 
NoDgbt  bnl  the  bloom  anilanriBbine — and  bi  thee, 
Child  of  piD)iitioiu  sUnl  for  ttm  alone,  I 

Ths  cooTM  of  love  nn  uuooth,'  uut  brigbtlf 


XX. 
What  ihough,  en  jet  the  noonilaj  oTthj  lun* 
ftiMB  Id  iU  glory  on  thine  Englsnd'i  eje, 
The  gnre'i  deep  sKadowi  o'er  thj  apirit  camel 
Onm  i^  l[)«t  InM — uid  tliDU  wert  blrst  lo  die '. 
Thou  nught'it  have  lived  lo  dark  anil  evil  yean, 
To  iDODro  Ih;  people  changed,  Ihj  akiei  o'ercast ; 
Bat  tb;  qtring-mom  naa  all  nndinnied  by  (ears, 
Aod  thou  nert  loied  and  cherished  to  the  last  I 
And  thjr  youog  name,  ne'er  breathed  in  ruder  tone, 
Thtti  dying,  thou  hast  left  to  Iotb  and  gneT  alone. 

XXI. 
Danghlei  of  Kingi  1  from  (hat  high  ipbere  look 

Where  still  in  hope,  affection'*  thooghu  majriae; 
Where  dimly  ihinea  to  thee  that  mortal  crown, 
Which  earth  displayed  to  claim  thee  from  the  akits. 
Look  down]  and  if  thy  ijurit  yet  retain 
Uemory  of  aoght  tbat  ortce  was  fondly  dear. 
Soothe,  though  uiUHen,  the  hearts  tliat  moum  in 

And, in  thor  hoataof  loDdineae— be  near! 
Bint  was  thy  lot  e'en  here — »p-l  ni)^  f|jn|  ^b^ 
Oh  I  tell  Ihoae  heaita,  bath  niaile  tbal  blisa  etemit*  t 
MrtL  S3,  IB17. 

BELSHAZZAR-S  FEAST .t 
T  WIS  night  in  Babylon :  yet  many  a  bcnm, 
OF  lamps  far-glittering  from  her  domes  on  high, 
ShoDC^  1>rightly  mingling  in  Euphrates'  stream, 
With  the  dear  stars  of  that  Chaldean  sky. 
Whose  azure  knons  no  cloud : — each  whispered 

ngh 
Of  the  soft  nigfat-breeie  through  her  terrace- 

Boi«  deepening  tones  of  joy  and  melody, 
O'et  an  illumined  wildemen  of  ftowers; 
And  the  glad  eitj'a  Toice  went  up  Inia  all  her 

Bnt  piDuder  mirth  was  in  the  kirkgly  hall, 
Wliere,  'midil  adoring  slafca,  a  gorgeous  band  I 
High  at  the  stalely  midnight  festival, 
Brilihanar   sat   enthroned. — There  Luiilty's 
bkod 


Had  sboneiei]  around  all  Ireasnm  that  expand 
Beneath  the  horning  East; — all  gems  that  pour 
The  sunbeams  back ;— all  iweela  of  man  j  a  land, 
Whose  gales  waft  incense  fn>m  their  sfHcy  shore, 
— But  mortal  pride  lotted  on,  and  still  demanded 

With  richer  zest  the  luuiquet  may  be  fraught, 
A  loftier  theme  may  swell  th'  exulUng  slrainl 
The  Lord  of  nations  apoke,— and  forth  were 

brought 
The  spoils  of  Salem's  devastated  fane ; 
Thrice  holy  vessels! — pure  from  earthly  stain. 
Anil  set  apart,  and  sanctilied  to  Him, 
Who  deigned  within  the  oracle  to  reign. 
Revealed,  yet  shadowed;  making  noon-day  dim. 
To  that  most  gbirious  doud  betweco  the  Cheru- 

They  came,  and  louder  pealed  the  vmee  of  song, 
And  pride  flasbtd  brigbtet  from  the  kindling 

eye. 
And  He  who  sleeps  not  heard  tb'  elated  ihrong 
In  mirth  (hat  plays  with  thunderbolts,  defy 
The  Rock  of  Zion !— Fill  tbo  noctar  high. 
High  ia  the  cups  of  consecrated  gold! 
And  crown  the  bawlwithg(tr1andB,erel1ieydie| 
And  bid  the  censers  of  the  Temple  bold 
OITeiinga  to  Babel's  gods,  the  mighty  ones  of  old  I 

Peace  I — is  it  but  a  phantom  of  the  brain. 
Thus  shadowed  forth  the  senses  lo  appal. 
Yon  fearful  vision  1 — Who  shall  gam  again 
To  search  its  cause  1 — Along  the  illumined  nail. 
Startling,  yet  riveting  the  eyes  of  all. 
Darkly  it  moves, — a  band,  a  human  hand, 
O'er  the  bright  lamps  of  that  resplendent  ball 
In  silence  tracing,  as  a  myalic  wand. 
Words  all  unknown,  the  tongue  of  some  far  dis- 
tant land. 

There  are  pale  cheeks  around  the  regal  board. 
And  quivering  lips  and  whispers  deep  and  low, 
And  fitful  startsl— the  wine  in  triumph  poured, 
UntasUd  foams,  the  song  balh  ceasei]  to  flow. 
The  waving  censer  drops  to  earth— and  lot 
The  King  ofMen,  the  Ruler,  girt  with  might, 
Tmmble*  belbre  a  ihadovi!— Say  not  sol 
— The  child  of  dust,  with  guilt's  fbrebodins 

sight, 
Shrinks  from  the  Dread  Unknown,  th'  aTcngui^ 

Infinite  1 
Bnt  basts  ja '. — bring  Chaldsa's  gifted  leets, 
The  nwD  of  prescience  I— haply  to  Oieir  syea, 
Wtkich  track  the  Aitnn  thinigb  the  rolling 

Yon  mystic  sign  may  speak  in  prophecies. 
They  com»— the  readers  of  the  midnight  skirs. 
They  thalgiTeToieetondoas— bat  Invaiul 
Still  wrapt  in  donda  ths  awful  secret  lies, 
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Il  tilth  no  bngaige  'micliit  ths  fUny  tnio, 
Ruth  nu  no  giAed  tongue  Hmveu'i  niyMcriea  t 
oipUin. 
Then  itood  forth  one,  ft  child  of  otbar  area, 
And  other  tn«pin(iDn  1 — Oneofthoae 
Wbo  on  tha.  willows  hung  their  enptivs  lyre^ 
AnJ  wt,  uiJ  wept,  where  Babet'a  rlTcr  flow*. 
Hii  e3Pa  wan  bright,  ami  jret  the  deep  repoie 
Of  biapde  fratum  hairo'enwcd  the  mind, 
And  ioMged  forth  anut,  whose  joya  and  wocb 
Were  <rf'&la(lierManip  than  aught  euij{Q«i 
To  earth ;  ■  hting  sealed  and  nveicd  from  man- 
kiad. 
Yea! — what  wu  earth  to  him,  whose   ajHrit 

TinMi'i  utmoetboundi^ — on  whose  nnehrinkicg 

eight 
Ten  thounnd  shajMc  oT  burning  glory  cast 
Thiir  lilil  resplendence  1 — Majesty  and  might, 
Wer*  in  liis  dreama ; — for  Mm  the  Teil  of  light 
Shrouding  heaven's  inmoetsanctasry  and  throne. 
The  curtain  of  th'  unutterably  bright 
Waa  raised  !~-lo  him, in  tearful  iplenJoorshown, 
Ancientof  da^fs!  e'en  thou  mad'st  thy  dread  pre- 

Ile  spoke : — the  shadows  of  the  things  to  come 
I'oHeil  o'er  hii  soul; — "  0  King, elule  in  pride! 
(iodhalh  sent  forth  the  writing  of  thy  doom, 
The  one,  the  living  Qod,  by  thee  defied  I 
He  in  whose  Inlance  earthly  lords  are  tried, 
Hath  weighed,  and  found  Ihes  wanting.    'T  is 

The  conqueror's  hands  thy  kingdom  shall  ilivide, 
The  stranger  to  thy  throne  of  power  fucceedl 
The  days  are  full,  they  come;— the  Peraiiiil  and 
tbeMedc!" 
There  fell  a  moment's  thrilling  sJence  round, 
A  breathleas  pause !  the  hush  of  hearts  that  beat 
And  limba  that  quiver: — is  there  not  a  ■ounJ, 
A  gathering  cry,  a  tread  of  hurrying  feetl 
— 'T  was  but  some  echo,  in  ths  crowded  stivet. 
Of  fal-bMrd  revelry  1  the  about,  the  song, 
Ths  nmsured  dance  lo  music  wildly  •weel. 
That   q)eeds   the   stars   their  jojoDs  course 

\way  I  not  let  a  dream  disturb  the  [eiUl  throng ! 
Peace  yet  aj^n ! — Bark !  steps  in  tumult  flying. 
Steeds  rushing  on  as  o'er  a  beule-fleldl 
The  about  of  hosts  exuMng  or  defying, 
The  press  of  multitudes  that  strive  or  yield  I 
And  theloud,  startling  daab  of  spear  and  shield, 
Sudden  as  earthquake's  bunt  I — and,  blent  with 

these. 
The  Isit  wild  ahiiek  of  those  whose  doom  is 


And  nearer  yet  the  trumpet's  blast  ia  swelling. 
Loud,  shrill,  and  savage,  drowning  every  cryl 
And  lo!  the  spoiler  in  the  regal  dwelling, 
Death  bursting  on  the  halls  of  revelry! 
Ere  on  their  brows  one  fragile  rose-leaf  dio. 
The  sword  hath  raged  through  joy's  derotad 


Empire  is  tost  and  w< 


elahaiur  with  the  sbin. 


Fallen  is  the  golden  city  I  in  the  dost 
Spoledofher  crown,  dismantled  of  her  stale, 
She  that  bath  made  (he  Strength  of  Towen 

her  trust, 
Weeps  by  her  dead,  supfenwly  dest^tel 
She  that  beheld  ths  nations  U  her  gale, 
Thronging  in  homage,  ihall  be  called  iko  men 
Lady  of  kingdoms! — Who  shall  moam  ber 

Her  guilt  is  full,  her  march  of  triumph  o'er; — 
-What  widowed  btnd  shall  now  lier  widowhooJ 
deplore  1 

Sit  thou  in  ailencet   Thou  that  wert  enthtcoed 
On  many  waters!  tliou  whoaa  aogon  read, 
I'he  language  of  the  planets,  and  disowitsd 
The  mighty  name  it  blazons  !— Veil  thy  bead, 
Daughter  of  Babylon!  the  aword  tared 
From  thy  destroyers'  harvest,  and  ths  yoke 
Is  on  thee,  0  moat  pmud  t — for  thou  hast  said, 
"lam,  and  none  beside!"— Th' Eternal  qiokcv 
Thy  glory  wai  a  spinl,  thine  idol-gods  were  braka. 

But  go  tltou  forth,  O  Israel!  wake!  rrjcecel 
Be  clothed  with  strength,  as  in  thine  *i»fi*nt 

Renew  the  sound  of  harpa,  th' exalting  vmoe. 
The  mirth  of  tunbrels  I — loose  ths  chain,  and 

•ay 
Qod  hath  redeemed  hia  people  !-'IVom  decay 
The  dlent  and  the  trampled  shall  arise; 
— Awake;  put  on  thy  beautifid  array. 
Oh  long-forsaken  ZionI  lo  theakiea 
Send  up  on  every  wind  th;  eboral  melodies  t 


And  nft  thy  head  t— Behold  thy  sa 
Redeemed  from  exile,  ransomed  from  the  cfaaln  I 
Liglit  hath  revisited  the  house  of  monmiiig; 
She  that  on  Jodah's  mountains  wept  in  vain 
BecauBS  her  children  were  not — dwells  afain 
Girt  with  the  lovdy !— through  thy  stieeis  otm 

City  of  QodI  shall  pass  the  bridal  train, 

And  the  bright  lamps  thtdr  festive  radiaoM 

And  the  triumphal  hynms  the  joj  irf  youth  i*. 
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THE  CHIEFTAIN'S  SON. 

Yu,  it  ia  OUT*! — th«  AcM  U  won, 

A  Juki[Mlevil6eMI 
Lift  rram  the  grounil  mj  uoble  Km, 
And  beu  him  homewuih  on  hi>  btooJ;  ihieMI 

Led  nwnot  hciur  jourtrninpciti  nog. 

Swell  not  (he  batlle-hara  t 
Thought*  fur  too  mi)  lha«  atMt  nill  bring, 
When  to  the  gnve  m;  gloriou*  Sower  U  bortial 

Sprak  not  ofTicturyl— in  the  nuos 

Then  it  toj  miM^  of  wo  I 
Huhed  bo  tho  emptj  *  mm  of  Fuoe — 
Call  me  back  Aif  nhoae  gniceral  bowl  ia  low. 

Speak  not  of  TJcUcyl— ftooi  mj  tutUi 

Tbe  Bunnj  hour  ii  gone ! 
The  uicient  huinei  on  m;  will* 
Most  ank  are  bMig— I  had  but  him— tait  one  1 

Within  tbe  dwalling  of  myeina 

The  heutha  will  ■aon  be  cold, 
With  Rw  muat  dia  tba  beacon-fiiea 
Tbiit  atreuned  U  midnight  from  tho  monntaln- 


And  let  them  fiule,  dnee  Ihii  matL  be, 

Mj  lovelj  ttnd  my  bnTel 
Wu  thy  bright  blood  poured  forth  bttne, 
Andia  there  but  tor  at Ktclj  youth  >  grave? 

Spnk  to  me  once  again,  my  bojl 
Wilt  thoo  not  hear  my  call  1 
Thoo  wert  ao  fbll  i^  lift  and  joy, 
1  had  not  dreampi  of  lAi(— 4hat  thoo  conldM  tidit 

Thy  mother  walehea  (ram  the  ileep 

For  thy  returning  plume  j 

How  ahall  I  tell  ber  that  thy  ateap 

la  of  the  ailent  hooae,  th' imtinMly  tooibl 

Tbon  didrt  not  aeem  «a  one  to  die. 
With  all  thy  young  renowut 
—Ye  Bw  hia  falchioo'i  fluh  on  high. 
In  the  mid-fight,  when  apeara  and  creiti  neni 

Slow  beyonr  march! — the  field  ia  wont 

A  dark  and  evil  Geld  I 
Lift  &om  the  ground  my  rtoblo  h». 
And  bear  him  hoowwarila  on  bia  bloody  Bbield, 


THE  T0MB3  OF  PLATilA, 


Tlioj  Bleep! — tb'Otym[Hc  Hieatha  are  daad, 
Tir  Allicniui  lyre*  are  liuahed  and  gone; 
Tbe  Dorian  voice  of  aang  ia  flal — 
— Slumber,  ye  mighty  I  alumber  deeply  onl 

They  ileep,  and  aeenu  not  aO  around 
A>  hallowed  unto  glory'a  tombl 
Silence  iion  the  battle  ground, 
The  hfavens  are  loaded  with  a  brcathlesa  gloom. 

And  atari  are  watching  on  their  height. 
But  dimly  aeen  through  mitf  and  doud, 
And  Bttll  and  solemn  ia  the  light 
Which  folda  the  plain,  ai  with  a  glimmering ahtoad. 

And  thou,  pale  night-queenl  here  thy  beum 
Are  not  aa  tboae  the  abepberd  knee, 

Kar  look  they  down  on  aliining  atteanw. 
By  Naiada  haunted,  in  their  laurel  gnma: 

Thoa  aoeat  no  paaloral  hamlot  aleep, 

In  ihailowy  quiet,  'miJd  ill  vinea ; 

No  temple  gleaming  from  the  ateep, 

'Midat  the  gray  olives,  or  the  monntain  pinaa: 

But  o'er  a  dim  and  houudleaa  wvle. 
Thy  laya,  e'en  Uha  a  lomb-himp'a,  hrood, 
Where  man'a  departed  atepa  an  traced 
Bat  by  hia  duat,  amidit  the  aolitude. 

And  be  it  thni !— What  slave  ahall  tiead 
O'er  frcrdom'a  ancient  Inttle-pldnal 
Let  dnerta  wrap  the  glonoua  dead. 
When  their  bright  land    sila  woefXDg  o'ei  bit 

Here,  wbinre  the  Prndan  clarion  rang. 
And  where  the  Spartan  iword  flaahed  Ugh, 
And  where  the  Pa^n  atraina  were  sung. 
From  year  to  year  aweiled  an  by  liberty  I 

Here  ahoold  no  voice,  no  annnd,  be  heard. 
Until  the  lands  of  Greece  bo  riven, 
Save  of  the  leader's  charging  word. 
Or  tbeabrill  trumpet,  pealing  up  IhrooghbeoncI 

Rest  in  your  silent  homes,  ye  branl 

No  vinea  festoon  yonr  lonely  tree  I* 

No  barveal  o'er  your  war-fiekla  wave. 

Till  rushing  winds  iiioclaim — the  'and  is  &mI 
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Akd  there  Ibey  sleep! — (be  men  who  atood 

In  aims  U-faR  th'  exulting  snn, 
And  lathed  their  apeam  in  Persian  hlotiil, 
A  ltd  taught  the  eaith  how  Ireadom  might  bo  won 


TatRt  have  been  bright  and  glorimis  pageaMs 
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Ttwra  hart  bten  voids,  ntitch  euth  gren  pale 

Breithc^  fiDin  the  cnTcm's  miitjr  chunb«n  n]gh : 
Then  hiva  be«n  voice;  through  the  minnj  Ay, 
And  the  piiM-wooda,  tbeir  chond  hjmn-notei 

■CDiling, 
And  reedi  «nd  Iyie«,  their  DorUn  meloilj. 
With  UKcnae-cIauJi  uound  the  temple  blending, 
And  throngs,  with  laurel-bougha,  before  the  altar 

banding. 

There  have  heen  tieuuree  of  the  bcu  awl  islei 
Brooght  to  the  daj-god'i  now  (bnaken  throne; 
Tbunden  have  pealed  along  the  rock-defilea, 
When  the  &r-echoing  batile-hom  mods  known 
That  fownrereon  their  wajl-rtbe  deep- wind's 

Hath  chUkd  the  inTader'a  heart  with  aecral  fear. 
And  from  the  Sibjl-grottoa,  wild  and  lone, 
Sloims  ha*e  gone  forth,  which,  in  their  fierce 

From  hii  bold  hand  ham  rimeh  the  banner  and 


The  ahrim  hath  rank !— bM  thoa  unchanged 

Bitthetel 
Mount  of  the  TMM  and  nuon,  robed  with  dreamsl 
Unchanged, and  ruihing  through  theradiant  air, 
Wltb  th;  dalk-waving   pinee,  and   flaabing 

And  all  tbj  founts  of  song  1  their  bright  course 

With  inspiration  yet ;  and  each  dim  haze, 
Or  golden  cloud  which  floati  around  thee,  aeems 
As  with  its  mantle,  leiling  from  our  gaze 
The  mTStelies  of  tb«  past,  the  gods  of  elder  dajsl 

Awaj,  *un  phantasies!— doth  leas  of  power 
Dwelt  ronikd  thj  summit,  or  thy  difls  invest, 
Though  in  deep  stillness  tk>w,  the  ruin's  flower 
Wa*e  o'er  tba  piltan  lODuldering  on  thy  breast  1 
—UA  throng  the  (iee  blue  heaiens  thine  arrowy 

IjSt  the  great  rocks  their  aolituJe  regain  ! 
No  Delphian  lyrea  now  break  thy  noontide  rest 
With  their  fall  chords : — but  silent  be  the  strain  1 
I'biia  hast  a  mightier  vcnce  to  speak  th'  EtemaFs 


THE  FESTAL  HOUR. 


While  the  fiiend  alespit— When  fills  the  traitor's 
blow! 
When  an  proad  aceplM*  riTen, 

■n.it,  wlih  lbs  pTKxar«  and  mwal  of  iha  KBantin  U 


High  hopes  o'eithrown ! — It  is,  when  lands  rejoica 
When  cities  Uaie,  and  lift  th'  exulting  loice. 
And  waie  their  banoen  to  the  kindling  heaven ' 

Fear  je  the  festal  hour  1 
When  mirth  o'erOows,  then  tiembia  !— T  was  ■ 

Of  gorgeous  terel,  ineatha,  and  dance,  and  light, 

When  tbrough  the  regal  bower 
The  trumpet  pealed,  en  yet  the  song  was  dMM, 
And  then  were  shrieks  in  golden  Babylon, 
And  trampling  armies,  lutblea*  in  Ibeir  power. 

The  marble  shrines  ware  eiowoed; 
Young  voices,  through  the  blue  Athenian  skj. 
And  Dorian  reeds,  made  summsr-melody, 

And  censer*  waved  around; 
And  tyres  wen  strung,  and  bright  libations  ponied. 
When,  through  the  streets,  flashed  out  the  aveng- 
ing sword, 
Fearieia  and  free,  the  sword  with  myrtles  bound  ** 

Through  Rome  a  triumph  passnl. 
Rich  in  her  sun-god's  mantling  beams  went  bj 
That  long  array  of  glorious  pageantry. 

With  shout  and  trumpel-blaiL 
An  empira'a  gems  their  starry  iplendor  shed 
O'er  the  proud  march ;  a  king  in  chaina  was  led 
A  stalely  victor,  crowned  and  robed,  came  Ust.t 

And  many  a  Dryad's  bower 
Had  lent  tbe  laurels,  which  in  waving  play, 
Stirred  Ihs  warm  air,  and  gliatened  round  his  way. 

As  a  quick-flashing  shower. 
— O'er  his  own  porch,  meantime,  the  cyprew  himg, 
Through  his  fair  halli  a  cry  of  anguish  rung — 
Wo  Ibr  the  dead  I— the  father's  btolLea  flower  I 

A  sound  of  lyre  and  song, 
[n  the  stiU  night,  went  floating  o'er  the  Nile, 
Whose  wavee,  by  many  an  old  mysterious  ^i», 

Swept  with  that  voice  along ; 
And  lamps  wen  shining  o'er  the  red  wine's  foam, 
Where  a  chief  revelled  in  a  monarch's  dome, 
And  fresh  rose^ adands  decked  a  gUttenng  thmng. 

'T  was  Antony  that  bade 
Tbe  joyona  chorda  ring  out! — but  strain*  aMse 
Of  wilder  omen  at  the  banquet's  cloael 

Sounds  by  no  mortal  madet 
Shook  Alexandria  through  her  streets  that  night, 
And  passed — and  with  another  sunset's  light, 
The  kingty  Roman  on  his  uer  wis  laid. 

Tlie  flnnd  of  IlinnDdiiia 

rniliiiKmJUii^aDgof  wbosa  sen  disj  a  ftw  dvs  b» 
lls^  and  sncshgr  ibwilr  (Iter,  Mf  uiumpli  «  lbs  conquM 
'  Mbb^  lAea  Fuseuik  kli«  oT  Um  counur,  n  W  to 
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firiglil  'niiilit  iu  vineysnl*  Uj 
The  fail  Cainpanian  dty,*  wilb  iu  lowen 
And  Umptoa  (laaming  through  dark  olive-bon'er'i, 

Cl«[  in  the  goldin  diy ; 
Joy  wu  BTounJ  k  u  tho  glowing  tkj. 
And  CTDwda  had  filled  iU  hiUi  of  revelry, 
And  kll  the  idddj  air  «u  mtutc'i  wij, 

A  cknid  came  o'er  the  faM 
Of  Italy'a  rich  heaven ! — lis  crjataJ  Man 
Waa  cbai]g«d,  and  deepened  to  a  wralhTiil  hue 

Of  nighl,  o'enhadowing  (pare, 
Ai  with  the  wingi  of  death!— in  aJI  hia  power 
Veauvioa  woka,  and  hurled  the  burning  ehoner, 
And  nlio  could  tell  the  buried  cilj'i  pllM  t 

Such  thing*  hare  been  of  jots, 
In  the  gaj  regiona  where  the  cilrnna  blow, 
And  pur[de  tanumti  all  their  ileepj  glow 

On  the  grape-cluitera  pour; 
And  where  the  palms  to  apicy  winJi  are  waving, 
Along  clear  Kai  of  melted  eappliire,  laving, 
Aa  with  a  flow  of  ligiit,  their  touthein  ahoie. 

Tarn  we  to  ether  dime*  t 
Far  \a  the  Dmid-Iile  a  feuat  wai  tpreiul, 
'Midrt  the  rock-atUr*  of  the  waniiiT-dead,t 

And  ancient  hattl»-rhyme> 
Were  chanted  to  the  harp;  and  yellow  mead 
Went  flowing  round,  and  Inlet  of  martial  deed, 
And  lofty  aong*  of  Britain'a  elder  time. 

Bui  ere  the  giant-fane 
Ca«t  ita  brvad  abadowa  on  the  robe  of  even, 
Hwhed  wen  thebardi,  and,  In  the  faiw  of  Heaven, 

O'er  that  old  burial-plain 
ntihed  the  keen  Saxon  dagger  t— Blood  wai 

Where  lale  the  mead-cup  to  the  lun  wu  gleam- 
ing. 
And  Britun'*  hearlha  were  heaped  that  night  in 

Fof  Ihey  returned  no  roore  I 
Tliey(ha(  went  forth  atnwm,  with  reeklen  heart, 
InthatHcrce  banquet'*  minh  to  bear  tbeii  partj 

And  on  the  nuhj  floor. 
And  ibe  bright  ipean  and  Imckler*  of  the  wall*. 
The  tugh  wood-fire*  weroblsdng  in  their  hallt; 
But  not  for  them — Uicjdept — their  f<«Mwa*  o'er! 

Pear  ye  the  featal  hour ! 
Ay,  tremble  when  the  cup  of  joy  o'erflowa! 
Tain*  down  the  iwelling  heart! — the  bridal  mae, 

And  the  lich  myrtle'*  dower 


Have  veiled  the  iword  1 — Red  w 
f>i4 


ahare^ukled 


Prom  venomed  gobleu,  and  lofl  breev*  paaaed, 
With  latal  perfume,  through  the  revel'*  bower. 

Twine  the  young  glowing  wreath! 
But  pour  not  all  your  apirit  in  the  aong, 
Whkh  through  the  aky'*  deep  azure  floats  aloi^, 

like  summer'*  quickening  brealhl 
The  ground  ia  hallow  in  the  path  of  mirth. 
Obi  far  too  daring  leem*  the  joy  of  earth. 
So  darkly  pieoed  and  girdled  in  by  death! 


■  (brmUihle  irmr.    b  !■  well  atuaud. 


(h  OOoliai,  13IG,  diwDsd.    TIh  nindimd  IbIm 
I  ihiBldi  and  anntnjT  nC  ihe  idrajiclng  ivmi  and 


nounuln  (MouM  tm 


lis  on  ihe  mourLtaJn,  perceiving  the  Impnoitia 
uiack,  rutfied  down  In  ckw  irra  j,  and  fad  upnd 
liedjnrdercd  folamn.    Wlih  miiBT  cliihs  tbaf 


uka  LenpDliI  wu,  wlih  much  dUlicultjr,  nKiwl  by  a 
(,  nha  led  him  lo  Wlnunhur,  whsn  the  hlaorUn  m 

raij^d."— P^oBia'i  BuUirj/  aJOn  IlclviHc  Om/alBrtty. 

TflK  wtne-month*  ihone  in  iti  golden  prime. 

And  the  red  grape*  clustering  hung. 
But  a  deeper  aound  through  the  Switier'*  clime, 
Than  the  vintage  m^aic,  rung. 
A  sound,  through  vaulted  cave, 
A  sound,  throi^h  eefaotog  glen 
Like  the  hollow  ewell  of  a  rushing  wav« ; 
— 'T  waa  the  (read  of  sled-girt  men. 
And  a  trumpet,  pealing  wild  and  far, 

"Midst  [he  ancient  rock*  waa  blown. 
Till  the  Alps  replied  to  that  v<HCe  of  war. 
With  a  thousand  of  their  own. 
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And  throagh  tbc  {orett  gloonu 
Flubed  helmet!  to  the  day, 
And  the  wind*  were  toaing  k nighllj  plnaiMi, 
Like  tbs  luch-boughi  in  their  pU;. 

Id  Huli'i*  wildi  them  wu  gteuung  iteel, 

Ai  the  bolt  of  the  Aiutriui  pucd; 
And  the  Schreckbom'it  rocki,  with  k  uvaj*  peal, 
Made  mirth  of  his  darion'B  blait. 
Up  'midrt  the  RighU  ■□owe 
The  atoimy  much  nai  heard, 
Withthe  charger's  tnunpinbence  Gro-ipark(  i 
And  the  Uader'a  gathering  won!. 

Bnt  t  bMid,  the  twUat  band  of  aU, 

Through  the  nids  MorguUD  lUsit, 

With  blazoned  Mroamora  and  lance*  tall, 

Moved  onwards,  in  princely  state. 

They  cams  with  heaTj  chaina 

For  llie  race  des)Hied  lo  li>ng^> 

—But  amidit  hii  Alp-domaiiu, 

The  berdiman'i  arm  ii  •trong  I 

The  ran  wa<  reddening  the  daudi  of  mom 

When  they  entersd  the  rock'defile, 
And  ihiiD  aa  a  joyoiu  faunter'a  horn 
Their  bugles  rung  the  while 
But  on  the  misty  height. 
Where  the  mountain-people  stood. 
There  wai  itiUiieM,  u  of  night. 
When  atorma  at  dittance  brood. 

There  was  >ti]loCM,  u  of  deep  dead  night. 

And  a  paun — but  not  of  fear, 
While  the  Switzen  gazsd  on  the  gathering  might 
Of  the  hoatilo  shield  and  sprar. 
On  wound  those  columni  bright 
Between  the  lake  and  wooil, 
Bui  they  looked  not  lo  the  misty  height 
Where  the  mountain -peoplo  elood. 

The  pus  WM  filled  with  their  serried  power, 

All  helmed  and  mail-arrayed, 
And tlidr steps  had  sounds  like  a  thundersliower 
In  tbe  rustling  forest-sliade. 
There  were  prince  and  crested  knight. 
Hemmed  in  by  cliff  and  flood. 
When  a  about  arose  from  (he  misty  height 
Where  the  mountain-people  alood. 

And  tbe  nughty  rocks  came  bounding  down, 

Thdr  startled  tbea  among. 
With  •  joyous  whirl  fiom  the  summit  thrown — 
OhI  the  henlsman's  arm  is  atrong  t 


They  came,  like  lauwine*  burled 
From  Alp  to  Alp  in  play, 
When  the  eelioei  about  through  tha  atnrj 

And  the  janea  an  borne  awa^. 

I'he  fir-woods  eraihed  on  th°  raonntaln'SJe, 

And  the  Switiers  rushed  from  high, 
With  a  sudden  charge,  on  the  flower  and  prija 
Of  tba  Austrian  chivalry : 
Like  hunters  of  the  deer. 
They  stormod  tbe  narrow  dell, 
AtmI  first  in  the  shock,  with  Uri's  spaar. 
Was  the  arm  of  WtHiara  TcU.t 

There  was  tuinull  in  the  crowded  strait, 

And  a  cry  of  wild  dismay, 
And  many  a  warrior  met  his  ftle 
From  a  peasant's  hand  that  day! 
And  tbe  empire's  banner  then, 
Prom  its  place  of  waving  free, 
Went  down  before  the  shepherd'mrn. 
The  men  of  the  Foreat-sea-t 

With  tliar  pikes  and  many  ctuha  lliey  brake 

Theeuinaa  and  the  abiehi, 
And   the  war-horse  daahed   to   the   mUenlcg 
lake, 
Frmn  the  reapers  of  tbe  Geld  I 
The  field— but  not  of  sheave*— 
Proud  crestsand  pennons  lay 
Strewn  o'er  it  thick  as  the  birdi-woo'i  (iiavea 
In  the  autuuin-tcnipcst's  way. 

Oh !  the  sun  in  heurcn  fierce  bavoc  viewed, 

WhPD  the  Austrian  turned  to  fly, 
And  the  brave,  in  the  trampling  multitude, 
Had  a  fearful  death  to  die! 
And  the  leader  oT  tbe  war 
At  eve  unhelmed  was  siwn, 
With  a  hnrrying  step  on  the  wilds  afar, 
And  a  pale  and,tro<ibled  mien. 

But  tbe  sons  of  the  land  which  the  freeman  tilL^ 

Went  bark  from  tbe  battle-tml, 
To  their  cabin-homes  'midst  the  deep  green  hills, 
All  hardened  with  royal  spwl. 
There  were  songs  and  festal  fires 
On  the  soaring  Alps  that  night. 
When  children  sprang  lo  greet  Iheir  sires. 
From  the  wiU  Morgarlen  Gghl. 

•  louvfne,  Iha  Swln  name  for  lbs  aisbnchi 

I  Wll«Mn  TflPi  name  ti  pinicuiarij  mciHlcnHl  aiTHicj- 

a  eooManu*  M  Mmgansn. 
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Hars  I  from  Ihe  right  bimM  forth  &  traiopet'* 

A  lowl  liinll  Irampet  fniD)  tb«  left  reptioa ! 
On  ereij  nJe,  bMne  eohoea  {torn  tha  ground, 
T«  the  quick  tramp  of  ■leoiU  snd  wKTriora  rin, 
HollaiT  ftnd  Jeep : — and  bannen  all  iniunJ, 
Med  hoMile  bannen  waiin;;  through  the  aktec 
Hen  Mnel^ad  butdiio  Dunhalled  order  (hine, 
And  there  a  ho<t  ccnfront*  their  glitlering  line. 

I^  I  half  the  field  alread  j  from  the  eight 
Hath  Taniilied,  hid  by  cloaing  groups  of  foM ! 
Swonli  ciomng  awonl^  fiaih  lightning  o'er  the 

fight. 
And  the  itril*  iteepeni,  and  the  life- blood  Aow*  r 
~Oht  who  are  these  1 — What  itnnger  in  hii 

Comes  bursting  on  the  lovely  hnd'i  reposel 
What  patriot  hearts  have  nobly  vowed  to  save 
Tlwir  native  soil,  and  make  its  dust  their  gravo  1 

One  race,  alas !  these  foes,  uns  kindred  race, 
Were  born  and  reared  the  aanw  bright  eceneii 

among! 
The  stranger  calls  them  brothera — and  each  face 
That  brotherhood  reveals ;— one  common  tongue 
Dwells  on  their  lips; — the  earth  on  which  ye  trace 
Their  heart's  blood,  ii  the  ecut  from  whence  tliey 

One  mother  gave  them  liirtli — this  ehosen  lamt, 
Ginlled  with  Alps  and  seas,  by  Nature's  guardian 

Oh,  grief  and  horror! — Who  the  first  could  dare 
Against  a  bnither's  breast  the  aword  to  wield  1 
What  cause  unhalloweil  and  accursed,  declare  I 
Hath  bathed  with  carnage  this  ignoble  field  1 
— Think'st  thou  tbey  know  1— they  hut  inflict  and 

Misery  and  death,  the  molive  anrevealed  ! 

Sold  to  a  leader,  sold  AimMi/"  to  die, 

With  him  tbey  strive,  they  foil—and  ask  not  why. 

Bet  are  there  none  who  love  themt— Haie  they 

rto  niivs,  no  mothers,  who  might  msh  between. 
And  win  nilh  teua  the  husband  and  the  son, 
Back  to  thdr  homci  from  this  polluted  scene  1 
And  they,  whose  beans,  when  life's  bright  day  ia 

(Tnfbid  to  thoughts  more  solemn  and  serene, 
ThoDgfitsoflhe  tomb;  why  can  not  (Aey  assuage 
The  storms  of  psaoon  with  the  (oiee  of  sgel 


I  Aak  not  I — the  peasant  at  his  cabin-door 
I  Sit«,  calmly  poinltng  to  tho  distant  clouil 
I  Which  skirts  th'  horizon,  menacing  to  pout 
Destruction  down,  o'er  fields  he  hath  not  ploughed. 
Thus,  where  no  echo  of  the  bottle's  roar, 
la  beard  afar,  e'en  thus  the  reckless  crowd 
In  itanqail  safety  number  o'er  the  slain. 
Or  tell  of  cities  burning  on  (he  plain. 

There  mayst  thou  mark  the  boy,  with  earnest  gi«, 
Fixed  on  his  mother's  tips,  intent  Id  know, 
By  names  of  insult,  those,  nliom  future  days 
Shall  see  him  meet  in  arms,  their  deadliest  (be! 
Thfre  proudly  many  a  glilterint;  dame  displays 
Bracelet  and  zone,  with  radiant  gems  that  glow. 
By  husbands,  loven,  home  in  triumph  boms, 
From  the  sad  brides  of  fallen  warriors  toriL 

We  to  the  victors  and  the  vanquished  I  Wo! 
The  eanh  is  heaped,  is  loaded  with  the  slain, 
Loud  anil  more  loud  the  cries  of  fury  grow, 
A  sea  of  blood  is  swelling  o'er  the  plain ! 
But  from  th'  embattled  front,  already,  lol 
A  band  recedes — it  fliea — alt  hope  is  vain. 
And  venal  hearts,  despairing  of  the  strife, 
Wake  to  the  love,  the  clinging  love  of  life. 

As  the  light  groin  disperses  in  the  air. 
Borne  from  the  winnowing  by  the  gales  around. 
Thus  fly  the  vanqutabed,  in  th«r  wild  despair. 
Chased — severed — scattered — -o'er  the   ample 

grouitd. 
But  mightier  bands,  that  idy  in  ambosh  there, 
Burnt  on  thrir  flight — a;^   hark  I  the  deepening 

Offierce  pursuit! — still  nearer  and  mora  near. 
The  rush  of  war-steeds  trampUng  in  the  rear  1 

The  day  is  won; — they  fall— disarmed  theyyielii, 
Low  at  the  conqueror's  feet  all  suppliant  lying! 
'Midst  shouls  of  victory  pealing  o'er  the  field. 
Oh!  who  TTuy  heor  the  murmura  of  the  dyinjjl 
— Ilaalel  let  tlw  tale  of  triumph  be  revealed  I 
E'en  now  the  courier  to  his  steed  u  flying. 
He  spun— he  speeds— with  tiJv>g*  of  ths  day. 
To  rouse  up  cities  in  his  lightning  way. 

Why  pour  ye  thus  from  your  deserted  homes. 
Oh,  eager  muttiludeal  around  him  presnngi 
Each  hurrying  where  his  breathlesa  courser  foams. 
Each  tongue,  each  eye,infaluote  hope  amfessingl 
Know  ye  not  ahmee  th'  ill-omened  herald  comes, 
Aod  dare  ye  dream  be  comes  with  words  of  blew- 

— Brothers,  by  brotben  slain,  lie  tow  and  odd- 
Be  ye  contentl  the  gkiricua  tals  is  told. 

1  hear  the  voice  of  joy,  th'  exulting  cry! 

Tbey  deck  theahiine,  they  swdl  the  choral  strains, 

E'eo  now  the  honuddes  assail  the  sky 

With  paans,  which  iniflgaant  Hewan  dsdalm' 
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But,  rrom  the  iiMring  Alpa,  tbe  itmiger'*  eye 
Loolu  vralchfut  dono  on  oar  enungiuEieJ  pluna, 
Ami  nith  the  cruel  njAate  of  ■  foe, 
Numben  tha  might;,  ilntched  in  death  bcloir. 

Haite!  form  jour  linei  ejain,  ye  bn,n  and  tniel 
I  (aMe,  hule  t  ;aar  trinaipha  uid  your  jaje  (ii» 

pending! 
Th'  invader  ccntee ;  your  buinen  niie  anew, 
Ituih  to  the  itnle,  your  country'e  cauw  Uelendingi 
Victora !  wliy  pause  ye  1 — Are  ya  weak  and  Tew  1 
A  J,  auch  he  deemed  you  <  and  for  thit  dea^nding, 
He  waits  yon  on  the  Geld  ye  know  too  wcJJ, 
The aame nil  naiGeld nhere your  bicthien  fell. 

Oh!  thou  devoted  landl  that  unit  not  rear 
In  peats  thine  ol&pring;  thou,  the  lost  and  non 
The  ioir  and  fatal  soil,  that  doat  appear 
Too  narrow  Mill  for  each  eontending  eon ; 
Receive  the  atranger,  in  bii  fierce  career, 
Parting  thy  aptolsi — thy  cbaitening  ii  begun ! 
And,  creating  from  thy  chieli  the  guardian  sword, 
Foea  whoQi  Ihou  ne'er  hadal  wronged,  ait  proudly 
at  thy  boud. 

Are  these  inlatuate  tool  Oh!  who  hath  known 
A  people  e'er  fcy  guill'e  vain  triumph  blesll 
The  wronged,  the  vanqniihed,  eufler  not  alone. 
Brief  is  the  joy  that  awell*  th'  apprraur'B  breast. 
What  though  not  yet  hie  day  of  ptide  be  flown. 
Though  yet  Heaven's  vengeance  spare  his  tower- 
Well  halfa  it  Diarlted  him — and  ordained  the  hour 
When  bis  last  sigh  ehill  own  its  mightier  power. 

Are  we  not  crealurps  of  one  hand  divine  1 
Formed  in  one  mnuld,  to  one  reElemptian  bom  1 
Kindred  alike,  where'er  our  skies  may  ahine, 
Where'er  our  sight  flrat  drank  the  vital  monil 
Brotlicrs',  one  bond  around  our  souls  should  twine. 
And  wo  to  him  by  whom  that  bond  ia  torn  1 
Who  mounts  by  trampling  broken  hearti  to  earth. 
Who  bean  down  spiriu  of  immortal  Uith  1 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  BARDS. 


mid  in  London,  May  SM,  1823. 

The  Oorttddau,  or  mretings  nf  the  British 
bards,  were  anciently  ordained  to  be  held  in  the 
open  air,  on  some  consfncuoussilualion,  whilst  the 
sun  was  above  the  horiitm ;  or,  according  to  the 
expression  employed  on  thne  ocoaaons,  "in  the 
'a.o  of  tlio  sun,  and  in  the  eye  of  IJghL"  The 
places  net  apart  for  tliis  purpoae  were  marked  out 
byadreleofston™,  called  the  drcle  of  federnlion., 
Tbe  pieaidiog  bard  stood  on  •  large  atone  (Maen 


;  GarHKld,  or  the  atone  of  assembly),  in  the  centte ' 
The  sheathing  of  a  iword  upofi  this  stone  was  the 
ceremony  which  announced  the  opening  of  a  Oar 
tdd,  or  meeting.  Tiie  baida  always  stood  in  Iheii 
uni-coloured  robes,  with  thsir  heads  and  feet  un- 
covered, within  the  circle  of  iederation. — Se« 
Oiem'a  TViuuIidun  «f  iht  BeroU  Eltgiet  tf 
Lljfttan  &n. 


Wbers   met  ottr  bank  of  oUI— the  glorioia 

throng, 
They  of  the  mountain  and  the  battleeong  1 
They  met~ohI  not  in  kingly  hall  or  bower, 
But  where  wild  Nature  girt  herself  with' power: 
Thej  met — when  streams  Sashed  bright  Gnm 

rocky  caves, 
They  met — when  woods  mode  moan  oW  wai<> 

riors'  graves, 
And  where  the  lonent'a  rainbow  spray  was  cast, 
And  where  dark  lakes  were  heaving  to  the  tdaat. 
And  Wdat  th' eternal  clids,  whoH!  strength  defied 
The  crested  Raman  in  his  hour  of  pride; 
And  where  the  Carnedd,*  on  ils  lonely  hiU, 
Bore  silent  record  of  the  nughty  atill ; 
And  where  the  Druid's  ancient  Cromleeht  frown'd, 
Andtlieoaksbreathedmvsteiiousmurmun  round. 
There  thronged  ih'  insjiired  of  yore! — on  plain  ol 

In  the  tun't/act,  bttualh  the  c^  o/ light. 
And,  baring  unto  heaven  each  noble  head, 
Stood  in  the  circle,  whero  none  else  might  tread. 

Well  might  llieir  lays  be  lolly  !— soaring  thought 
Prom  Nature's  presence  tenfold  grandeur  caught; 
Well  might  bold  Freedom's  nul  pervade  the 

Which  startled  eagles  from  tlieir  lone  domains, 

And,  like  a  breeze,  in  cbainleas  triumjih,  went 

1  through  the  blue  resounding  firmament! 

Whence  came  the  echoes  to  those  numbei^  high  1 
'T  waa  from  the  baltle-lielda  of  days  gone  by] 
And  from  the  (oinbe  of  heroes,  laid  lo  rest 
With  their  good  swords,  upon  the  mountain^ 

And  from  tho  wslch-towcrs  on  the  lieighla  of  arraw, 
"  ivered  by  cloud  and  slorra,  from  all  below ; 
And  the  turf.mounds.t  once  girt  by  ruddy  spean 
And  tho  rock-altars  of  deported  years. 

Thence,  deeply  mingling  with  the  torrent's  roar, 
The  winds  a  thousand  wild  responses  bore: 
And  the  green  land,  whose  every  vale  and  glen 
Doth  ehrinc  tlie  memory  of  heroic  men. 
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On  all  her  hdli  >w&kening  lo  tejuce, 

Smt  forth  pmuil  uiaw«n  to  ber  chiUlren'*  Toice. 

For  m,  not  oan  tbe  l«itival  to  bolJ, 

'Miilit  the  itoDO-ciTclea,  hiltowedlhus  ofolil; 

Not  where  great  Nature'*  majcMjuMl  niiebt 

Firat  broke,  all-glDrkiiu,  on  our  infaiit  dglit; 

Not  near  the  lombii,  wbeia  ilcep  oat  free  anJ 

Not  b;  ^'  Donntiin-njm  *  the  ocean  nave, 
In  thew  late  day*  we  meet! — dark  Mona'i  •here, 
Elijii'it  diflii  reaonnJ  with  hup*  do  more  1 
Bot,  ai  the  itnuii  (though  time  or  art  mi;  turn 
The  current,  bursting  from  it*  caverned  urn, 
To  bathe  soil  vales  of  puture  uiJ  of  flowen, 
From  Aljnna  glena,  or  ancient  foniet-boiven,) 
Alike,  in  nubing  atrength  or  lunnj  eleep, 
Holda  on  iucouns,  lo  mingle  with  the  deep; 
ThOB,  though  our  patha  be  cbaoged,  alill  warm 

and  frec^ 
Land  of  the  bard!  our  ipirit  die*  to  thee  I 
To  thee  our  thought*,  out  hopes,  our  heart*  bc- 

Onr  dreuni  are  hannted  bj  ih;  voice  of  aong 
Hot  yidd  oar  •onb  one  patriot-feeling  leia, 
To  the  green  memory  of  thj  loveliness, 
Than  theira,  whoaa  baTp-nolea  pealed  from  every 

blthena'tJ^ieiuathttitcye^UglUt 


THE  HOMES  OP  ENGLAND. 


The  stately  Home*  of  England, 

How  beButiful  ihey  stand! 
Amidst  their  tail  ajicestral  tree*, 

O'er  all  the  pleaunt  land. 
The  deer  icrOB*  their  greensward  bound 

Thraagh  shade  and  sonay  gleam, 
And  the  swan  gliJes  post  Ihem  with  the  sot: 

Of  some  rejoidng  stream. 
The  merry  Homes  of  En^and ! 

Around  their  hearths  by  nighl. 
What  gladsome  look*  of  household  love 

Meet,  in  the  TudJy  light! 
There  woman's  *oice  flows  Ibrlh  in  song, 

Or  childhood'*  tale  >*  told, 
Or  lip*  move  tunefully  along 

Some  glorious  page  of  old 
The  Ueved  Homes  orEnglanill 

How  lofUy  on  their  bowera 
I*  laid  the  holy  qmetnes* 
'That  breathe*  from  Sabbath-homnl 


Solemn,  yet  aweel,  the  chureh-bell'*  chLna 
Floats  through  their  woods  at  moriij 

All  other  so&nds,  in  that  elill  time, 
OFbreeie  and  leaf  are  bom. 

The  Cottage  Homes  of  England! 

By  thousands  on  her  plains, 
They  are  sinlling  o'er  the  silvery  broolt. 

And  round  the  hamlet-fane*. 
Through  glowing  orehard*  forth  they  pee|^ 

Each  from  its  nook  of  loaves, 
Ami  fearless  there  the  lowly  sleep, 

As  tbe  bird  beneath  their  eaves. 

The  free,  fair  Homes  of  England! 

Long,  long,  in  hut  and  hall. 
May  hearts  of  native  proof  be  rearol 

To  guard  each  hallowed  walll 
And  grren  for  ever  be  thegrevcs. 

And  bright  the  Rowei?  sod, 
Where  first  the  child's  glad  spirit  lore* 

Its  count!?  and  iu  God!* 


THE  SICILIAN  CAPTIVE. 


•£4n,iU(*«paat. 


tayrt.*: 


Tbe  champions  hadcomefromthar  field*  of  war. 

Over  the  crc*ls  of  the  billows  far, 

They  had  brought  back  the  spdl*  of  a  hnndred 

Where  the  deep  had  foamed  to  their  (lasbing  mn, 
They  sat  at  their  feast  round  the  Noise-king's 

By  the  glare  of  the  torch-light  the  mead  was  poured, 
The  hearth  was  heaped  with  the  pine-boughs  high, 
And  it  flung  a  red  radiance  on  shield*  thronn  by. 

The  Scalds  had  chauated  in  Runic  rbyma, 
Their  songs  of  the  sword  and  the  olden  time. 
And  a  solemn  thrill,  as  the  harp-chords  rang, 
Had  breathed  from  the  walls  where  the  bright 
spean  hang. 

But  the  swell  was  gone  from  the  quivering  rtring, 
j  They'had  summoned  a  softer  fwce  to  sing. 
And  a  captive  ghrl,  at  the  warrioii'  call. 
Stood  tbitb  in  the  mid*t  of  that  frowning  ball 
I 

I.one1f  she  stood  r — in  her  moumtol  eye* 
Lay  the  clear  nuduight  of  sautbem  ikies, 

I         •OrifiiisIlyFalilUisdhiBlickwmd'slI^alBa 
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Statclj  ahe  ■looJ— though  her  fngile  fnnw 
Seemeil  MtucL  with  the  blight  of  nme  iomnl 

■    And  hei  pioud  pals  Iron  hul  &  ihide  oTkoid, 
IJnJei  the  Hivn  of  her  dark  hui  itgrn. 

Artd  k  itep  fluah  passed,  libe  ■  criniion  haza, 
O'er  her  marble  cheek  by  the  pne-fire'a  blaie ; 
No  aoH  hue  caught  from  tha  aoulh-wind'a  breath. 
But  ■  token  of  fever,  at  itrife  with  death. 

She  had  been  lorn  from  her  home  away, 
With  her  long  tocha  crowned  for  her  bridal  Jay, 
And  brought  lt>  die  of  the  burning  dreamt 
Th;it  haunt  the  exile  by  foreign  etreami. 

They  bade  her  aag  af  her  distitnt  land — 
She  nelil  iu  tyre  wilh  a  trembling  hand, 
Till  the  ainrit  ita  blue  ikiei  had  given  her,  woke, 
And  tha  atream  of  her  voice  into  muaic  broke. 

Faint  waa  the  (train,  in  ila  firat  wild  Sow, 
Troubled  ite  murmur,  and  laJ,  and  low ; 
But  it  iwelled  into  deeper  power  ere  lonSi 
Aatbcbteeietliat«n«pt  oiarhet  amil  grew  alrong, 

"  They  bid  me  aing  af  thee,  mine  awn,  my  lunny 

landl  of  thee  I 
Am  I  not  parted  from  thy  ahorea  by  the  mouni' 

ful-iouiidrngaeat 
Dolli  not  thy  ahadow  vrrap  my  aoul '' — in  nienee 

let  me  die, 
[n  a  voicetctt  dream  of  thy  ailvery  founta  and  tby 

pure  deep  sapphire  aky, 
Bow  ahould  thy  lyre  give  hera  ita  wealth  of  buned 

■weelneis  forth} 
Ita  tone*,  of  aummer'a  breathinga  bora,  to  Ibo  wild 

winds  of  the  north] 

"  Vet  thua  it  ahall  be  once,  once  more! — my  apiril 

■hall  awake, 
And  through  the  miata  of  death  ahine  out,  my 

wontry!  Ibrihyaake! 
That  I  may  make  fA«  known,  wilh  all  thabeaotj 

and  tha  light, 
And  the  glory  never  more  to  bleta  thy  duighter'a 

yearning  sight  1 
Thy  woods  shall  whisper  In  my  aong,  thy  bright 

■treami  warble  by, 
Thy  aoul  flow  o'er  my  lips  again — jet  onco,  my 

Sicily  I 

■Tliura  are  blue  heavens— far  hence,  Ikr  henee! 

but  ohi  tlieir  glorious  Uue  I 
|U  very  night  is  beautiTuI,  with  the  hyacinth' 

lUepbuel 


]t  is  above  my  own  lair  land,  and  roand  my  latigh- 

ing  home. 
And  aiehing  o'ei  my  vintage-hilla,  they  hang  their 

cloudleaa  dome, 
And  making  all  the  wave*  aa  genu,  that  melt  along 

the  shore. 
And  sleeinng  happy  hearts  in  joy — that  now  U 


And  there  are  haunts  in  that  green  land — ohl 

who  may  dream  or  tell, 
Ofall  the  shaded  lovelineH  it  biJesin  iirot  and  deltt 
By  faantaina  flinging  rajnbow-apray  on  dark  and 

glony  leaves. 
And  bowera  wherein  the  forestJove  her  neat  ti&- 

troubled  weaves ; 
The  myrtle  dwells  there,  sending  roand  the  rielt- 


And  (here  are  flontini;  aounda  that  SS  the  skica 
through  night  and  day, 

Sweet  eonndsi  the  soul  to  hear  them  &ints  fn 
dreams  of  heaien  away  I 

They  wander  through  the  olive-woods,  and  o'er 
tjie  shining  seaa. 

They  mingle  with  the  OTaiig»«cents  that  load  the 
■    aleepy  breeie ; 

Lute,  voice,  and  bird,  are  blending  there ;— it  weTB 
a  Uisa  to  die, 

As  dice  a  leaf,  thy  groves  among,  my  flowery  Si- 
cily! 

''  /  may  not  thua  depart — farewell  <  yet  IM\  mj 

conntry !  no  I 
la  not  love  atroiigRrthantliegrave?    1  feel  it  must 


My  flepling  spirit  ahi 

I  in  thy  tender  starlight  rove, 
woods  again. 

deepens — it   prevaili 


Todi 


chain-I  c 
ell  a 


'ersweep  the  a 

and  thi'ough  thy 
il— 1   break   mj 


«li-H  thiag,yet  blest— in  thy  si 


And  her  pale  arms  dropped  the  ringing  lyre 
There  uuds  a  mist  o'er  her  eye'a  wild  Are, 
And  her  dark  rich  trcsKS,  In  many  a  Ibid, 
Loosed  Irom  their  braids,  down  her  bosom  toIM. 

For  her  head  sank  oack  on  the  nigged  wall, — 

A  silence  fell  o'er  the  warrior's  hall ; 

She  had  poureJ  out  her  soul  with  ber  song's  Lisl 

The  lyre  was  broken,  ths  minstrel  goiw  ■ 
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IVAN  THE  CZAR. 

■  l™ii  la  Terri'ile,  elanl  Jeji  ieveaa  went,  *«■ 
nGgut NoTogomd.  Le«Boy«rd«,l8voj»nl»ffoil)li, 

lui  d6m»nJarEnt  e'il  ne  Toulut  pu  donner  I*  eoQ>- 
Bi>nJementdflrii««uti»onfiU.  S«  furear  fut  si 
gninile  k  ceUe  propotilion,  que  rien  no  put  j'lp- 
paiaer;  «on  fil»  w  ptortenn  &  «•  piej*;  U  ie 
lepoinu  ivoc  un  coup  d'unii  telle  violenoe,  que 
d«DX  jonrt  ■pc4«  lo  mallieureux  «n  mourut 
pin,  alon  *o  iteuBpmr,  dcvint  indilTcreal  a  I* 
gmne  eomiae  la  pouvolr,  et  ne  iUrYecut  qua  pea 
da  moU  i  aoa  iW—Dix  Annea  ^Biii,  pw  Mi- 

GMi  dlcnn  Todien  mil  luniB.    tch  laim 

Die  nWuelinml  bi  Oitter  Ihnn  inn 
VirUng*™,  stm  tW"  UbwelUing 


Hi  aol  in  nkirn  on  (he  gjtmal, 

TheoUluidbsughty  Cur; 
Lonelj,  thoogh  princM  girt  him  rounJ, 

Andlewlenof  the  war: 
Bahul  cutbujeweHeil  nbre, 

Tb«t  man?  k  field  b&d  won, 
To  the  earth  beaide  hia  jauthful  iloid, 

Hii  bir  and  fint-bom  aon. 
WUh  a  robe  of  ermine  for  ita  bed, 

Waa  laid  that  form  of  day, 
Where  the  light  a  atorniy  aunaet  ilied, 

Through  the  rich  tent  msile  way ; 
And  a  sad  and  nolentn  beauty 

On  the  pallid  (iice  come  Juwn, 
Which  the  Lord  of  nnuons  mutely  watched, 

In  tba  duat,  with  UU  renown. 

Low  tone*  at  laet  of  tto  and  feat 

From  hia  full  bosom  brofer ; — 

A  moamfol  thing  it  waa  la  hear 

How  then  the  proud  man  apokel 
rbo  *(uce  Ihit  through  the  eombU 

Had  (houted  far  and  lugh, 
Came  (bith  in  atrange,  dull,  hdlow  tone*, 

Buidoned  with  agony. 
"  ThcreU  no  ciimaon  on  thy  cheek, 

And  on  thy  lip  no  breath, 
I  call  then,  and  dart  tbau  not  apeak— 

They  tell  me  thi*  ia  doalfa  1 
And  fearful  things  are  nhiqieiing 

That  I  the  deed  ha^e  done— 
For  the  honour  of  thy  talher'a  name, 

Look  op,  look  op,  my  ton  I 


"  Well  might  I  know  deatii'i  hne  and  nucn, 

But  on  thine  upect,  boy ! 
What,  till  thii  moment,  have  I  seen. 

Save  pride  and  tameleaa  joyl 
Swifteat  thou  wert  lo  battle, 

And  braunt  there  of  all — 
Bow  could  I  think  a  warrior'a  rrame 

Thua  like  a  Qower  ahould  M 1 

"  I  will  not  boar  that  atill,  cold  look— 

^sa  np,  thou  fierca  and  freel 
Wake  a>  the  alarm  wakea  t  I  will  brook 

All,  aave  this  calm,  from  Ihee ! 
Ull  brightly  up,  and  proudly. 

Once  more  thy  kindling  eyaal 
Hatli  my  word  loat  ila  power  on  earth! 

1  Bay  10  thea,  ariae  1 

"  Didat  IhoD  not  know  1  loved  thee  weO  1 

Thoj  didat  not!  and  oit  gone 
In  bitleToeaa  of  aoul,  to  dwell 

Where  man  muat  dwell  alone. 
Come  back,  young  fiery  aiiirit  I 

If  but  one  hour,  to  loam 
Thu  aecTPta  of  the  folded  heait, 

That  aeemed  to  thee  ao  atem. 

"  Thou  wert  the  fint,  the  Grat  fair  child, 

That  in  mine  arma  I  preaaed  ; 
Thou  wort  the  bright  one,  thai  hiat  amiled 

Like  aummer  on  my  breaat  1 
I  reared  thee  aa  an  eagle. 

To  the  chaac  thy  »te|)e  I  led, 
1  bore  Ihee  on  my  battle-horaa, 

1  look  upon  tliec— dead  I 

"  Lay  down  my  warlike  bannen  here, 

Never  again  to  ws™. 
And  bury  my  red  sword  and  ipear, 

Chiefi  I  in  my  firsl-born'B  grave ' 
And  leave  me!-I  have  conquered, 

I  have  elain— my  work  la  done  ! 
Wllom  have  1  alain  1— ye  answer  not— 

Tftou  too  art  mute,  toy  aon  !" 

And  thua  his  wild  lament  was  poured 

Through  llie  dark  resounding  night. 
And  the  baUle  know  no  more  hia  iwnrd, 

Nor  Ihe  foaming  ateed  bia  might 
Ho  heard  atranje  voicea  moaning 

In  every  (rind  that  aighrd ; 
Prom  the  aearching  atara  of  beaven  he  ehrvik 

Humbly  the  conqueror  died.* 


•  Orlflnlly  pQUtabed  In  Iba  Uimj  » 
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CAROLAWS  PROPHECY.' 


□rpeicaoDHnh^  ohf  ilwrelbn,  childcf  Biiill 


A  BODND  of  muric,  Troin  uniilst  the  hillt, 
Came  (udJenlj,  anil  ilioil ;  &  fitful  Knlnd 
Of  mirth,  anon  lost  in  wul.—Agiiin  It  roae, 
AnJ  rank  in  mourn fulnpai.— There  wtt  s  b«tn, 
B7  n  Uue  ttream  of  Erin,  wticre  il  *wept 
Fluhing  Ihrough  rock  and  wood ;  IhcBUnact'siight 
Wu  on  his  wavy  >itver.glciinlng  hair, 
And  the  wind's  whiaptr  in  the  mountniii-aih. 
Whose  duBten  drooped  aboie.    Hi>  head  was 

Hii  hand  wai  on  hla  harp,  yet  [hence  id  louch 

Had  drawn  but  bioken  strains ;  and  many  itooJ, 

Wailing  around,  in  lilent  eomealnen^ 

Th'  unchaining  of  hia  •oul,  the  guih  of  aong; 

Many,  and  graceful  formi!  yet  one  alone, 

Seemed  present  to  his  dream ;  and  she  indeed, 

With  her  pale  virgin  brow,  and  changeful  ctieek. 

And  the  cleat  itsHight  of  her  serioiu  eyes. 

Lovely  amidM  the  flowing  of  ilarit  locks 

And  palliil  braiding  flower*,  was  lieaDliful, 

E'en  painfully  1 — a  creature  to  behold 

With  liembling  midst  our  joy,  Icat  anght  unseen 

Should  wall  the  vision  from  in,  leaving  earth 

Too  dim  wilhoul  its  briglitnesi ! — Did  tueh  fenr 

O'erahadow,  in  thai  hour,  the  gilled  one, 

By  his  own  rustling  stream  1 — Once  more  hegiied 

Upon  the  radiant  girt,  ami  yol  once  more 

From  the  Jeep  chorda  liia  wandering  band  brought 

A  tew  short  ffstive  ni^tes,  an  ojiening  strain 
Of  bridal  melody,  soon  da^hetl  with  grief, 
Ai  irsDms  wailing  spirit  in  the  string! 
Mel  and  o'ermastereil  him :  hut  yielding  iheii 
To  ll^e  strong  prophet  impulse,  mournfully, 
Like  moaning  waters,  o'er  the  liarp  lie  poured 
The  trouble  of  bis  haunled  soul,  and  sang — 

7oiee  of  Ihe  grave ' 

I  bear  thy  thrilling  call : 
Il  comes  in  the  ilash  of  the  looniiii^  ware, 

111  Ihe  seal  leafs  tremblin)[  fall  I 
In  the  ahivsr  of  Ihe  tree, 

[  hear  thee,  0  ihou  voice  t 
And  1  would  thy  warning  were  but  b:  mo, 

That  my  spiril  might  rejoice. 


But  ttton  art  sent 

Fat  the  sad  earth'*  young  and  fiur. 
For  lbs  graceful  heads  that  have  do!  haul 

To  the  wintry  band  of  care  1 
Tbey  hear  the  wind's  low  sigh. 

And  tlie  river  sweeping  free. 
And  the  green  reeds  murmuring  heavily 

And  the  woods — but  Ibey  hear  nol  llwc  ! 

■  Long  have  I  stiiven 

With  my  deep  foreboding  soul. 
But  the  full  tide  now  its  bounds  hath  rim, 

And  darkly  on  must  roll. 
There  'a  a  young  brow  SDuting  rtear. 

With  a  bridal  white- roe*  wrealh, — 
Unto  me  it  amilcs  from  a  fiowery  Uer, 

Touched  solemnly  by  death ! 
Fur  art  thou  Moma  I 

Ths  laditesB  of  thins  eye 
Is  beautiful  as  alvery  clouds 

On  the  dork-btue  summer  sky! 
And  thy  niicB  comes  like  Ihe  sound 

Of  ■  sweet  and  hidden  rill, 
That  makes  the  dim  woods  tuneful  nond— 

But  soon  it  must  bestilil 

Sileneo  and  dust 

On  thy  sunny  lips  must  tie. 
Make  tiotihe  olrength  of  love  thy  trust, 

A  stronger  yet  is  nighl 
No  strain  of  festal  flow 

That  my  hand  for  thee  hath  tried. 
But  into  dirge-notes  wild  and  low, 

Its  ranging  tones  have  died. 
Young  art  Ihou,  Mornal 

Yet  on  thy  gentle  lieaJ. 
Like  heavy  Jew  on  the  lily's  leaves, 

A  spirit  halh  been  shed  I 
And  the  glance  la  thine  which  sees 

Through  nature's  awful  heart — 
But  bright  things  go  with  the  summer-bnaa 

And  IhoM  100,  must  depart! 
Yet  shall  1  weepi 

I  know  that  in  thy  breast 
There  swells  a  fount  of  sonj;  loo  drxp. 

Too  powerful  for  thy  rosti 
And  Ihe  billemeaa  I  know, 

AnJ  the  chill  of  this  world's  breaUv- 
tio,  all  unJimmed.  in  thy  glory  go! 

Young  and  crowned  bride  of  death  I 
Take  hence  lo  heaveo 

Thy  holy  Iboughta  and  biigbl, 
And  soaring  hopen,  that  were  not  p*an 

For  the  louch  of  roorlal  Might! 
Might  we  follow  in  thy  track. 

This  parting  should  nol  bet 
Bnt  the  ipring  ihall  give  us  Tiolats  back, 

And  every  flower  but  thee  ] 
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There  wu  &  bont  oTlean  around  the  herd; 
All  wept  but  one,  and  she  sprenelj  atood, 
With  her  dear  brow  and  dark  rctigioua  ejc, 
Rabed  to  the  Brat  laint  tUa  abera  the  hilk, 
And  cloudlcui  though  it  might  be  that  her  cheek 
Waa  puiev  ihaD  belbre. — So  Moma  heard 
The  miiuliel'a  prophecy. 

And  apring  tetumed, 
Bringing  Che  earth  her  lovely  things  again, 
All.  wvelhelovelieat  fhrl  A  vMce,  a aoiile, 
A  yacng  Rfeet  iiiiril  gone. 


FiLLEN  mi  tba  Home  of  GiaTar;  and  !(■  name, 
The  high  romaniw  name  of  Barmecide, 
A  aaaiid  fbrUdden  on  its  owd  bright  •bore*, 
Bj  the  iwiA  Tygris'  waTe.     Stem  Uaronn's 

wiath, 
Sweepng  the  mighlj  with  tbelt  fame  away, 
Hadsopaaaed  aenlence:  but  man's  chainleas  heart 
Hides  that  nithin  its  deptlis,  vrhich  never  yet 
Th'  oppniwi'*  thought  could  leadi. 

Twai  deeolale 
Where  Qiafai'a  halls,  benealt  Uie  burning  sun, 
Sprewl  out  in  ruin  lay.    The  aongs  had  cnaed ; 
The  lights,  the  perfumei,  and  the  genii-lalea, 
Had  ensed ;  the  guests  neie  gone^    Yet  stiU  one 

Ws«  there — the  foonUin'a ;  through  those  eastern 

Over  the  btoken  marble  and  the  grss, 
Its  tew  clear  music  shedding  ntonmfolly. 

And  itill  another  vMce! — an  aged  man. 
Yet  with  a  daA  and  fan«nt  eye  beneath 
Hi*  silTery  hair,  came,  day  by  day,  and  ante 
On  a  white  cohimn'*  frsgnunt;  and  drew  forth, 
Fram  the  forsaken  walla  and  dim  arcades, 
A  tone  that  shook  them  with  its  answering  thrill 
To  bis  deep  accents.     Many  a  glorioui  tale 
He  told  that  sad  yet  stately  lolitnde, 
Pouring  hii  memory's  fuUneia  o'er  its  ghxim, 
LAe  walen  in  the  waste;  and  calling  up, 
By  song  or  high  recital  ofUieir  deeds, 
Bright  solemn  shadows  of  ila  Taniihed  mea 
To  people  their  own  halls:  with  these  alone, 
In  all  this  rich  and  breathing  world,  his  thoughts 
Hdd  stiU  unbroken  converse.    He  had  been 
(U«nd  in  Ihi*  lordly  dwelling,  and  was  now 


Theiry  of  itaruiasionla  which 
His  Uing  life  seemed  bound.    Day  rotted  on  day. 
And  from  that  acene  the  loneliness  was  Sed ; 
For  crowds  aroond  the  gray-haired  chronicler 

Met  as  men  meet,  within  whoss  aniioua  heart* 
Fear  with  deep  feeling  itrivcg ;  Ull,  as  a  bieeio 
Waodera  through  foresl-branchea,  and  is  met 
By  one  quick  sound  and  shiver  of  the  leaves, 
The  ipiril  of  his  pasaionate  lamrnt, 
Ai  through  thoir  stricken  soula  it  paased,  awoke 
One  ochinng  murmui, — But  this  might  not  be 
Under  a  despot's  rule,  and  aummantxi  ttience, 
The  dreamer  stood  belbie  the  Caliph's  throne : 
Sentenced  to  death  he  stood,  and  deeply  pale, 
And  with  his  while  tips  rigidly  compreswd; 
Tin,  in  submissive  toiiea,  he  asked  to  speak 
Once  more,  ere  thrust  from  earth's  fair  sonsbins 

forth. 
Was  il  to  sue  Kit  grace  1 — bis  burning  heart 
Sprang,  with  a  sudden  lightning,  to  Ids  eye, 
And  he  was  changed ! — and  thui,  in  rapid  words, 
Th'  o'ermaitflring  thoughts,   more  strong  thui 

death  bund  way. 

"  And  shall  I  not  rejtoce  to  go,  when  the  noble 
and  the  brave. 

With  the  gtory  on  their  brows,  are  gone  before 
me  to  the  gravel 

What  is  there  led  to  lodt  on  now,  what  bright- 
ness in  the  land? — 

1  hold  in  scorn  the  faded  world,  that  wants  thnr 
princely  band  I 

"  My  chiefs!  my  chieftl  the  old  man  eooie*,  that 

in  your  halls  was  nursed, 
That  followed  yon  to  many  a  fight,  when  flashed 

jour  sabree  firal ; 
That  bore  your  children  in  bis  arms,  yoor  luma 

upon  his  heart — 
OhI  must  the  munc  of  that  name  with  him  livns 

earth  depart  1 

"  It  shall  not  bel — a  thousand  tongnes,  though  hu- 
man Toice  were  still, 

With  that  high  sound  the  living  air  triumphantly 
■hallfiU; 

The  wind's  five  Sight  shall  bear  it  on,  a*  wander- 
ing seeds  are  sown, 

And  the  starry  midnight  whisper  it,  with  a  Jeep 
and  thrilling  tone. 

"  For  it  is  not  as  a  flower  whoee  soent  with  IM 

droptnng  leaves  expires, 
And  it  is  not  as  a  household  lamp,  that  a  breain 

should  quench  ila  Ores; 
U  is  written  on  oar  batlle-Gdds  irith  the  wiiUng 

of  the  sword, 
It  hath  left  npon  our  desen-sandi  a  light  In  olrv 

ingapomed. 
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"  Tho  liHinti,  the  man;r  guahiiiu  IbuaU,  which 

tbe  wild  j«  g«w, 
Of  you,  my  clue&,  ihatl  ung  iloail,  tti  tliey  po 

■  joyoui  wive; 
Ami  the  grorei,  with  nhoK  deep  loTctj  gloom 

bung  thepilgmo'i  way, 
Shdl  eenJ  from  «ll  (beir  oghing  leaTe*  your 

pRUKC*  on  ihc  il>y. 

"The  nry  wiUi  youT  bounty  reuej,  fbi  the 

Btrangcr'i  homelea  beiJ, 
Shall  find  &  munoui  lo  recorJ  ;out  Uk,  my  glo- 

rioua  dead  1 
Though  the  gnu*  be  where  ye  katlei  once,  where 

lute  and  cittern  rung. 
And  Ihe  terpent  in  your  ptlacei  lie  coiled  amidsl 

111  young. 


"  It  i«  enoufb 

mint 

eje  no  mo 

re  of  joy  e 

.plen 

door«.; 

Ilceyoorns 

mei= 

Ufty  fdth 

10  the  ikiM  and 

I  go,  nnee  earth  )iet  flowei  halh  loat,  to  Jmi 

bright  and  fair. 
And  caU  the  gn*e  ■  hingiy  honia,  for  yc,  my 

chicft,  are  there !" 

But  white  Itie  eld  man  nng,  a  miat  of  lean 
O'irr  Haroun'a  eyes  had  gathered,  and  a  tbought — 
Ohi  many  a  imtden  and  Temoruftil  thought 
Of  Ills  yoiith'a  once-toTed  liiendi,  tba  nMUlyred 


O'erflowed  his  aoftening  heart — ' 

"  Thon  faithful  unto  deallil  Um  t 
Speak  of  thy  lorda ;  they  were  a  pi 
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irihotHhom 

[heTdlcrilHMnb, 

Inllfe^ 

Hihhidfnimo 

nrinih 

ewBTsIl 

..n.irU'.r.uni  bloom. 

1  MADE  n  mountiin-htuok  my  guide. 

Through  a  wild  Spanish  glen, 
And  wandered  on  iU  graMy  aids, 

Far  from  tbe  homea  of  men. 

It  lured  me  with  a  nnging  tone. 

And  many  a  lunny  glanoe. 
To  a  green  ipot  of  beauty  Ions, 

A  baunt  for  old  rooiUKa. 

i^ifKMol  bf  1  Km  boulAiIlj  dHcrlbad  la  the  "Becgl- 


A  dim  and  deeply-boaotned  grova 

Of  many  an  ag«d  tree, 
Surh  u  tbe  ahadowy  liolela  lore, 

The  fawn  and  fonet-boe. 
The  daiknen  of  the  eheatnut  boagh 

There  on  tbewiten  by, 
The  bright  rtreaoi  reverently  below, 

Checked  ita  exulting  play ; 

And  bore  a  mudc  all  lubdned, 

And  lal  a  ntvery  aheen. 
On  through  the  breathing  aoUtuda 

Of  that  rich  leafy  acene. 

For  aomething  vicwlenly  around 

Of  Kotemn  inSuence  dwelt, 
In  the  loft  gloom,  and  whitpeiy  toaDd, 

Not  to  be  told,  but  (elt: 

While  lendmg  faith  a  qiust  gleam 

Anoea  the  wood's  repoae, 
Andtfer  the  twilight  of  the  (tream, 

A  lowly  chapel  roM. 

A  pathway  la  that  itill  retreat 
Through  many  a  myrtle  wound, 

And  tbeie  a  >ght — how  itrangdy  iweet  I 
My  etepe  in  wonder  bound. 

For  on  a  biiUiant  bed  of  flowen, 

Even  at  the  threahold  made, 
A<  if  lo  deep  tbrough  aultiy  houn, 

A  young  tixic  child  waa  laid. 
To  ileepl— oh!  no'et  on  childlMod'i  pye, 

And  nlken  lashes  piesKd, 
Did  the  warm  litlng  alumber  lie. 

With  auch  >  weight  of  test  1 

Tet  atill  a  tender  Cilmion  glow 

It*  cheek'*  pare  marble  dyed — 
'T  was  but  Ihe  light'*  laintMreaming  flow 

Through  naea  heaped  beaida! 
I  itoopcd — the  imouth  roond  arm  WMchil^ 

The  ioft  fip>a  breath  waa  Oed, 
And  the  bright  linglela  bung  so  atill — 

The  lovely  child  was  dead  1 
"  Alii!"  I  cried,  "fur  faded  thing  I 

Thou  hart  wrung  hitter  tean. 
And  tbou  haM  loll  a  wo,  to  cling 

Round  yesming  heaita  fiir  yean!" 
But  then  a  voice  came  aweet  Mui  low— 

I  (amad,  and  near  me  aale 
A  woman  with  a  moumer'*  hiMr, 

Pale,  yet  not  imiUta. 
And  in  her  alill,  clear,  matron  Ikc^ 

All  aolemnly  aenne, 
A  ahadowed  image  I  could  traco 

Of  that  young  akmiberer'a  nuto. 
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"  SMnger  I  thou  piiiert  me,"  ^i*  «iJ, 
With  lipa  thai  ftiiitl j  imiled, 

"  Ai  beie  I  <relch  baiJo  ro;  ileul, 
Mj'bic  klK]  pnciouB  child. 

"  But  know,  the  timB-woni  hesit  maj  be 
B7  p«ngi  in  tlu*  world  rifen, 

Keener  thui  tSeirt  who  jield,  like  me, 
An  iBjel  thiu  to  Heawnl" 


THE  CAPTIVE  KNIGHT. 


Tha  pitenail  ihniA  DMT  tmtik  the  cis% 
Tilt  oipdnagta  ita  (k  ii*fc 

Zddt  a/fU  idill. 


'Twia  BtrumpW'i  pBalinB»ounil! 
Anil  tho  kni^t  looked  Jowa  from  the  Piynim'i 

And  a  Chiistimn  host  in  ita  pride  and  power, 
ThToagh  the  p«»  beneath  him  wound. 
Ceaie  awhile,  elarion  I  auion,  wild  and  ihriH, 
C*ue  1  let  them  h»«r  Ibe  captiWe  voice— be  atiU ! 

"  I  knew  "twaa  a  trumpet'e  note! 
And  I  Ko  my  brelbten'e  Unce«  glearo, 
And  their  pennoni  wa»e  by  the  mountiin  stream. 

And  thrar  plouieato  Ibe  glad  wind  floati 
Jeaee  awbile,  clarion  I  Clarion,  wild  and  ahrill, 
C«nnl  Irt  them  bear  lie  eaptive'iTOic*— be iliUI 

"  I  am  here,  with  m;  hcKTy  chuni 
And  I  look  on  a  tonetit  swMping  by, 
And  an  eagle  niihine  to  Ihe  iky. 

And  >  hoet,  to  iU  batlle-plainl 
Ceaee  awhile,  clarion!  Clarion,  wUd  and  thrill. 
Cease !  let  them  hear  the  captive's  Toice— be  etill ! 

■  MoM  I  inne  in  my  lilteia  beral 
Wib  the  wild  waie'i  foam,  and  the  free  biid'e 

Bifht, 
Anil  the  tall  epean  glancing  on  mj  miht. 

And  the  trumpet  in  nttne  earl 
Ceaae  awhile,  clarion  I  Clarion,  wild  and  ihrill, 
CcaMiI  let  ibem  heal  the  cnptive'e  ™oe—b3  lail) 

"  They  are  gone !  they  h»™  all  pa»B<l  by ! 
They  in  whoee  ware  I  had  borne  my  part, 
TboT  that  I  lored  wUii  a  hrother'e  heart, 

They  have  toft  me  here  (o  iBe ! 
Smuxl  again,  darionl  Clarion  pour  thy  blaet! 
Bmjk}!  for  the  captin'e  dream  of  hope  i*  paA." 


THE  KAISER'S  FEAST. 


AM  ^D  neglKl  Mid  poreny.    "Allet  hti  int^tt,  lili 
thcr,  Uiaidi,  prlnuiiy  iDTlud  hli  children  la  reuim  ic 

'h«i  LtKh  VcpiwiiMll  in  ihB  Cmio  of  Hrld.lbug,  iho  fcrnUj 
rhtt)ii«lioriirBKDUililiemBlrcil»ri>n  him  In  Ihg  garb  liC 
ipplluKilmplotinj  plij'iDJ  rorglTomg.    Ta  ihli  sppm 
H  'Inor  •CpHenod."— MiM  Bttiger't  Mmnn   if  t 
(liutn  ef  Balitmia. 


Thi  KaJMT  feooted  in  hie  haU, 

The  ml  wine  manlled  high ; 
Banners  nere  trembling  on  the  wall, 

To  the  peali  ofminotieley; 
And  many  a  gleam  and  aparkle  came 

~    m  the  armour  hung  around, 
Al  it  caught  the  glance  of  the  lotch'a  flama, 

Or  tlie  hearth  with  pine  boughi  ciownod. 

Why  (ell  there  lilenca  on  the  chord 

Beneath  the  harper'a  hand  7 
And  enddenly,  from  that  rich  houil. 

Why  ro»  the  wanait-bandl 
The  itringi  were  huehed— the  knighta  made  Key 

For  the  queenly  mother't  tread, 
Af  up  the  hall,  in  darit  array, 

Two  fiir-haired  boya  ahe  led. 

She  led  them  e'en  to  the  Eaiacr'*  place, 

And  etilt  before  him  eteod ; 
Till,  with  etrange  wonder,  o'er  hit  &m 

Fluahed  Ihe  prood  warrior-blood : 
And  "Speak,  my  mother!  apeak!"  be  cried, 

"  Wherefore  Uua  mouroing  TOrt  1 
And  Ihe  clinging  cbildren  by  thy  eide. 

In  weadaof  •adneaadreatl" 

Well  may  a  mooming  vert  be  mine^ 

And  thein,  my  eon,  my  son! 
Look  on  the  features  of  thy  line 

In  each  liir  little  one! 
Tho<^h  grief  awhile  within  their  eye* 

H^  Umed  the  dandng  glee, 
'et  there  thbe  own  quick  aptril  liea— 

Thy  brother'a  children  loe  1 

And  where  ia  he,  Ihy  brother,  wberat 

Be,  in  thy  home  that  grew, 
Aod  amilioK,  with  hb  sunny  hair, 

Jt«er  to  greet  thee  flew  1 
How  would  hia  arms  thy  neck  entwiTM, 

Hi*  fond  lipa  prcas  thy  bmwl 
My  aim!  oh,  coll  these  orphans  tUnfr— 
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"  Wb»t!  from  their  gonlle  eje"  Jolli  nought 

Speak  or  thj  cliildhirail'i  houn, 
And  anite  tbea  nitb  &  tender  Ibooght 

Of  thy  Jeail  fatbar's  tower*! 
Eiml  vita  Ihy  boywh  heart  uiJ  trot, 

When  rsBied  together  there, 
Through  tho  old  woodi  like  fawni  je  flew — 

Where  is  thy  bioiher— where! 

■*  Well  didst  thou  lore  him  then,  and  he 

Slill  at  thy  aiJe  nu  aeenl 
How  ii  it  that  luch  thing*  can  be, 

A«  though  they  ne'er  had  been  7 
'  E"iil  was  thU  world's  breath,  which  cam* 

Between  the  good  and  hra'e! 
Now  must  the  tears  or  grief  and  ihaina 

Be  offered,  to  IhegraTe. 

"  And  let  them,  let  them  there  be  poured ! 

Though  all  unfelC  below, 
Thine  own  wrung  heart,  to  lo™  restored, 

Shall  Bofleii  as  they  flow. 
Oh!  death  is  migbty  to  make  peace; 

Now  bid  his  work  be  done ! 
So  many  an  Inward  rtrife  shall  cease.— 

Take,  take  these  babes,  mj  son '," 

His  eye  was  dimmed— the  strong  man  shook 
'     With  feelings  long  suppressed ; 
Up  in  hi)  arms  the  boys  he  took, 

And  strained  them  to  his  breast. 
And  ■  about  from  all  in  the  royal  hall 

Bunt  forth  la  hail  the  ugbt; 
And  eyes  were  wet,  midit  the  bra*e  that  met 

At  Iba  Kaiser's  feast  that  night. 


ULLA,  OR  THE  ADJURATION. 


It  is  hut  a  restless  wo, 

But  a  haunting  dream  to  love  thei 
Tbriee  Ibe  glad  swan  has  sung, 

To  great  the  spring-time  hour<, 
Since  thine  oar  at  parting  flung 

The  white  spray  up  in  showers. 

rhem's  a  shadow  of  the  grave  on  thy 

tDund  thy  home ; 
CraMtams  from  the  ocean's  JmJ  I — tin 

of  tbent— comel" 


'T  was  UDa'a  Toics— alone  she  stood 

In  the  Iceland  lummer  night, 
Par  gaiing  o'er  a  glassy  flood, 

Prom  a  dark  nets  beetling  height. 

'  1  know  thon  hast  thy  bed 

Where  the  sea-weed's  cimI  bath  bound  thee ; 
The  storm  sweeps  o'er  thy  bead, 

But  Ibe  depths  an  bodied  around  thae. 
What  wind  shall  point  the  way 

To  the  chamber*  where  tbou'rt  lying! 
Come  to  me  tbence,  and  say 

If  thou  thought'sl  OD  me  in  dying  1 

I  will  not  sbrink  to  see  thee  with  a  blaodle«  tip 

and  cheek — 
Come  to  mc  from  the  ocean's  dead  t— thou  'rt  sapsi; 

of  Ihcm — speak!" 

SliG  listened — 't  was  the  wind's  low  moan, 

'T  was  the  ripple  of  the  wave, 
'T  was  [he  wakening  ospray's  cry  alone, 
As  it  started  Irom  its  cave. 

"  I  know  each  fearful  spell 

Orthe  ancient  Runic  lay, 
Whose  muttered  words  compel 

The  tempest  to  obey. 
But  I  adjure  not  thee 

By  magic  sign  or  song. 
My  vwce  shall  Btir  the  sea 

By  love, — the  deep,  the  strong  1 

By  the  mighl  of  woman's  tears,  by  the  passim  itf 

her  aighs, 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead — bT  the  *osrt 

we  pledged — arise  I" 

Again  she  gaied  with  an  eager  glance, 
Wanilering  and  wildly  bright ; 

Sbe  saw  but  the  spaikhng  water*  danca 
To  the  arrowy  iionhem  tight. 

"  By  the  slow  and  struggling  death 

Uf  hope  that  loaUieJ  to  part, 
By  the  flcrce  and  withering  breath 

Of  despair  on  youth's  high  heart ; 
By  the  weight  of  gloom  which  cGnga 

To  the  mantle  of  the  night. 
By  the  heavy  dawn  which  biings 

Nought  lovely  to  the  sight, 

By  aD  that  from  my  weary  soul  thou  bast  wran| 

if  grief  and  tear, 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead — awake,  arise, 

appear  !- 

Was  it  her  yeaming  sprit's  dream. 

Or  did  a  pals  form  rise. 
And  o'er  the  bushed  wars  glide  and  gleam 

With  bright,  still,  mournful  eyes! 
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"  nava  tba  deptbi  hMTdl— tbey  tuTB  I 

Idy  TDke  pravuk — tbou  "it  than. 
Dim  finm  Uiy  ^tteij  grave, 

Oh  I  thoathat  wertnfkirl 
TctUkttmebitbjnitl 

Thera  dwdli  no  fm  witliloin ; 
Let  me  ihunber  on  th;  breut, 

WhU*  the  bUknn  ToU  abore  I 

Where  the  bng-hMt  thing!  lie  hid,  Mhsie  th 

blight  ODM  hne  their  hoow, 
Wl  wili  eleap  among  the  ocean's  dead — ■ta]'.  fc 

There  «s(  a  mllen  plunge  below, 

A  Saihlagon  thamen, 
And  the  wave  ihnt  o'er  that  wild  hsart'i  wo 

Shut— ami  grew  atUI  a^oio. 


THE  EFnaiES. 


Dir  niElia  Kuniif  ivniiiglalini  Haim: 
KUkt  gUch,  B  mtaM  llm  dH  UnL 
ABalD  iia  l^msen,  dia  uiwndllchui 
Dei  GtHMkbun,  da  mlaa'iwD  Prwi, 
ZilAkabuNactamlL 


WARniosI  whow  image  on  tbf  tomb 

With  abield  and  ererted  head, 
Skepa  proodlj  in  the  parple  gloom 

By  the  atained  window  shed ; 
The  reconii  oFihjr  name  and  race 

Hare  &]ed  from  the  stone, 
Yet,  through  a  cloud  of  yean  I  trace 

What  thou  hut  beei}  and  (tone. 

AbUmer,  ftem  ila  fladiing  ipeai 

FInng  out  o'er  many  a  fight, 
A  war-ciy  ringing  bi  and  dear, 

And  alrong  to  tnm  the  flight ; 
An  am  that  bravely  bora  the  laDca 

On  for  the  holy  Arine; 
A  haughty  heart  and  a  kingly  glance — 

Chufl  were  not  these  thing*  thine: 

A  lofty  place  when  leaden  ttia 

Aroaml  the  council-board ; 
Id  featiTe  balla  a  chair  of  stale 

When  the  blood-ied  wine  was  pourei] 
A  name  that  draw  a  prouder  loiw 

From  herald,  harp,  and  bard  ; 
Surely  tbeae  things  were  all  tfaioe  own, 

So  hadet  than  thy  reward. 

Woman  1  wluae  Ktdptwad  Gms  at  net 

By  the  anaed  knight  li  lakl, 
With  nadt  handa  loUcd  o'er  a  bnart 

In  imiiMMbes  airayed; 


What  waa  thy  tale1— Oh  \  gentle  mats 

or  bhn,  the  MA  and  fne, 
Boimd  unto  bin  Yictorious  ftto. 

What  bwrd  hath  anng  of  Vitat 

U>  wMed  a  bright  and  sominar  Mar-' 

Tkau  wai  the  *oid,  the  gloom, 
The  Mraining  eye  thai  IbUowed  bt 

His  Tut  receding  plume ; 
The  heait-dc^  listening  while  his  steed 

Sent  echoes  on  the  breeze ) 
The  pang— but  when  did  fame  take  heed 

Ofgrieft  ohfcnre  aa  tbesel 

Thy  nlenl  and  Kcluded  boqra 

Thmngb  many  a  lonely  ^ay, 
Wbila  bending  o'er  thy  hnndered  flowm^ 

With  spirit  far  away ', 
Thy  weeping  midnight  prayers  for  him 

Who  fiiught  on  Syrian  plains, 
Thy  walchuigs  till  the  torch  grew  dim — 

Thete  M  no  minstiel  strains. 

ABdD,sadlife  was  thiael — loogyaan 

With  taska  ungnerdooed  fnogbt. 
Deep,  quiet  lote,  submisBve  tsars, 

Vigila  of  anxious  thought ; 
Prayer  at  tl>e  cross  in  terror  poored, 

Alms  to  the  pilgrim  giren — 
Oh  I  happy,  happei  Ihan  thy  Ind, 

Id  that  looe  path  to  heavenl 
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And  sOgbl,  wUial,  mar  bs  ibt  ibir«i  which  brini 

Dw^DoihebesnttHK ' 

Aildt  bmrti  i-'lt  ini 


The  power  that  dwelleth  in  *• 

Vagne  yearnings,  like  the  sailor's  lor  the  si 
And  dun  rooemlirancee,  whose  hue  seems  takeo 

From  some  bright  fbrmet  state,  oar  own  no 

it  thb  aU  a  mystery  1— Who  shall  say 
Whawe  are  those  thmighls,  and  whithet  tend* 

thrarwayl 

The  sodden  images  (^Taniahed  thmgs. 
That  o'er  the  qiiril  flash,  we  know  not  why  i 

Tones  from  some  broken  liarp's  deserted  strings. 
Warm  sunset  hues  of  summen  long  gone  by, 

A  ripi^ing  wave— ttie  dublng  of  ac 
far  scent  floating  past  OBI  n 
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tots]  in  iu  hour  perehuice, 


^  wun^— BUUCQ  IMHCU  111  iia  uvui  ^ 

Yet  b*ck  relaming  wittl  >  pluDlii^  _.», 
A  nulo— a  ninnj  oi  ■  nMurnfiil  glance, 
Full  of  iwMt  meuiingi  now  from  this  woriil 

Are  not  tbeae  mjUeiies  when  lo  lift  tbaj  ttait, 
And  pren  nin  iau«  in  guhc*  to  the  houti 
And  the  fir  wanderings  of  the  soul  in  ilrennM, 

Cilling  up  ihrauded  lacea  fiooi  the  deaJ, 
And  with  them  bringing  loEl  or  ■olemn  gleunl, 

Fuailiai  objecls  brightl;  lo  o'enpreaJ ; 
And  w»kemngliuriBj  Iwe,  or  joj,  or  feir, — 
ThcM  ue  Dight'i  infiteries— who  ihill  maka 
lbemclea.1) 

And  the  atrange  inborn  aenie  of  coAing  ill, 
Thit  ofUimea  nhiapen  to  Ihe  haunted  breut, 

In  a  low  tone  which  nought  can  drown  or  Blill, 
Midit  Teaits  and  melodiec  a  a«cret  gneel ; 

Whence  doth  Ih&l  murmur  wake,  [bat  shadow  bll ) 

Why  ifaakei  the  ipirit  ibual— 't  is  myaler?  all : 

Darkly  we  more — w«  pttta  upon  the  brink 
Haply  of  Tiewleu  worlds,  and  know  it  nrt ; 

Year  it  may  be,  that  nearer  than  ws  think, 
An  tboae  whom  de:ith  has  parted  from  our  kitl 

Fealfolly,  wondnnisly,  our  aoali  are  made — 

Let  lu  walk  bumUy  on,  but  Dodumajed ! 

Humblj — iiir  knowledge  strives  in  <rua  to  feel 
Her  wa^  amidit  these  marvels  of  the  mind; 

Yet  undismayed — for  do  they  Dot  reieal 
Th'  immortal  being  with  our  dust  entwined  1 

Soletosdeeml  and  e'en  the  tears  they  wake 

Sliall  then  be  bfest,  Tor  Uial  high  nature's  sake. 


THE  PALM-TREE,* 
It  waved  not  through  an  Eastern  sky, 
Bedde  a  Taunt  of  Araby ; 
It  was  not  fanned  bj  soutbem  breeM 
)n  aome  green  isle  of  Indian  sea*, 
Not  did  its  graceful  shadow  sleep 
O'ei  ati«am  of  ADic,  lone  and  deep. 

But  fair  the  exiled  Palm-tree  grew 
Midst  foliage  of  no  kindred  hue ; 
Through  the  laburnum's  dropping  gold 
Rose  the  light  shaft  of  orient  mould, 
And  Europe's  <nolets,  faintly  sweet, 
I'uroled  the  moss-bed^  at  its  feet. 

Sbange  looked  it  then  I — ttis  willow  streamed 
Whore  ohery  waten  near  it  gleamed  [ 
Tba  Hi9e-boiq[h  lured  the  honey-beo 
To  murmur  by  the  Deaert's  Tree, 

lU  lacMaM  ^  I  lUii^  ncofdri  lor  Da  UDck  to  Ms  pona 


There  came  an  eve  of  festsi  houn— 
Rich  music  GUed  that  garden's  bowers; 
Lamps  that  from  flowering  braikches  hung, 
On  aparks  of  daw  eoft  colours  flung, 
And  bright  forms  glanced— a  fairy  show- 
Under  the  blossoms  to  and  fro. 

Butone.aloDe  one,  midst  the  throng, 
Seemed  teckleaa  of  all  dance  or  song : 
He  was  ayouthof  dusky  nien, 
Whereon  the  Indian  sun  had  been, 
Of  crested  brow,  and  long  black  hair — 
A  stranger,  like  thu  PaLn-tree  there. 

And  slowly,  sadly,  moved  his  plumes, 
Ghttering  athwart  the  lea^  glooms: 
He  passed  the  pale  green  olive*  by, 
Nor  won  the  chestnut-flowon  his  eye; 
But  when  to  that  aole  Palm  he  came, 
TheD  shot  a  rapture  through  his  frame  I 

To  him,  to  him,  its  mstling  qnke. 
The  nlence  of  bis  soul  it  broke ! 
It  whispered  of  his  own  bright  isle. 
That  Ik  the  ocean  with  a  smile ) 
Aye,  to  his  ear  that  native  lone 
Had  something  of  the  sea-wave'a  moan  I 

His  mother's  cabin  home,  that  lay 
Where  feathery  cocoas  fringed  tin  bay; 
The  dashing  of  bis  brethren's  oar, 
The  conch-note  heard  along  the  shore;  — 
All  through  his  wakening  boeom  swept ; 
He  claipej  bis  country's  Tree  and  wept  I 

Oh !  scorn  him  not ! — the  stnnglh,  whereby 
The  patriot  girds  himself  to  die, 
Th'  nnconquerable  power,  which  filb 
The  freeman  battling  on  bis  hills. 
These  ha<o  one  fountain  deep  and  dear— 
The  same  whence  gushed  that  child-IUu  leail 


BREATHINGS  OF  SPRIH(3. 

Tim  (iT'it  i»  tbvini  thou  glvMnisaocifi;— Wii(lja 


Whit  wak'st  thm,  Springl— smat  *< 


Mintb* 


And  reed-like  echoes,  that  hiv 
Thou  bringesi  back,  tc 

The  lark'sdearpipe,  the  eoekoo'sviewiess  flute. 

Wbsae  tone  seems  breathing  moomfitlDeus  or  ^ 

Gv'b  as  oiu  iMUla  mar  ^ 
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su 


And  the  ?Miret  gieet  thee,  Spring!— the  J0701U 'Therewere  lamp* hung  Tonh  apon  low«t  knd llM^ 
Bannen  nsTe  Ullnl  uiU  (tnuning  free ; 
Ever;  [all  {nllai  wu  wrealbed  with  fire, 
Like  M,  ihooling  meteiir  wm  every  ipiie; 
Ami  the  oalline  of  many  »  dome  on  high 
Wu  tncod,  u  in  lUa,  on  the  elosr  duk  ikj. 


Whom  tremblioge  ghuMen  ataj  e  copse  sncl 
gl"dc, 
Where  each  yoang  apnij  ■  ro«y  floah  receivei, 
When  thy  eouth-irind  hsth  {amed  the  nhia- 
pery  ^ade, 

And  happy  manmin,  rnnntng  throDgh  the  gms, 
Telt  thai  thy  Ibotstepa  paas. 


Araidat  the  hollawa  of  the  rocka  their  fell 
Makea  melody,  and  la  the  foreMi  deep, 
When  sudden  sparkles  and  blue  gleuna  bettaj 
Their  windings  (0  the  day. 

And  Sower*  -the  fairy-peopled  worM  of  flowetal 
Thou  from  Iheduat  haat  set  lliat  glory  free. 

Colouring  the  cowslip  with  the  sonny  honra, 
And  penciling  the  wood-aneoMiQe; 

Silent  they  seem — yet  cash  to  Ibonghtful  eye 
Glows  with  mule  poeay. 

Bnt  what  awak'st  then  in  (be  fnari,  O  Spring  I 
Thehamanheait,  with  all  ita  dreains  aad  aighsl 

rhou  that  giv'st  bulk  ao  many  a  buriad  thing, 
Bolorer  of  forgotten  harmonies  I 

Fresh  songs  and  leents  break  £»th  where'er  thoa 

WluLt  wak'al  iboa  in  the  hearti 
Too  mnch,  oh  1  there  loo  moeh  I  we  know  not  well 
Wherefore  it  should  be  thna,  yet  roused  \rj  thee, 
What  fond  atratigo  yeaminga,  from  the  loal'a  deep 
cell, 
Guah  for  the  faces  we  Do  more  may  seel 
How  are  we  haunted,  in  thy  wind's  low  tone, 
By  loicea  that  are  gonel 

Looks  of  fumtial  lore,  that  never  more, 
Nerer  on  earth,  oar  aching  eyes  ahall  meet, 

Past  woids  of  welcome  lo  our  homehold  door. 
And  Tannhed  smiles,  and  sounds  of  parted  feet— 

Spring!  nudst  the  ranrmora  of  thy  flowering  trees, 
Why,  why  rerir'st  thoa  these? 

Vain  hingingi  for  the  dead  I — why  come  they  back ! 
WBh  thy  yoang  Uids,  and  leaves,  and  Uving 

Oh !  is  U  not,  that  fivm  thine  earthly  track  I 

Hope  to  Ihy  world  may  look  beyond  the  tomha  7 
Yea!  gentle  spring ;  no  ntiow  dims  thins  air, 
B[d  ilhed  by  our  loved  ones  iters  f 


THE  ILLUMINATED  CITY. 
Toi  hiUa  are  glowed  with  a  hstive  light 
F«  tk  Mjal  city  lejoknl  by  night: 


I  passed  through  the  streets ;  there  were  throngs 


Like  sounds  of  Uie  deep  were  their  mingled  songa* 
Then  wa*  music  forth  from  each  p^ace  home — 
A  peal  of  the  cymbal,  the  ha^and  horn; 
The  forests  bean]  it,  Ibe  mounuuiM  rang. 
The  hamlets  woke  to  iu  haughty  dang  1 
Rich  and  itclorious  was  every  tone. 
Telling  the  land  of  her  fbes  o'arthrown. 
I>idsl  thou  meet  not  a  monmer  f(«  all  the  dalnl 
Thousands  lie  dead  on  tluir  baltle-tdain  I 
Gallant  and  true  were  the  beaita  thai  fell— 
Giiefin  the  homce  they  have  left  must  dwell; 
Qrief  o'er  the  aspect  of  childhood  spread. 
And  bowing  the  beauty  of  wonian'a  head: 
Didst  thou  hear,  midst  the  songs,  not  out  teodai 

Fw  the  many  brave  (o  their  slumbers  gonel 

I  saw  not  thelBc«ofaweq)Mtbei« — 
TaostMOg,  panbance,  was  the  bright  lanql's  ^hn  I 

1  heard  not  a  wail  midit  the  joyoua  crowd 
The  muaic  of  virtoiywas  aU  loo  loudl 
Mighty  it  rolled  on  the  winds  afiu, 
Shaking  the  streets  like  a  conqaeror^  ear ; 
Throvgh  larches  and  alreamen  ka  flood  swept  by- 
How  could  I  listen  for  moan  or  aghl 

Turn  then  away  frmn  life'*  pegeanta,  torn. 
If  its  deep  story  thy  heart  would  learn  I 
Ever  too  bright  u  that  outwaid  show, 
Danling  the  eyes  lillthey  see  not  wo. 
But  till  the  pmud  manUe  which  hides  Gram  Ihf 

The  Ihings  thou  shonldsl  gan  on,  the  sad  and  tme 
Nor  fear  lo  aurvey  what  ila  £dda  conceal — 
So  must  thy  afHrit  be  taught  lo  feel  I 


THE  SPELLS  OF  HOME. 


■nm  litood  iheiks  Ihai  annfifai 

Out  hvn  In  boon  of  |(l*( 
TiM  illm  links  Ihal  Isacilnia 


Br  Ibe  nft  gieen  Dght  in  Ibe  woody  glMi^ 
On  the  banks  of  roosB  where  thy  childbood  )4ay«di 
By  the  hooselioUl  tree  through  which  tUne  e^ 
First  hMked  in  love  to  the  suipnwr«kT; 
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MES.  HEMAMS'  WOEKS. 


B7  tha  dsw7  gleun,  bj  the  tcij  hmth 
or  the  primnM  tnfli  in  the  gna  bwwiJii, 
Upoa  tb;  bean  Ibon  k  hid  » ipeU, 
Holj  bud  [oaciDiis— oh  1  gnuil  it  mil  I 

Bj  tba  ilBrpj  rippk  of  ibe  itnun, 
Wbkh  h&th  lulled  tliee  Inlo  nunj  •  dteuD ; 
B;  Ibe  ihiver  of  tbe  iiT-knn* 
To  the  wind  of  mom  at  tby  cucmaot-uTe*, 
By  the  baca'  deep  nmrmnt  in  the  luaei, 
Bj  the  miwe  of  tba  SabbMb-ehinwe, 
Bj  eieiy  aannd  of  lb;  naliie  (hade, 
Stnogei  and  deaiei  tbe  apell  ia  made. 

By  iLe  gathering  nmiid  tbe  winter  baiRb, 
Wben^twiligbt  called  into  bouseholJ  ndtth ; 
By  the'&iij  tale  or  Ibe  legend  old 
In  Ibil  ring  of  bappy  boea  told ; 
By  tlw  qniel  hoar  «4kd  heuta  nntte 
Intbepartii^  pmyer  and  tbe  kind  "Oood-night; 
By  tbe  imlling  eye  and  tbe  loving  tone, 
Orel  tby  life  baa  »  apell  been  tbrawn. 

And  blew  that  gift  1— it  bath  gentle  ndght, 
A  gnardian  pomt  and  a  gmding  light 
It  halh  led  the  Ottata  forth  to  Mand 
Id  Uw  monntaiB-batUei  of  hii  land ; 
It  bath  lnm«ht  the  mnderai  o^ei  (he  mm 
To  die  on  the  hilb  of  hie  own  freah  braan  j 
And  back  to  tlw  galM  of  hk  blher'a  hall, 
It  hath  led  Ibe  weeping  pNdigaL 

r«Bl  iriken  thy  heoit  in  ito  pride  wooMetny 
From  tbe  pure  &nt  lona  of  ila  youth  away ; 
When  tbe  raOytng  breath  of  tbe  world  would  conM 


Think  then  again  of  the  woody  glade, 
And  the  aonod  bj  tbe  ruatling  ivy  made. 
Think  {€  tlw  tree  at  iby  fMMTa  door, 
A  nd  tbe  kiDdly  ^ell  (ball  ban  power  iKtee 


ROHAN  GIRL'S  SONQ. 


fimB,ftMiMl  ibonutnoi 
Aa  than  bait  beeal 

On  Iby  aeren  bill*  of  jtm 
Tbon  MM  a  qniMD. 


Bowed  at  Iby  !••*■ 


Tb^  that  thy  mantle  w 


Rome!  thine  imperial  brow 

Nereiiludl  riae: 
Wbat  beat  thou  leS  Ihee  aaml- 

Thou  bait  thj  akiea  [ 
Blue,  deeply  blue,  they  are, 

Ginaaiuly  bright  I 
Veiling  thy  waatea  afar 

Wiib  oolonied  light. 

Thon  haat  tbe  aiuuet'a  glow, 

Rome,  for  tby  dowec, 
Flnahing  tall  cypnae-boagb, 

Temple  and  tower  t 

And  an  aweet  aoonda  are  thine, 

Lo*vly  to  bear, 
While  night,  o'er  tomb  alal  ehrina 

HeMa  dariily  clear. 

Manj  a  wlemn  bymn, 

By  (tariight  inng, 
Sweepe  throngb  tbe  aichci  <fim, 

Tby  wTBcka  uiHng. 

Many  a  flole'a  bw  awsU, 

On  tby  aoll  air 
linger*,  and  lorea  to  dwaU 

With  (ommei  there. 

TboD  haat  tbe  Sonlb'i  rkh  gift 

Ofeuddeoaraig, 
A  charmed  bontaio,  ewift, 

Joyaiia,and  ationg. 

Tboo  haM  fair  IbrnM  ibat  mm* 

With  qoeenly  tread ; 
Tbon  bad  pnud  horn  afaovo 

Tbj  ndgh^  dead. 

Yet  w«an  tby  Tiber'a  ebon 

Amoomflulmien: — 
Heme,  Romel  tboaut  nomoM 
A>  tboa  bial  been  t 


THE  DISTANT  SHIP. 
Tr(  aaarbiid'e  iring,  o'er  ocean'i  bread 

8hoa«i  like  a  glancing  atar, 
While  the  red  radiance  of  tbe  wnt 

Sioeada  kindling  laet  and  far ; 
And  yet  Ibat  eplendoui  wine  thee  not, — 

Tby  itill  and  tbonghtlol  eye 
Dwell*  but  on  one  dark  dwtant  spot 

Of  all  the  mun  and  ok* 
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MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


Look  riMiiid  tbn  l^^i'nr  the  ■Inmberuig  deep 

A  eolemn  glu;  brooiji ', 
A  fin  luth  louched  Ibe  beacim-eteep, 

And  ill  the  golilen  noodi : 
A  IboQMnd  gorgeoui  eloudi  on  high 

Barn  within  the  amber  light; — 
Whmt  ipell,  from  that  rich  pngeBnlij, 

Cbuni  dawn  thy  guing  ugbt  I 

A  eofleiiing  thought  of  bumv>  caiee, 

A  feeling  linked  to  earth  1 
li  not  jon  (peck  a  buk,  nbich  bears 

The  loved  of  many  a  hearth  1 
Ohl  do  not  Hope,  and  Grief,  and  Fear, 

Crowd  her  IVail  world  even  now, 
And  Diuibiwd'a  prayer  and  wonian'i  tear, 

Follow  her  TentnnHi*  prowl 

Blight  are  the  Soating  cloud*  above, 

The  glittering  leae  below ; 
But  we  *TB  bonnd  bj  cordi  of  lor* 

To  kindred  weal  and  wo. 
Therefore,  amidn  this  wide  array 

Of  gkffioa*  thinga  and  fair, 
My  aonl  if  on  that  berk'i  lone  way, 

For  human  heaita  are  there. 


THE  BIRDS  OP  PASSAGE. 
BmiM^  jojom  birds  of  the  wandering  wingt 
Wbence  is  it  ye  eome  with  the  Bowen  of  spiingl 
— "  We  conw  from  the  shorei  of  the  green  old  Nile, 
Fram  the  land  where  the  row*  of  Sharon  soute, 
Fn»D  the  palnie  that  waie  throngh  the  Indian  sky, 
FrDm  tbe  myrrh-treei  of  glowing  Arabj. 
"  We  haTe  awept  o'er  eilief  In 
Silent  they  lie,  with  the  deserts  round 
We  ha<re  croesed  proud  rivers,  whose  tide  halh 

rdled 
An  dark  with  tbe  warrior-blood  of  old  j 
And  each  worn  wing  hath  regained  its  home, 
Under  peasant's  roof-tree,  or  nvmarch's  dame.' 

And  what  have  ye  found  In  the  monarch's  doi 
Sbice  last  ye  traversed  the  blue  sea's  foam  1 
— "  We  have  feand  a  change,  we  have  found  a  pnH, 
And  a  gloom  o'ershulowtng  the  banquet's  ball, 
And  a  mark  on  the  Boor  as  of  life-drope  spilt,— 
Koogbt  looks  the  somc^  save  the  neit  we  butltl" 
Ob!  joyous  Mnls,  it  hath  etitl  been  io ; 
Through  tbe  halls  of  kings  doth  the  tempest  go  I 
But  the  hull  of  thehamiet  lie  still  and  deep, 
And  tbe  hills  o'er  their  quiet  a  vigil  keep. 
Say  what  have  ye  Ibund  in  tbe  peasant's  cot, 
Since  last  ye  parted  from  that  sweet  spotl 
"A  change  wo  have  found  thoro— and  many  d 

Facta  asd  fbodteps  and  all  tlungs  stntnge  t 
89* 


Gone  are  the  heads  of  the  silvery  hair. 

And  the  young  that  were,  have  a  brow  oTcare^ 

And   tbe   place  ia  hushed  when  the  cbtldNn 

pUyed,— 
Nought  looks  the  sam^  save  the  neat  wamade!" 
Sad  is  jam  tale  ofthe  beautifiil  earth. 
Birds  that  o'ersweep  it  in  power  and  mirthi 
Yet  thiough  the  wastes  of  the  tracklese  air, 
Ye  have  a  guide,  and  shall  we  despair  1 
Ye  over  deKrt  and  deep  have  passed, — 
So  may  as  rei«h  oar  bright  home  at  kstl 


MOZART'S  REQ.niEM. 

A  short  time  before  the  death  of  Mozart,  ■ 
rtranger  of  remarkable  appearance,  and  dressed  in 
doep  mooming,  called  at  hia  house,  and  nqueat«d 
him  to  prepare  a  requiem,  in  his  best  style,  for  the 
funeral  of  a  distingOished  pencn.    Thirtennlive 
bnagjnalion  irf  the  cotnpoeer  immedialety  seized 
upon  the  drenmstaitces  a*  an  omen  of  hts  own 
and  the  nervous  aniiely  with  which  ne  la- 
boured to  fulfil  the  tart,  had  tbe  effect  of  lealinng 
bnpresdon.    He  died  within  a  tew  days  after 
ipleting  this  magnifieent  piaee  of  mOiic,  *tuch 
I  parlblmed  at  Ms  interment 


nMbtr^or 


Prvpliccy  Bf  Danlt 


A  HKauiKMl— and  for  whomi 

For  beauty  in  ilH  bloom  1 
For  valour  fidlea — a  broken  rose  or  swordi 

A  dirge  for  king  or  chief^ 

With  pomp  of  stately  grief. 
Banner,  and  torch,  and  waving  plume  deplored  1 


Not  so,  it  is  ni 


sol 


That  naming  voice  t  know. 
From  other  worlds  a  strange  myatenooa  tone ; 


One  more  then,  one  more  strain, 

In  links  of  joy  and  pain 
Mighty  the  troubled  spirit  to  inthral '. 

And  let  me  breathe  my  dower 

Of  passian  and  of  power 
FuH  into  that  deep  Uy— the  last  of  ant 

The  last  I — and  I  must  go 

From  this  bright  world  below, 
Tliis  realm  of  sunshine,  ringing  with  sweet  lo 

Must  leave  its  festal  skies. 

With  all  their  melodies, 
Tb«t  evar  in  tny  brent  gbd  edMss  IboBd 
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*  Yet  haie  I  known  it  long 

Tod  mtlen  uid  loo  itronf; 
Within  tbu  cIk;  bath  been  th'  o'ermutering  fluM ; 

Swift  thought*,  thit  cwn*  uid  went, 

Like  lonenu  o'er  ma  nnl, 
Haie  ihakcD,  u  ft  reed,  my  IbnlUng  Sum. 

like  peiriuno  on  the  wind, 

Whidi  Done  mny  May  or  bind, 
Th«  beautiful  come*  floaUne  Ibrnugh  my  uul ; 

I  •Iriie  nith  yearning*  Tain, 

The  apirit  to  detain 
Of  tbedeephaimoQieathat  putmeroOl 


TharaGiTS  diMurbing  dreooa 

Trouble  the  lecKt  ■Ireanu 
Andfoontaofmuac  tbtf  o'erOowDij  braaat; 

Something  &t  more  divine 

Than  may  on  earth  be  mine, 
HannU  my  wcra  heart,  and  will  not  let  me  rert. 

SbaUUben/ur  the  tone 

That  breathe*  from  woilde  onknomi  1— 
Surely  theae  leveiiah  tapnlOMa  there 

Shalt  graap  ibeir  full  ile«te. 

And  thi*  omettled  fire. 
Bum  cahnly,  brightly,  in  immoitai  air. 

One  more  then,  one  more  alnuii. 

To  earthly  joy  and  pain 
A  rich,  and  deep,  and  pa*«on>te  ruewdll 

I  pour  ew^  fervent  tbougfal 

With  fear,  hope,  tnroUing,  rraaglit, 
into  the  note*  that  o'er  my  dmt  ahall  awelL 


A  itrange  dark  ftte  o'eitook  yov. 

Fair  babe  and  loving  heart! 
One  moment  of  a  thoueand  pang*— 

Yet  better  than  to  put] 
Haply  of  that  fond  bosom, 

Od  aahei  here  ioipreaaeit, 
TImo  weR  the  only  treuure,  child  I 

Whereon  a  hope  might  resL 
Percliance  all  vainly  laviihcd, 

Ite  other  lovo  had  been, 
And  where  it  trusted,  nauglit  remained 

But  ttioms  on  which  to  lean. 
Par  better  then  to  periah, 

Thy  form  within  it*  claup. 
Than  live  and  loae  thee,  precioot  one! 

Fraoi  that  impassioned  graip. 
Oh!  Icoutd  pnsa  all  relic* 

Left  by  the  pomps  of  old. 
To  gaie  on  ihii  rude  monuDieol, 

Cait  in  aSecUon'a  mould. 
Love,  human  love  I  what  alt  thou  1 

Thyprint  upon  the  diM 
Outlive!  the  eiliee  of  renown 

Wbeleiu  tbe  mighty  Iruet  I 
Immoita],  oh !  inunortal 

Thou  art,  whoae  eaithi;  glow 
Hath  given  these  aahea  htdinea^— 


It  re 


•Al 


FAIRY  FAVOURS. 


THE  IMAGE  IN  LAVA.* 

Thod  thii^  of  year*  departed  t 

What  age*  haw  gone  by, 
Since  liere'lhe  mournful  eeal  wuaet 

By  love  and  agony  1 


Those  glorie*  to  outlast  1 

And  chiklhood'a  fragile  image 
Thu*  fearfully  enshrined, 

Survive*  the  prood  memorial*  reared 
By  oonqueron  of  nianliind. 

BaLel  Wert  thou  brightly  slumbering 
Upon  thy  motber's  breast, 

When  suddenly  tbe  iiery  tomb 
Sdik  round  each  gentle  gueet7 


WoDLDiT  thou  wear  the  giA  of  immortal  Uoomi 
WouUstlbou  wnile  in  ncorn  at  the  aliadowy  toiub 
Drink  of  this  cup!  u  is  richly  fnui^iil 
With  balm  fpim  llie  gardens  of  Genii  brought ; 
Drink,  and  the  spinier  shall  pass  thee  by, 
When  the  young  all  scuUerod  like  roteJeaves  Ea 
And  tvDUld  not  tbe  youtli  of  my  soul  be  gone, 
ir  tbe  loved  had  left  me,  one  by  one  1 
Take  back  tbe  cup  that  may  never  bless, 
Tbe  gia  that  wonbl  make  me  brotheife**! 
How  ahookl  I  lire,  with  nn  kindred  eyo 
To  reflect  mine  imoHirtalil^  1 

WouldM  thoD  have  empire,  by  ngn  or  vpdl, 

Over  the  mighty  in  air  that  dwell  1 

Wonldsl  thou  coll  tbe  spirit*  of  abore  and  ■!*•■ 
'   To  fetch  thee  jewel*  from  ocean's  deep  1 
,.  Wave  but  Ibis  rod,  and  a  viewless  band 

Slave*  to  thy  will,  ■ball  around  tlua  ^taoi. 
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And  WMld  not  fear,  at  my  coming  then, 
Hoih  eieijr  voice  in  tba  homea  of  men  1 
Would  not  blight  ejea  in  m;  pmence  qaail  t 
YoUDg  diecki  irilh  a  namelev  thrill  tarn  palel 
Ha  gift  ba  mine  that  aside  irouhl  tum 
The  boman  late  for  vibaae  bunta  1  yeam  I 

Wonldst  (hoo  then  read  through  llie  beaitaof  tboae 
Upon  \rbaK  faith  thou  haul  aought  repose  1 
Wear  this  rich  gem )  it  i>  charmed  to  ahov 
When  a  change  come*  over  aflection'i  glair; 
Look  on  its  fliuhing  or  fading  hue, 
Aikd  learn  if  the  tniited  be  falae  or  tme  I 

Keep,  keep  Iho  gem,  that  I  alilt  ma;  tnu^ 
TlKnigh  my  heait'a  wealth  be  but  poarad  on  dual  1 
Let  iral  a  doabt  Id  my  ioul  hare  place, 
To  dim  the  liglit  of  a  loved  one'*  face ; 
Leave  to  the  earth  ila  wann  lunny  anile — 
Thai  glory  nould  paaa  could  I  look  on  guile  I 

Say  then  what  boon  of  my  poner  sbaJI  be 
Favoured  of  B[nrits1  poured  torth  on  thee  1 
Thou  acomert  the  Ireaenrea  of  wave  and  mine. 
Thou  wilt  not  drink  of  the  cup  diuinc, 
Tbou  art  fain  with  a  nwrtal's  lot  to  resU- 
Anawer  me  1  how  may  I  grace  it  beat  1  . 

Ohl  give  me  no  away  o'er  the  powers  nneeen, 
But  a  human  heart  where  my  own  may  lean! 
A  friend,  one  lender  and  faithful  friend, 
Whoae  thoaghla'  free  current  with  mine  may  blend, 
And  leaving  not  either  on  earth  alone. 
Bid  the  briglit  calm  close  of  our  lives  be  one  t 


A  PARTING  SONG. 


Wbbh  will  ye  think  of  nte,  my  liiend*  1 

When  will  ye  think  of  me  1 
When  the  last  red  li|;ht,  the  farewell  of  day, 
From  the  rack  and  the  river  is  pauing  away, 
When  the  air  with  adeepeningbu^.iafivaght, 
And  the  lieait  grows  burdened  with  tend(«  though  t ; 
Then  let  it  bet 

When  will  ye  think  of  me,  kind  friends') 

Whenwiliye  think  of  mel— 
When  the  rose  of  the  rich  midsummer  time 
Is  filled  witb  the  hues  of  its  glorions  prime ; 
When  ;■  gather  iti  bloom,  as  in  hiight  boura  Qed, 
FiXiLn  ;hi  walks  where  my  tbolstepa  no  aore 

Tbealetitbel 


When  win  ye  think  of  me,  sweet  ftiendsl 

When'  will  ye  think  of  me  1 
When  the  sudden  tears  o'erOow  your  eye- 
Al  the  sound  of  some  olden  melody ; 
When  ys  hear  the  voice  of  a  mounubi  atreau^ 
When  ye  feel  the  charm  of  a  poet's  dream; 
Then  let  Ubel 

Tbos  let  my  memory  be  widi  you,  friends 

Thus  eroT  think  of  me  t 
Elindly  and  gently,  but  as  of  one 
From  whom  *!  is  well  to  be  Bed  and  gone;  , 
As  of  a  bird  from  a  ckatn  unbouqJ, 
A*  of  a  wanderer  whose  home  is  tonnd; 

So  let  it  be. 


THE  BRIDAL  DAY. 

I  a  moDDmenI  in  a  Venetian  church  is  an 
epitaph,  recording  thai  the  remains  beneath  an 
those  of  a  noble  lady,  who  expired  suddenly  whil* 
Btanding  as  a  bride  at  tbs  altar. 


W«  hear  twf  hnmA  T  valnrlHrlDinaT 
Over  Uie  mumuirtng  Hlma'i  liiam; 
One  irlio  ha  IM  ftom  ihe  mr  cf  lire. 


Bride)  upon  thy  marriage-day. 
When  thy  genu  in  rich  array 
Made  the  glistening  mirror  seem 
As  a  stir-reQecIinif  stream. 
When  the  clustering  pearls  lay  fur 
'Midst  ihj  braids  of  sunny  air. 
And  the  white  veil  o'er  thee  streaming, 
Like  a  silvery  halo  gleaming. 
Mellowed  all  that  pomp  and  light 
Into  something  meekly  bright; 
Did  the  fluttering  of  ihy  breath 
Speak  of  joy  or  wo  beneath  t 
And  the  hue  that  went  and  came 
O'er  lliy  cheek,  like  wavering  flame. 
Flowed  that  crimson  from  th'  unrest, 
Or  the  gladnesH  of  thy  breast  1 
—Who  shall  tell  us  1— from  thy  bowei. 
Brightly  didst  thou  pass  that  hour; 
With  the  many-glancing  oar. 
Anil  ths^heer  along  the  shore. 
And  the  wealth  of  aummer  flowers 
On  thy  tail  head  cast  in  showers, 
And  the  breath  of  song  and  Suta, 
And  the  clarion's  glad  salute, 
BwiiUy  o'er  the  Adrian  tide 
Wert  thou  borne  in  pomp,  young  bi'ite  I 
Mirth  and  music,  sun  and  ^y, 
Welcomed  thee  triumpbantlj  I 
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Yel,percbui 

In  aome  deeper  apirit  wrougbt, 

Wbupering,  u  aniold  it  Meat 

With  the  aoundi  of  menimeiit,— 

"Fnun  tlie  booie  of  childhood'B  [lee 

From  the  d^jt  ot  UugbUr  free, 

From  (he  lova  of  muiy  yean, 

Tboa  ut  goDB  to  cane  tad  /mtiI 

To  uuther  pttth  uul  guide, 

To  >  boeom  jet  untriedl 

Biifhl  oiiel  ob '.  there  nell  nuij  be 

TramUing  'mdt  out  joy  for  Ihee." 

Bnde  I  nfaea  through  (he  itttely  fine, 

Girded  with  thy  nuptid  (r«in, 

'Midil  the  banaera  hung  on  high 

By  thy  warrior-»nce«try, 

'Midft  those  mighl?  fathers  dead, 

la  eoft  beauty  thou  nait  led  j 

When  before  the  shrine  thy  form 

Gluiiered  to  smie  bonm  storm. 

When,  like  horp-etrii^  with  a  aigh 

Breaking  in  mid-hannoDy, 

On  thy  lip  the  murmun  bir 

Died  with  love'a  unfiniahol  low; 

When,  like  ecatlered  roe^-lBaTca,  fled       { 

From  thy  cheek  each  tint  of  red, 

And  the  light  fordook  thine  eye. 

And  thy  head  sank  heavily ; 

Waa  that  drooping  but  th'  eiceee 

Of  th;  ipirit's  bleeaedoM  1 

Or  did  Bome  deep  fecling'i  might. 

Folded  in  thy  heart  from  ugbl. 

With  ■  sudden  terapeet  shower, 

Earthward  bear  thy  lifo's  young  SoverT 

—Who  ehall  lell  u«7— on  (Ay  tongue 

Silence,  and  for  e«er.  hung! 

Nerer  to  thy  Up  and  cheek 

Rushed  again  the  criotson  streak 

Never  to  thine  eye  returned 

That  tthich  there  bad  beamed  and  burned ' 

With  tho  eecret  none  might  know, 

With  thy  rapture  or  thy  wo, 

With  thy  Dianiage-rube  and  wreath, 

Thou  werl  fled,  young  bride  of  death! 

One,  one  lightning  moment  there 

Struck  down  triumph  to  deapsir, 

Beauty,  eplendour,  hope,  and  trust, 

Into  darknen — tervor— dusll 

There  were  Knindaof weepingo'er tbaa. 
Bride !  ai  forth  thy  kindred  bSh  Utee^ 
Shrotided  in  thy  gleaming  ml, 
Deaf  to  that  wUd  funeral-wail 
Yet  peichanoe  a  chaatening  thought, 
In  some  deeper  ipiriC  wrought. 
Whispering,  while  the  stem  sad  hneU 
On  the  ait^  bright  stillneas  M; 
—"From  the  power  oT chill  and  change 
Soula  to  •orer  and  estrange: 


From  love's  i  

But  to  watch— a  mortal  atrifei 

From  the  secmt  leven  knona 

To  the  bomiag  heart  alont^ 

Thou  art  Bed— afar,  away— 

Where  thew  blighU  no  nxn  haie  sway  I 

Bright  onel  obi  then  wall  may  be 

Gomfixt 'midM  oor  lean  for  iheer 


THE  ANCESTRAL  SONQ. 


WabiOr—Oudutt  ff  Jf^jL 

There  were  faint  aounda  of  weepiog,-— f^  and 

gloom 
And  midnight  vigil  in  a  atalely  room  ' 
Of  Lurignon's  old  halls:— rich  odoun  there 
Filled  the  proud  chamber  as  with  Indian  air, 
And  soft  light  fell,  from  lamp,  of  silver  Ihroi^ 
On  jewels  thai  with  rainbow  Instre  shone 
Over  a  gorgeoua  couch:— there  emeralds  gleamed. 
And  deeper  ctimaon  from  the  ruby  eireamed 
Thau  in  the  hcart-kaf  of  the  rose  ii  set, 
Hiding  from  sunshine.— Many  a  carcanel 
Starry  with  diuiwnds,  many  a  burning  chain 
Of  the  red  gold,  sent  forth  a  radiance  vain, 
And  sad,  and  elnuige,  the  canopy  beneath 
Whoee  shadowy  curtains,  round  a  bad  of  death. 
Hung  dmoinng  solemnly;- foi  there  one  lay 
Pasaing  from  all  Earth's  gtoiiei  fast  away, 
AmidrtthoBS  queenly  treasoree:  They  had  bean 
Gills  of  her  lard,  from  far^ff  Paynim  lands, 
And  for  Au  rake,  upon  thnr  orient  sheen 
She  had  gazed  fondly,  and  wilh  faint,  cold  hand* 
Had  pre«Md  thorn  to  lier  languid  heart  once  man 
Melting  inchildhke  lean.    But  this  waa  o'er- 
Love'e  toot  vain  clinging  unto  Ufo ;  and  now— 
A  mist  of  dreams  was  hovering  o'er  her  biow, 
Her  aye  waa  fiied,  her  apirit  seemed  removfd, 
Though  notfrom  Earth,  from  all  it  knew  or  loved 
Far,  far  awayl  bar  handmaids  watched  araunl 
In  awe,  that  lent  to  each  low  midn^ht  sound 
A  might,  a  mystery;  and  the  quivering  light 
Of  wind-swayed  lamps,  made  spectral  in  their  dght 
The  Ibnns  of  buried  brauly,  sad,  yet  fair 
Gleaming  along  the  walb  with  braided  h'air, 
Long  in  the  duat  grown  dim;  and  ahe,  too  atw 
Butwillitbes[nrifseyaafraptutedawe,  ' 
Those  pictared  shapeal-a  bright,  yet  solsma 

Beckoning,  they  floated  o'er  bet  dreamy  brain. 
Clothed  in  diviner  hues;  while  on  ber  ear 
I  Strange  voices  foU,  which  oone  he«dr«  might  Iww 
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Sweet,  jet  pioToanilly  maamrul,  u  the  ngh 
or  ttiod*  o'er  hup«lriiigs  through  kDuiliiijihtikj; 
And  thui  H  MWDeil,  iiD  Itut  low  thnlliug  Knw, 
Tl^  uccitnl  ituHlowa  cilled  Kwajr  Ihm  own. 

Long  thy  Untiog  khiI  hath  jeuned 
For  the  atep  thnt  De'ei  returned  ; 
Loni;  thine  uuione  eu  halh  lUleoed, 
And  thy  witehftii  eye  hUh  glisteiwd 
With  the  hope,  wboas  pining  itnlB 
Shook  the  Anrer-leaTee  ttom  thy  lili»— 
Now  the  heaTy  di^  i>  doiw, 
Home  awuta  thee,  wearied  onej 
Come,  MiM,  cornel 

Fram  the  queDchlrae  Iboa^tithat  bom 
In  the  eeeled  beut'e  lonely  am ; 
From  the  eal  of  memory's  cfaein 
Wound  aboot  the  tlmbbing  brain, 
Fmn  the  veini  of  nrrow  deep. 
Winding  tbroagb  the  worlJ  of  iletp; 
From  the  hannled  balle  and  bowen, 
Thminged  with  ghoiti  of  hapjner  houn  I 
Come,  coQW,  cone  I 

On  ODT  dim  and  distant  ebors 
Aching  Ion  ie  AH  no  mote  1 
Wb  have  lored  with  earth's  txetm 
Put  is  now  that  wMTiDMsI 
Wt  hara  wept,  thit  w«ep  not  now — 
Calm  is  each  ones  heattng  brow  I 
We  have  known  the  dicuDot^  wcet— 
All  is  now  one  bright  r^nee  I 

Come,  c«me,  cornel 

Weary  heart  thai  long  hast  bled, 
I^angmd  spirit,  drooping  iiead, 
BestleM  memory.  Tain  regnl, 
Pining  lore  whose  light  ie  set, 
Come  awB3Fl— 't  is  hushed  H  is  well  1 
Where  by  shadowy  (bunts  we  dwell. 
An  the  fever-thint  is  sliUed, 
All  the  air  with  peace  ie  filled, — 
Come,  come,  come  I . 

And  with  her  spirit  rapt  in  that  wild  la*. 
She  [ussril,  as  tiriligfat  melts  lo  night,  awayl 


THE  MAGIC  GLASS. 

Bnw  Ural,  bmlmd,  tnw  aM  Ibsfl 


"TaiDead!  the  glorious  Dead  I — And  shall  they 

riie7 
Shttl  ihey  look  od  thee  with  their  proud  bright 

Tboa  ask'st  a  fearful  speD  I 


Yet  say,  from  shrine  or  dim  sepulchral  hall. 
What  kingly  Tiuon  shall  obey  my  eslH 

The  deep  gnivo  knows  it  woU  I 

"Wotlldst  thon  behtdd  earth's  oanqnnon  1  shaL 

Beibre  thee,  fluslung  all  the  Magic  Glua 
With  triumph's  long  arrayl 
SpeakI  and  thoeedwellen  of  the  marble  urn 
Robed  fi>c  the  feast  of  victory  shall  return 
A<  on  their  proudest  dsy. 

"  Or  wouMst  thon  look  npon  the  lords  of  song  1-~- 
O'er  the  dark  mirror  thai  immortal  throng 

BbaJI  waft  a  solemn  gteami 
Pasong,  with  lighted  eyes  and  radiant  brows, 
Under  the  foliage  of  green  laurel  boughs, 

But  Klent  oa  a  dream." 

"Not  these,  O  mighty  master  I— Thongb  thdr 

Be  unto  man's  free  heart,  and  leare,  and  praise. 

Hallowed  for  erermora  I 
And  not  the  buried  conquerorsi  Let  them  sleep 
And  let  the  dowery  earth  her  Sabbaths  keep 
Injoy,fiDin  shore  to  shore  1 


Bnt,  if  the  narrow  house  may  so  be  moved, 
Call  the  bright  shadows  of  the  moat  beloied, 
Back  from  their  couch  of  restt 
That  I  nay  learn  iffAcir  meek  eyes  be  filled 
With  peace,  if  human  love  hatb  ever  stilled 
The  yearning  human  breast.'' 

"Away,  fond  youth T — An  idle  qucat  is  thim; 
T^iese  have  no  trophy,  do  memorial  ahrinei 

I  know  not  of  their  place  I 
"Midst  the  dim  ralleys,  with  a  secret  flow, 
Thdr  livea,  like  shepherd  reed-notca.  Aunt  anil 
low. 

Have  passed,  and  left  no  trace. 

"Haply,  begirt  with  shadowy  woods  and  hills. 
And  the  wild  sounds  of  nulanchcdy  rills, 

Thar  oovering  turf  may  Uoom; 
Bnt  ne'er  hath  Fame  made  relica  of  Hs  flowers, 
Never  hath  [uigrim  sought  their  houaebotd  bowos 

Ol  poet  buleU  their  tomb." 

Adiea,  then,  master  of  the  midnight  spelll 
Some  voce,  perchance,  by  those  lone  graves  may 
all 

That  which  I  pine  to  know  t 
I  baste  to  seek,  from  woods  and  valleys  doe|^ 
When  the  bdoied  are  laid  in  lowly  sleep, 
Reooida  of  joy  and  wo."* 
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CORINNE  AT  THE  CAPITOL. 


I  dt  nn*  qui  puiiwu  validr  li  {dm  otacun  t1^  d'uog 
imd  AinAeHd'uDa  euAr  haunuie. 

DinGHTERofth'  Italian  he&ven  I 
Thou,  to  whom  iU  fire*  an  given, 
Jojoady  Ihj  cat  hath  rolleJ 
Where  Ibe  conqueron  psued  oTdd; 
AdiI  Ihe  feital  sun  that  Bhone, 
O'ei  three*  huDdfal  triumpbi  gone, 
U&kes  thy  dny  ofglor;  bright, 
With  a  (hanei  af  gi>lilea  light. 
Now  Ihau  tieail'st  Ih'  ueeniling  road, 
Pnedam'i  Ibot  ao  prondl;  tmle ; 
While,  from  tombi  of  heioea  borne, 
From  the  dint  of  empire  ahara, 
Ftonen  upon  thy  graceful  bead, 
ChapletaoFail  hiiea  are  ihul, 
In  a  wft  and  nay  rain, 
ToDched  with  many  a  gemlike  itain. 
Thou  hast  gained  the  summit  now 
Music  hails  thee  from  below ; — 
Muiic,  whoce  rich  notes  might  stii 
Asbe*  of  the  sepulchre ; 
Shaking  with  victorioua  notes 
Alt  the  bright  air  as  it  floats. 
Well  mij  woman's  heart  beat  high 
Unto  that  pioud  harmony  I 
Now  afar  it  rolls — it  dies — 
And  tby  voice  is  heard  la  rise 
With  a  law  and  lovely  tone 
In  its  thrilling  power  alone; 
And  thy  lyre's  deep  silvery  string, 
Touchnl  as  by  a  breeze's  ning, 
Murmurs  tremblingly  at  Grat, 
En  the  Ude  of  rapture  burst. 
All  the  s[Nnt  of  thy  sky 
Now  hath  tit  thy  targe  dark  ej'e, 
And  thy  cheek  a  flush  hath  caught 
Prom  the  joy  of  kindled  thouglili    ' 
And  the  burning  words  af  song 
'    From  tby  tips  flon  fast  and  strong. 
With  a  niihing  stream's  delight 
In  the  freedom  of  its  might. 
Radiant  daughter  of  the  sun  I 
Now  thy  living  wreath  is  won. 
Crowned  of  Rome! — Ohl  art  tluHi  not 
Happy  in  that  gtorious  lot^ 
Happier,  happier  far  than  Ihoa, 
With  the  laurel  on  thy  brow, 
Shs  that  makes  the  humblest  tiealth 
Lorely  but  to  one  («i  earth  t 

'Tba  inUj  bunlnd  (rtiunplii. — B^im 


Blnh  hu  glidJuHd  i t :  Daaik  has  luiaJ  Hal  k 

No  dower  of  storied  song  is  thine, 

O  deaoiate  abade  t 
Forth  from  thy  gates  i>a  glittering  line 

Of  lance  and  spcai  hath  Bowed. 
Banners  of  knighthood  have  not  Sung 

Proud  drapery  o'el  thy  walls, 
Nor  bugte  notes  to  ballte  rung 

Through  thy  resounding  haHs. 

Nor  have  rich  bowers  otpUatmmct  beis 

By  courtly  hands  been  dnned, 
For  Princes,  from  the  chase  of  deer, 

Under  green  leaves  to  rest : 
Only  some  rose,  yet  lingering  bright 

Beside  thy  casements  lone, 
Tells  where  the  sprit  of  delight 

Hath  dwelt,  and  now  is  gone. 

Yet  niinatrcl  tateaf  tiarp  and  swotd. 

And  sovereign  beauty's  lot. 
House  of  quenched  light  and  silent  bcardl 

Far  me  thou  needcst  nut. 
It  is  enough  to  know  that  Acre, 

Where  thoughtfully  1  stand, 
Sorrow  and  love,  and  linpe  and  feai, 

Have  linked  one  kindrul  band. 

Thou  bindest  me  with  mighty  spellsl 

— A  aolemniiing  breath, 
A  presence  all  around  thee  dwells, 

Ofhuman  life  and  death. 
I  need  but  pluck  yon  garden  flower 

From  where  the  wild  weeds  rise, 
To  wake,  with  strange  and  sadden  power, 

A  thousand  sympathies. 
Thou  bast  heard  many  sounds,  thou  heuth 

Dfsertfd  now  by  alll 
Voices  at  ove  here  met  in  mirth 

Which  eve  may  ne'er  recall. 
Youtb's  buoyant  step,  and  woman's  tone. 

And  childhood's  laughing  glee, 
And  song  and  prayer,  have  all  been  known, 

Hearth  of  the  deull  to  thee. 

Thou  hut  heard  blessings  fondly  poured 

Upon  the  inbnt  head. 
As  if  in  every  tervenl  word 

Ths  living  soul  were  ehed ;   ■ 
Thou  hast  seen  partings,  such  as  tieai 

The  bloom  from  life  away — 
Alasl  for  lore  in  changeful  sir, 

Where  nought  beloved  can  sta; ' 
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Ben,  t;  the  mtlfM  bed  at  pain, 

The  vigil  hitb  been  kept, 
Till  tunrue,  bright  with  hope  in  TiiD, 

Bant  forth  on  ejea  that  wept ; 
Hen  hilh  been  (elt  Ihc  liuih,  Ihe  gloom, 

The  breathlew  influence,  shed 
Through  OiB  dim  dwelling,  from  the  room 

Wherrin  lepiwed  the  dead. 

The  seat  left  mid.  the  mimig  hee, 

Hkvb  here  been  marked  and  mourned. 
And  dme  hath  filled  the  vacDiit  place, 

And  gladnea  halb  returned ; 
Till  Irom  the  nurowing  household  chda 

The  Uah«  dropped  one  by  one  1 
And  bonuwardi  hither,  o'er  the  main. 

Came  the  (pring-birda  alone. 
li  thrae  not  came,  then — eaiue  Tor  thoagbl, 

Fixed  eja  and  lingering  IToad, 
Where,  with  their  tboQsand  myiWriei  frwight, 

Eren  lowBeet  hearta  have  bled  I 
Where,  in  its  ever-hannting  thirrt 

For  draught!  of  purer  day. 
Hut's  *oal,  wHh  Stfiit  ftrength,  halh  buirt 

llie  elooda  that  nrapt  iti  waft 
Holy  to  hnmao  nature  aeema 

The  long-lbrMkan  apot; 
To  deep  aflection*,  tender  dreanu, 

Hopes  of  a  brighter  lot  I 
Therefore  in  silent  rererence  here, 

Hearth  of  the  deadl  I  stand. 
Where  joy  and  eorrow,  smile  and  tear, 

Btn  bnked  one  boiifehald  band. 


THE  MINSTER. 


Spb*i  low  1— the  place  U  holy  to  (he  breath 

Of  awfal  harmoniea,  of  whispered  prayer; 
Tre»d  Ughtly !— for  the  sancliiy  of  death 

Brx)ads  with  a  Toicelens  influence  on  the  all 
Stem,  jet  eerene!— »  reconciling  ipell, 
Each  Uoubled  billow  of  the  bouI  to  quell. 
Leave  me  to  linger  ulently  Kwhilel 

—Not  for  the  light  that  poun  iU  fculd  ftreame 
Ofrainbew  glory  down  through  arch  and  aisle, 

KindUng  old  bannen  into  haughty  gteame, 
nmhing  prood  shrines,  or  by  soow  warrior's  tomb 
Dying  »way  in  douda  of  gorgeous  gloom: 
Not  for  rich  muric,  though  in  triumph  peaTing, 

Mighty  aa  Ibreat  aoands  when  winds  are  high; 
Nor  yet  fiir  torch,  and  eroaa,  and  *»le,  rorealing 

Tbrongh  incen**-mi9ta  thcdr  aunled  pageant- 


I  Though  o'er  the  spirit  each  hath  chann  and  power 
Yet  not  lor  thae  t  ask  one  lingering  hour. 

Ill  by  atroDg  aympathies,  whose  silver  card 

Ijnka  me  to  mortal  weal,  my  soul  is  bound ; 

Thoughta  of  Ihe  human  beoit^  that  hece  hav( 

Their  iDgnish  forth,  are  with  me  and  around ; — 
I  kxA  back  on  the  pangs,  the  burning  leura, 
Known  to  these  oltara  of  a  thooaand  yeara. 

Send  up  a  murmur  from  the  dual,  Remorae  I 
That  here  haat  bowed  with  ashes  on  thy  head; 

And  thou  atlQ  battling  wilh  Ihe  lempeal's  (one — 
Thou,  whose  bright  spirit  through  sU  lime  has 


'oice,  no  breath  1— of  con  flicta  put,  no  trocol 
Does  not  Ihia  hush  give  aiuwer  la  my  queatt 
Surely  the  dread  religion  of  Ihe  place 

By  erery  grief  bath  made  its  might  contest  I 
— Oh!  that  within  my  heart  I  couhl  but  keep 
Holy  to  Heaven,  a  spot  thui  pure,  and  still,  and 
deep! 


THE  SONG  OP  NIGHT. 


I  COME  lo  thee,  O  Earth! 

With  all  my  pflst— for  every  flower  sweel  dew, 
In  U^  and  urn,  and  chelice,  to  renew 
The  glory  of  its  birth. 

Not  one  which  glimmering  Ilea 
amidat  fielding  liitls,  or  forest  lesTca, 

Bui,  through  its  veina  of  beauty,  aoieceiraa 
A  spiril  of  fresh  dyes. 

I  corns  wilh  every  alar  j 
Making  thy  streama,  ihat  on  Ihdr  noon-day  track, 
~'     me  but  the  moss,  the  reed,  the  lily  back, 

Mirron  of  worlds  afar. 

I  coma  with  peace; — I  shed 

Sleep  IhtBUgh  thy  vrood-walks,  o'er  the  honey-bee, 

The  lark's  triumphant  voice,  the  &WD'a  T0un| 

The  byadnth'a  meek  bead. 

On  my  own  heart  I  lay 
The  weary  babe;  and  ■ealing  wHh  a  breath 
lU  eyea  of  love,  ter^  fairy  dreama,  bonnlh 
I  The  shadowing  liusloplaj. 
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1  come  with  mighti«r  thinftl 
Who  call*  DM  slant  1 — I  bava  man;  tonai — 
Tha  dafk  akUa  thrill  with  taw,  myaterioua  moant, 

Soma  on  m;  nrecping  winga. 

I  waft  tbam  not  alona 
Fnnn  the  deep  oigaii  ot  the  fonal  abadaa, 
Or  buiied  atreatu,  DDheaid  amidat  their  gbuba. 

Till  the  bright  daj  U  done; 

But  in  the  human  breaat 
A  thouaand  itill  amall  Toieea  1  awa^, 
Btnng,  in  their  aweeloeaa,  fiom  lh»  aool  to  rfuke 

The  mantla  of  ita  leaL 

I  bring  them  from  the  pait: 
Fran  true  heaita  broken,  gentle  tpiilM  torn, 
Fiom  cruahed  aObcUoni,  which,  ^ugh  long  o'er- 

Make  tbcii  tooea  hmd  at  Uit* 

1  bring  them  from  the  tomb ; 
O'er  tiie  aad  oouch  of  late  repentant  lo<re 
Thejp  pan — (hough  low  aa  mnrmuia  of  a  Jore — 

like  tnimpeta  through  the  gloom. 

I  eome  with  all  m;  tnin: 
Who  calls  me  lonelj  1— Hoata  aronnd  me  tnad, 
The  intmuel;  bright,  tba  beautifiil, — the  dead, — 

Phuitoou  or  heart  and  brain  ! 

LaakB  from  departed  eye« — 
The«  ace  m;  lightning*! — filled  with  anguiahvain, 
Ol  lendernesa  too  piercing  to  aiulain, 

They  anule  with  agoniea. 

I,  that  vrilh  loft  conlrol, 
Shut  the  dim  violet,  hiuh  Ihe  woodland  aong, 
1  am  the  nTenging  one '.  the  armed — (ha  atronj^ 

The  searcher  of  the  bouI  1 

1,  that  ihower  ilevrr  light 
Through  ilumbcTing  leavn,  bring  iIonDa! — the 

tempest-birth 
or  memory,  timught,  remone: — Be  holy,  earth  t 

I  am  the  aotemn  night  I* 


Vfimn  oT  n  O  umpBH^  la  Ibe  ggal  1 

Or  Jo  r*  Bod  H  lH«Ili,  like  aHlii,  acnu  hi  jb  rM  1 
cmuttlfanld. 

MtDNioBT,  and  nleaoe  deep  I 
The  air  i*  filled  with  ateep, 
With  the  itnun'awluaperiaitdliiedtioQ'a breath; 


The  filed  and  aolemn  atari 
Gleam  through  my  dungeon  baa — 
Wake,ruabiog  windal  thiabreeidnaacalmii death. 

Ye  wateh-firea  of  (he  ikiea  t 

The  atillaaaa  of  ;our  e;ea 
Looka  loo  intanaely  through  mj  tcoublad  aoul : 

I  feel  thia  weight  of  Teat 

An  eaith-load  on  my  breart — 
W«ka,nwhingwiada,aw»ka!  and,  dark  cloail<,Kai 

I  am  jonr  own,  your  child, 

O  ye,  the  fierce  and  wild 
And  Unglj  lempeats ! — will  je  not  aiisa  1 

Hear  the  bold  apirit^  Toiaa, 

That  knowa  not  to  rejoice 
But  in  tlw  peal  of  your  atrang  hajmoniea. 


And  dim  Calahiian  oiTea, 
And  flashing  torrenla,  I  have  been  your  leala; 

And  with  the  reeking  ptiea 

Of  the  olden  ApeDnioea, 
In  your  darit  path  atood  fearleaa  and  date : 

Your  hghtninga  wen  a*  loda, 

Thatamota  the  deep  abodes 
Ofthoughtand  *iaion — and  the  stream  guriiodftn; 

Come,  that  niy  aoul  again 

May  nrell  to  burnt  ita  chain — 
Bring  me  the  miuic  of  the  sweeping  sea ! 

Within  me  dwells  a  flame, 

An  eagle  csged  and  tame. 
Till  called  farth  by  the  harping  of  the  UbM) 

T^en  is  its  triumph's  hour. 

It  springe  to  suJJen  power, 
Aa  mounts  the  billow  o'er  the  qmrering  maat. 

Then,  than,  the  canvaaa  o'n, 

With  hurried  hand  I  pour 

The  lava-wivea  and  gusts  of  my  own  aonl ! 

Kindling  to  fiery  Ufe 
Dreams,  worlds,  of  pictured  strife ; — 
Wake,  ruahing  wioda,  awake !  and,  dark  dauda,  raQ 

Wake,  rise  t  the  reed  may  bend, 
The  ahireriug  leaf  desceod, 
The  lurest  bninch  gin  way  before  your  iid^ 
But  I,  your  strong  compeer. 
Call,  aommoo,  wait  you  bera, — 

nand  nlghtl 


ifiunH.    ■!ninHnpciiti]«i^>'iB7sLaBil,*ln*cto 

b;  lempau  and  dorkiH;  Ami  hj  ll^uiliif ;  n 
on  Ilia  mdunuln  wave,  nnd  agDln  submsr^ed  in 
■liTW  gf  MnuL"    During  as  ImintaioniMU  •^tnji 
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DEATH  AND  THE  WARRIOR. 

'  At,  Warrior,  um  t  uid  near  thy  plums 

On  ■  pTOdd  uh]  fearleas  brow  I 
I WQ  the  bwd  of  the  looelj  tomb. 

And  »  nughtin  one  thui  tboa  t 

"  Bid  thr  Mnl'i  la<r«  fueitell,  jamg  cinef. 

Bid  ber  ■  loni;  finiTeUI 
Like  the  moraing'a  dew  ihall  pui  that  grief — 

Thou  oooMt  wtth  roe  ta  dwell  I 

"  Th;  bufc  nuy  lurii  throDgfa  the  fbaniing  deep, 

Th;  iteed  o'er  the  bieei;  Mil ; 
But  thej  betr  Ibee  on  to  a  ptue  of  ikap, 

NemiT,  end  cold,  tutd  chill  1" 

"  Wm  the  Ttnoe  I  heard,  (Ay  Toce,  0  DeathT 

And  ii  th;  daj  ma  rwal1 
Then  on  the  field  ihall  my  life'i  lut  biMth 
Hingle  whh  lictmy'i  dieer  I 

'  BanDen  ihaU  float,  with  the  Inunpet'i  note. 

Above  me  ■■  I  die  I 
And  the  pabn  tne  wave  i/et  mj  mUe  gnn, 

Under  the  Syrian  aky. 

"  High  baacta  eball  bum  in  the  wpl  hoU, 

When  the  nnnAvl  namei  that  apot ; 
And  the  eye*  1  love  ahall  weep  my  fall,— 

Death,  Death  I  I  teai  the«  not  I" 
'Waniorl  tbon  beareat  a  haughty  beut ; 

But  1  eui  bend  iti  pride  I 
Bow  ahonldtf  thou  know  that  th;  aoal  will  p«il 

lo  the  boor  of  •idary'a  tide  t 
"  It  may  be  Ctf  fiiKD  thy  ated-cUd  handa. 

That  I  ahall  make  thee  mine ; 
It  nay  be  looe  on  the  deeert  aanda. 

When  men  bt  fonntune  i»ie  I 
"  It  may  be  deep  anudat  heaTy  ohaina, 

In  aome  ationg  Paynim  hold ; — 
I  b*Te  elow  dun  Mepe  and  lingering  puna, 

Wberewith  lo  tame  the  hotd't" 
"Deyh,  DeaUil  I  go  to  a  doom  tubli 

If  Ihie  indeed  mnrt  be; 
Bat  the  cniH  ie  bound  npon  my  bread, 

And  I  ma;  not  riirink  iiir  tbeel 
"  Soond,  clarion,  aoond  I— far  my  nwa  am  giran 

To  tba  eanae  t^  the  hiriy  ahrine ; 
I  bow  m;  aool  to  the  will  of  Heavei^ 

0  D«A  !-and  not  to  thin*  I" 


"  Thou  art  gone  hence  1"  oaaaang;  "OuKghtia 

Our  beaatiflil,  that  eeemed  too  much  onr  own, 
Ever  to  die. 

"Tboa  ait  gone  hence)— oar  jo;oaa  tuOi  amaQg 
Never  agun  to  pour  th;  aoul  in  eong. 

When  apring-flowen  nee  I 
Never  the  friend'*  familiar  Mep  lo  meet 
With  laving  langhter,  and  the  welcome  aweet 

Of  thy  glad  eye*." 

"Thou  ail  gone  homc^  gone  homeP'  then,  hi^ 

and  dear, 
Warbled  that  other  YiMce:  "  Thou  haM  no  teai 

Again  to  ihed. 
Never  to  fold  the  robe  o'er  aecret  pain, 
Never,  we^hed  down  by  Meatorj'i  ckwda,  again 

To  bow  th;  head. 


"Then  art  gone  home!  < 


I  early  etowned  aul 


Where  oonld  the  love  ot  that  deep  heart  find  reat 

With  aught  below  1 
Thon  moat  have  aecn  rich  dreaio  by  draun  decay 
AQ  the  bright  nw-learea  drop  from  Ule  awa;— 
Tbrioe  bleat  logo  I" 

Yet  righed  again  that  breeze-like  Voice  of  giie^ 
'  Thon  art  gone  hence  i  alae!  that  aught  aa  brief, 

So  loved  ihaold  be  I 
Thon  tak'at  out  aammer  henea  t—the  fiower,  tin 

e  muse  of  our  being,  all  in  one. 

Depart  with  thee  t 

"  Fair  Ibnd,  young  apirit,  moming  viAm  fied 
Cuiat  (Aou  be  of  the  dead,  the  awful  deadl 

The  dark  rnikoownl 
Yea  I  lo  the  dwelling  when  nu  fbotalepa  faD, 
Never  again  to  light  np  hearth  or  hall, 

Th;«roi)»iigoiwl" 


THE  TWO  VOICES. 
Two  Bolemn  t  .»MB,  in  a  funeral  Mriin 


"HodW,  tome.'"  once  more  th'  exnlting  ToiM 

"  Than  art  gone  home  I  tnn\  Ihat  divine  repeea 

Never  lo  roam  I 
•;  (arewdlilowaepin  vain, 
To  read  of  change.  In  eye*  beloved,  a^iin — 

Thon  art  gtne  home . 

B;  the  bi^t  waten  now  th;  kit  la  caal,- 
Joy  for  the^  happ;  fiiend  I  thy  but  hath  p««t 

The  rough  eeaW  darn  I 
Now  the  long  yeamingi  of  th;  aoul  are  atilled, 
Hone!  bamel— thy  poaM  la  won,  tbj  bean  ti 
filled. 

— TIwv  Hi|OMbMMp 
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THE  PARTINQ  SHIP. 

A  laHoInc  diip  dui  hxA  iIm  pUo 


Qo,  in  thj  glorr,  o'er  the  andent  Ka, 
Tak*  with  tbn  gtntle  windi  thj  nib  to  tnill : 

SnTuhine  and  joy  upon  tby  nreamen  be, — 
Fan  thea  well,  baik,  Arewell  1 

ProudI;  the  fluhinf  billow  thou  haat  cleft, 
Tbe  bceeiejet  IbUowithae  with  cb«r  and  wng ; 

Who  DOW  of  Btomu  hath  draam  or  memory  left  1 
And  yet  tbe  deep  i<  itrong ! 

Bat  go  thoa  triumptung,  while  ilill  the  Bmilca 
Of  lammeT  tremble  on  the  water*!  bruit ! 

Thoa  ahalt  be  gnfitad  by  a  thouwnd  ialei, 
In  long,  wild  t>eauty  dnat. 

To  thee  a  welcome,  breatliing  o'er  the  Me, 
The  genii  gnvet  of  Arahy  ihall  pour; 

Wavea  that  enfold  the  pearl  ihall  bathe  Uiy  aide. 
On  the  old  Indian  ihore. 

Oftatudl  the  ihadowof  the  palm-tree  lie 

O'er  gluey  bayi  wherein  thy  sail*  are  farted. 
And  it*  leBiree  whiiper,  ai  the  wind  iweep*  by, 

Talea  of  the  elder  worid. 

Oft  shall  tbe  burning  Man  of  Sonthem  ikiee. 
On  the  mid-oeean  Me  thee  chained  in  aleep, 

A  lonely  home  for  human  thoughla  and  tie*, 
Between  the  heavena  and  deep. 

Blae  aeti  ihatmUon  gorgeoua  a 
By  night  ehall  eparkle  when  tby  prow 


1^'fODi  hills  mdumwn,  in  mingled  joy  and  fear, 
Fna  dniky  tribea  iball  pour,  thy  flag  to  mark; 

Bteaanga  go  with  thee  on  thy  hnw  carter  I 
Hail,  and  &i«well,  thou  bark ! 

A  long  lanweD  I— Thoa  wilt  not  bring  oi  back, 
AllwhomthaubeaTeetfarftom  home  and  hearth. 

Many  are  thine,  whoaa  atepa  no  men  ihall  track 
Their  own  rweet  Dati*e  earth  1 

Dome  wih  thon  leaTo  beneath  the  |ilantain'i  ifaade, 
When  throogh  the  Gitiagg  Indian  lum  look 

bunia.  Id  the  mowi  oT  wintiy  pegioni  laid, 
Bt  toe  ccdd  Qottben  light. 


And  aDme,  far  down  below  the  KniDding  waie, — 
Still  ihall  they  lie,  thoagh  tempeata  o'er  tbem 

Neter  may  flower  be  rtrewn  attore  their  grave 
Nerer  nuy  nater  weep  t 


On  our  glad  aight  no  more  perchance  may 
Vel  Ood  alike  ia  in  the  calm  and  itorm— 
Fan  thee  welt,  bark  I  fanwelll 


THE  LAST  TREE  OP  THE  FOREST. 
Wtii(F£it,  thou  Tree,  thou  loitely  Tree, 

One,  where  a  thouiand  ilood  I 
Well  might  proud  tales  be  told  by  thee, 

Lait  of  tbe  aolemu  wood  I 

Dwella  there  no  voice  anudit  Ihy  boughi. 

With  leaves  yet  darkly  greenl 
SliUnesi  i*  round,  and  noontide  glowi — 

Tell  us  what  thou  host  seen. 

"  1  hate  eren  the  Ihreet  ihadowi  He 

Where  men  now  mp  the  com ; 
I  have  seen  tbe  kingly  chaia  nub  by 

Through  tlw  deep  glades  at  mom. 

"  With  the  glance  of  many  a  gallant  spear. 

And  the  wafe  of  mvny  a  plume, 
And  llie  lioundiii);  ofa  hundred  deer. 

It  hatii  lit  the  woodland's  gtoom. 

"  I  have  seen  ILe  knight  and  hie  train  ride  {<u(, 

With  his  tunner  borne  on  high ; 
O'er  all  my  leaves  then  was  brightness  caM 

From  his  gleaming  panoply. 

"  Tbe  Pilgrim  at  my  tect  hath  laid 
Hit  palm  branch  'midst  (be  flowera, 

And  told  bis  beads,  and  meekly  prayed, 
Kneeling,  at  veiper-houra. 

"  And  (be  merry-men  of  wild  and  glen,     * 

In  the  green  array  tliey  wore. 
Have  feasted  here  with  the  nd  wine's  cbear. 

And  the  hunter's  stHig  of  jot*. 

"  And  the  minstrel,  testing  in  my  shad^ 

Uath  made  the  foreel  ring 
With  the  lordly  tales  of  the  high  Craade, 

Once  loved  by  chief  and  king. 


That  walked  tlw  earth  of  old ; 
Tbe  soft  wuid  halh  a  monmAil  loDe, 
The  ttmoy  liglit  kwki  ooUL 


.  „Gooj^lf 


■"rhan  U  no  gkn?  left  u*  now, 

lake  tba  gloi;  wilh  the  JeiJ : — 
1  woukl  that  when  the;  alumber  low 

M  J  lateM  leiTes  were  ibed  I" 
Obi  tboa  deric  Tree,  tboo  biie.j  Tret 

That  iDoumeetlbr  the  put! 
A  peuant'i  banw  in  tity  ihadn  I  aee, 

Embowered  from  eTer;  bUet. 
A  loiel;  u>d  ■  mirlliful  soand 

Of  laughter  meeti  mine  ear ; 
For  the  poot  nwD'e  cbiUliVK  ipoit  uoqnil 

On  the  turf,  with  nought  to  fear. 
And  RUM  tend  that  c&bin'i  wall 

A  hapF?  HUnuner-glaw ; 
Anil  the  open  door  (tandi  free  to  all 

Fol  it  l«cl[«  out  of  a  foe. 
And  the  Tillags  betla  an  on  the  breeze, 

That  atin  th;  leaf,  daik  Tree  I 
Bow  can  I  nuurti,  'midit  thing)  like  theee. 

For  the  itonnj  past,  with  iheet 


THE  STREAMS. 


hi  bcanl^,  and  Iha  majMr, 


Tbaj  h*an>lDn§arliiLlH  faith  or hoiYBn, 
Bui  Hill  (IH  haan  dob  DBid  ■  iuifuufi  I 


Vc  bare  been  holy,  O  ronnta  and  floodal 
Ve  of  the  ancient  and  aolemn  woodi, 
Ye  that  an  born  of  the  Talleji  deep, 
With  the  witer-flowere  on  your  breaat  adeop, 
And  y«  that  guah  from  the  aoonding  caTe*— 
Hallowed  have  been  your  wavei. 

Hallowed  by  nun,  and  hiadreamaof  old. 
Unto  twingi  not  of  thU  mortal  mould 
ViewItM,  and  dealhlew,  and  wondroui  powen, 
Wboae  wuee  he  heard  in  hia  lonely  houn, 
And  Bought  with  iti  fancied  aounJ  to  aliil 
The  heart  euth  eould  nut  filL 

Tbenfbrethe  flowvre  of  bright  amninera  ^oiMj 
O'er  your  aweet  walen,  jv  etreami  I  were  thrown 
TbouMnd  of  gifta,  to  the  iunny  aea 
HaT«  ye  awept  along  in  your  wanderings  free, 
And  thriBed  lo  the  murmur  of  many  a  tow— 
When  all  iiailenltww! 

Not  Knna  it  A«ngo  that  the  heart  hath  been 
Bo  linked  in  hrre  loyonr  nuTgioa  green; 
That  Mill,  though  rained,  your  culy  atuinee 
In  bewxy  glean  Ihnmgh  the  axithani  linM 


For  the  lanliot  ecene*  of  the  glowing  earth. 
An  thoee,  bright  ilrnniil  when  your  apilngf 
bavelHrthi 

Whether  their  cavemed  mormur  filtf, 
With  a  lone  of  plaint  (be  hollaw  hill*, 
Or  the  glad  aweet  laugh  of  their  healthful  flow 
Is  beard  'midit  the  hamlela  low. 

Or  whether  ye  gladilen  the  dewit-nndi, 
With  a  joyoua  muaic  to  Pilgrim  banda, 
And  a  flaih  fmn  under  aome  ancienl  rock. 
Where  a  ahepherd-king  nnght  have  watched  hi* 

flock, 
Where  a  few  lone  pelm-tTee*  fift  their  heada, 
And  a  green  Acada  apteada. 

Or  whether,  in  bright  old  land*  renowned, 
The  laonli  thrill  lo  your  firel-bom  nund, 
Arul  the  ahadow,  flung  from  the  Grecian  piita, 
Sweepa  with  the  breeie  o'er  your  gleaming  fine. 
And  tho  tall  reed*  whisper  lo  your  WBTei 
Be«de  heroic  gravn. 

Vdce*  and  lights  of  the  lonely  place  ', 
"_  the  fieahait  ftm  your  path  we  trace ; 
By  the  brightest  cup*  on  the  emerald  moM, 
Wboae  fairy  goblets  the  turf  eiuboaa, 
By  the  [ainbow-glandng  of  insei^wing*. 
In  a  thounnd  maiy  lingi. 

There  sack*  the  bee,  for  the  richeat  floweic 
Are  all  yotir  oxsn  through  tba  ■onunei-huun . 

There  the  proud  stag  his  fair  image  know*, 
Traced  on  your  glai*  beneath  alder-boughs, 
And  the  Halcyon's  breast,  like  the  >kie*  arrayed, 
Gleaina  through  the  wiUow-ehado. 

But  the  wild  sweet  tales,  that  with  elve*  and  fay* 
Peopled  year  bank*  in  ohlen  days, 
And  the  memory  left  by  departed  love, 
To  your  antiqua  founts  in  glen  and  grore. 
And  the  gtoiy  bom  of  the  poet's  dreams — 

7^k«*B  an  your  charms,  bright  ■tceains 

Now  is  the  time  of  your  Bowery  riles, 
Qone  by  with  Its  dancea  and  young  delights: 
From  your  marble  nms  ye  have  bunt  away. 
From  yonr  cbapel-cells  lo  the  laughing  day ; 
Low  lie  your  altar*  with  moas  o'ergrown, 
— And  the  wooda  again  are  one. 

Yet  holy  rtill  be  yoiu  Unng  apringis 
Haunt*  of  all  gentle  and  gtadsome  thing*. 
Holy,  to  cwiterae  with  nature'*  kire, 
Thai  ^vea  tb*  worn  aidril  It*  youth  once  room. 
And  to  dlent  tbooghl*  of  lb*  loie  dirine. 
Making  the  heart  •  thiiiMl 
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THE  VOICE  OF  THE  WIND. 


Oh  I  many  I  voice  ii  thioe,  Ukmi  Wind  I  full  man; 

&  voica  U  thine, 
From  ererj  tcent  thj  wing  o'enweepi  thoa  bear- 

eit  >  «aTiil  uid  age  j 
A  mtnitrel  wild  and  (11002  '^u  *^  "il^  ■  mu- 

teiy  ill  thiuB  own. 
And  thaipiril  ii  thy  hup,  O  Wind!  that  gina 

the  uinreiing  lone. 

ThoQ  haM  been  aooii  md  fielda  of  wat,  wtken 

ahivered  betmeU  lie, 
And  thon  bringest  thence  the  thrilling  note  of  a 

ctuioD  in  the  ikj; 
A  nuUing  of  pmod  bannar-iblda,  a  peaJ  of  Moim; 

All  tbeae  aie  in  th;  nmne  met,  u  when  a  loaiW 


MANS'  WORKS. 

TIhm  ait  come  finm  long- fonakm  bnnei,  wImA 

ouryoong  days  flew, 
Thon  ha*t  ftmnd  aweet  vcaeea  Bngering  there,  Ow 

loTcd,  ibe  kind,  the  brne; 
Thou  oallcrt  back  tboaa  melailNi,  thei^b  dm*  all 

changed  and  fled,— 

HiU,  be  Ml,  and  hannl  ua  not  with  mttie 

from  Ibe  deadi 


Are  all  these  tnce*  in  thee,  wild  Wiodl  IbMB 
minjnolninfAee? 
in  our  own  unfathomed  aoub  their  Ibnnt  mint 

Yea  I    buried,   but    Dn»lea|iba    then   TboopK 

'alchea.  Memory  liea, 
Prom  whoae  Jeep   urn    the  tonta  ais  mmi, 
llirough  alt  Eaitb'a  hannonies. 


Thoa  halt  been  o'er  aoUtaiy  nai,  and  from  Ihrir 

wutea  brooght  back 
Each  noiae  of  waten  that  awoke  in  the  myatery  of 

thy  track; 
The  chime  of  low  Kift  aoothem  wuiea  mi  aome 

greeo  palmy  ihore. 
The  hollaw  loU  of  diatant  lorge;  the  gathered  Inl- 


Thoa  alt  come  fhnn  fbreata  dark  and  deep,  tboa 

mighty  mihing  Wmdl 
And  thon  bearcat  all  their  Dninni  in  one  AiU  awell 


THE  VIGIL  OP  ARMS.* 

A  BOONDma  atepwaa  heard  by  nij^t 

In  a  church  where  the  mighty  dept, 
Ai  a  mail-clad  jo«h,  till  noming'i  light, 

Midat  (he  tomba  hii  ligil  kept 
He  walked  in  dreaniB  of  power  and  fanw. 

He  lifted  a  proud,  bright  eye, 

or  the  houn  were  few  that  withheld  hii  r»i-a 

From  tJte  roll  ofchiiilry. 


The  reftleea  pinea,  the  moaning 

IhingB  and  free, 
Of  the  dim  old  aonnding  wilderneia,  have  lent 

tfaor  aoul  to  thee. 

Thou  art  come  from  citiei  lighted  Dp  fiii  ttw  coi 

queior  pairing  by, 
Tbou  ait  wafting  from  their  itraMa  a  aound  i 

haughty  lerelry; 
The  rolling  of  triumphant  wheels  the  harping!  i 

the  hall. 
The  far-off  dioot  of  multitude*,  an  in  thy  liaa  and 

M. 

Tbou  art  coma  from  kingly  timba  and  ahrinn, 

lioin  ancient  minalen  laM, 
Throagh  the  dark  aitles  of  a  ihonaand  yean  &j 

Imuty  wing  bath  paawd ; 
TLno  oaat  caught  the  antbam'a  laUowy  awell,  the 

atately  dirge'i  lone, 
Ifm      


Down  the  moon-lit  airiea  he  paoad  alnia. 

With  a  fr«e  and  atately  tread ; 
And  the  floor  gaira  baiA  a  muffled  lone 

From  the  coochea  of  tba  dead  : 
The  nlent  many  that  round  him  lay, 

The  crowned  and  helmed  that  wen 
The  hangfaty  chieft  of  tba  war-amy— ' 

Each  in  hia  aepulohral 

But  no  dim  warning  of  time  or  fate 

That  youlh'i  fluahed  hopes  could  chBl, 
He  mored  through  tbo  tropliioa  of  buried  atata 

With  each  proud  pulse  throbbing  atilL 
He  heard,  a*  the  wind  through  the  chancel  ma 

A  awell  of  the  tnimpet'a  breath ; 
He  kuked  to  the  banner*  on  high  that  htuig 

*-'  ~*  to  Ibe  dnat  beneath.  ' 

And  a  royal  aasqneof  iplendoUTiwmed 
Before  him  to  unftdd; 

Through  the  aolamn  atches  on  it  etieamed, 
With  many  a  gleim  of  goki : 


tately  ^rge  a  lone,  '»  wmkuu  ra  knlgdthinJ  m  mjar  (ha  |,,,an, 

chief,  with  iwoea,  and  ahiaU,  ud  behn,  ta'^^^'"^^:^  "'""^'"'^  ""  '""«™><».  in  a 
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TbM*  «eM  CTMtcd  kmgfat,  umI  gargpaoM  du 

QUnenng  ithwut  Ui«  gloom, 
And  be  followo],  till  hw  boM  «lep  cum 

To  bk  mnfoT-fither^  Umlk 

But  there  the  (till  ind  ^sdony  might 

Of  the  monumaital  itane, 
And  the  boly  clHip  of  the  coA  lunp'i  light, 

Tbu  om  ill  quiet  ■bona, 
And  the  image  oTthkt  lira,  who  died 

In  hi*  Doond*;  of  rsiMva — 
Tlute  had  ■  pomr  Dnio  wUch  the  pride 

Of  flfrji  life  bowed  down. 

And  a  q«rit  litiffl  hia  eail;  jtm 

Ceme  beck  o'er  hit  tbou^ta  to  more, 
fin  bi*  eje  wu  filkd  with  memory'i  taan, 

And  hit  haeit  with  childbood'i  knel 
And  Ike  looked,  with  ■  clunge  in  hie  eofUoiiv 
gUnee, 

To  the  MmtovTo'er  the  gn*e,— 
For  there  the;  ban;,  the  ihidd  and  lance. 

And  tha  gauntlet  of  the  bnjt. 

And  the  nmd  of  many  a  field  wia  there, 

'With  it*  crov  for  lb*  honi  of  need, 
When  the  knight'a  bold  war-ciy  halh  Mil 

And  the  apear  is  a  broken  reed  I 
— Huabi  did  a  biwaa  UiroDgh  the  armour  ai 

Did  ttu  foUa  of  (he  banner  ehakel 
Not  aal — from  the  tomb's  dark  mjiterf 

There  eeeintd  a  tuoe  to  breaki 

He  had  heard  that  vuce  t»d  dariona  blow, 

He  had  caoght  ila  lutbleving'a  breilh,— 
"Twaa  the  nme — but  ita  awfbl  iweetnesa  no 

Had  an  under  torn  of  death! 
And  it  nid, — "  The  aword  hath  conqnered  king*, 

And  the  tfeti  throDgfa  realmi  hath  pawed; 
But  the  croaa,  aknM.Df  all  then  Ibioga, 

tlight  aid  me  at  the  laM." 


THE  HEART  OF  BRUCE  IN  MELB03E 


HuKT  t  that  didat  pre**  forward  dill,* 
Where  the  tranipel'a  itote  rang  ahrill, 
Where  the  knightlj  awonl*  were  croini 
And  the  plumes  like  aea-f»am  loaang, 
Leader  of  As  ebargmg  apear, 
n»7  heart  1 — and  licatthoa  hen? 
tl»y  this  narrow  ipot  Inorn 
Anght  that  10  eouU  beat  and  hntnl 


Heart  1  that  lovedft  the  clarion's  blaa^ 
Silent  is  tbj  place  at  last ; 
Silent,— aare  when  earl;  bin) 
Sinp  where  once  the  maae  was  heard ; 
Silent— aava  when  breoe's  moaD 
Come*  through  Bowen  or  fretted  atone ; 
And  the  <rild-roae  nave*  around  thee, 
And  the  long  dark  graas  hath  bound  iber,- 
— Sleep's!  thon,  as  ibe  iwain  n^bt  aleep, 
In  this  nameks*  valley  deep? 

No  1  brave  heart  '—though  «otd  and  Imm     ^ 
Einglj  power  is  jet  thirte  own  t 
Fed  1  not  thy  spirit  brood 
Cer  the  whispering  lolitude  1 
l4>'.  atone  high  thought  of  thec^ 
Fast  they  rise,  (he  boM,  the  fnwi, 
Sweeping  past  thy  lowly  bed, 
With  a  iDUlc,  yet  lUtciy  tread, 
Shedding  their  pale  armour'*  fighl 
Forth  upon  the  breathleaa  mghL, 
Bending  every  warlike  plume 
Id  the  prayer  o'er  aaiiflly  tonUiL 

Is  the  noble  Douglaa  nigh, 
AnMd  to  fallow  thee,  or  dw  1 
Now,  true  heart,  as  thoa  wert  wont, 
Paaa  thoa  to  the  peiil'e  front  I 
AVhere  the  banner-spear  ia  gleaming. 
And  the  batde's  red  wine  streaming. 
Till  the  Faynim  quail  befbre  theo, 
"nil  the  cross  wave  proudly  o'er  thee ; — 
— Dreamal  the  falling  of  a  leaf 
Wioi  me  ftoDi  their  splendours  bfief ; 
Dreams,  yet  bright  ones  t  acorn  them  iM, 
Thou  (hat  aeek'st  tbe  holy  spot ; 
Nor,  aioiJst  it*  Inue  doouin, 
Call  tlie  lailh  in  retica  vain  1 


NATURE'S  FAREWELL. 


nm  rude  Ibilb  IVoai  bis  childhood's  home, 
Through  the  crowded  paths  of  tbe  world  to  roan, 
And  tbe  gnen  leaves  whispered,  as  he  passed, 
"  Wherefore,  thou  dreamer,  away  so  fast  1 

iw'st  thoa  with  what  thou  art  parting  hers, 
Lcoig  wouldst  thou  linger  in  daunt  and  fear; 
Thy  bearf  a  light  laughter,  thy  sunny  hoars. 
Thou  hast  left  in  our  shades  with  the  q^lng'swU 


"  Under  the  arch  by  our  mingling  madi^ 
Thou  and  thy  brother  have  gaily  played  ; 
Te  may  meet  again  where  ye  roved  «f  yet*. 


Go.K^lc 


s» 


MRS.  HBMANS'  WORKS. 


On  Mda  tlw  yontli— unl  the  bvogh*  unong, 
Thn*  the  fraebiiJ*o'«r  hi>pathw>;MiDg: 
"  Wtwnfbn  lo  fait  onto  Bib  nw&yi 
Ttioaut  kaTing&tanrlhy  jojriaoor  kyl 

"  Tbcarnkjit  ODBM  to  the  nnunra  woodi  igun, 
And  thj  hnit  htre  no  echo  to  greet  ttMl  Mnia  ; 
Abr  from  the  fotuge  it*  Iotb  will  dwell — 
A  change  moit  ftmo'tt  thee — biewdl,  lanwdl  1" 

On  rode  the  joalh : — uid  the  ftmnte  and  ftieam 
Thai  nUDgled  a  mice  with  hii  jo/om  dreanH : 
— "  We  han  been  th;  idajmalee  Ihroagh  many  ■ 

daj. 
WbenfbtethiulanaDil— «hl  TetdeUjI 

"Lulenbutanee  tolhediandofoiu  mirth  I 
For  thee  "t  i>  a  melody  pauing  li-ani  eartlL 
Neret  again  wilt  thou  find  in  iti  flow, 
The  peace  it  could  once  on  thy  heart  beetow. 

"  T^  wih  rait  the  Kenea  of  th;  childhood'!  glae, 
With  the  bnath  of  the  world  on  th;  apirit  liree ; 
PaaMon  and  aorrow  ita  depth  will  have  atirred, 
And  the  Hugiog  of  wUera  be  vainly  beard. 

"  Thoa  will  bear  in  our  gladionw  laugh  no  put — 
What  (honld  it  do  for  a  banitng  heart  1 
Thoa  witt  bring  to  the  banki  of  our  fresheit  rill, 
TbinI  which  no  bontain  on  earth  may  attlL 

"Famwdlf— when  thou  coowat  again  to  thine  own, 
Tbon  will  mua  Itoid  our  monc  ita  lovdieit  tone ; 
Mournfully  tine  ia  the  tale  we  tell- 
Yet  on,  iaj  dreamer !  farewell,  ftiewell  t** 

Aitd  aaomethinjofgloomoo  hie  apirit  weighed, 
A>  he  caught  the  lul  eound*  of  hia  native  (bade ; 
Bat  be  knew  not,  till  many  a  bright  spell  broke. 
Bow  deep  were  the  ondea  Nature  apdte  I 


THE  BEINas  OF  THE  MIND. 

■nubtlnp'^ilie  mind  an  iu(arcli;ri 


Anl  mon  bUntBl  ulruu ;  Ihu  which  Fi 
ProtUMu  10 diUt Uli^  Irihii our Kue 
Ofnunil  bmtige. 


lyuui  to  me  with  your  triutnphi  and  your-woe*, 
Ye  ibrma,  to  lite  by  glonoua  poeta  brought ! 

1  dt  al<Hie  with  flower*  and  vemRl  boughi, 
In  the  deep  ahadowof  a  voiceleaa  thought; 

'MUat  the  glad  muaio  of  the  spring  alone, 

AndaoTTawfiil  lor  vidona  that  an  gonel 


With  life,  and  love,  and  many  «  barranj  wurd, 
That  bunt*  from  grief,  bke  lightning  Imn  a 


Come  to  me !  tidt  my  dim  haunt ! — the  aound 
Of  hidden  ipiiDga  is  in  the  graea  beneaUb ; 

The  stock -dove'a  note  above ;  and  all  umind, 
The  poe^r  that  with  the  violet'e  breath 

Floalilbrough  the  air,  in  rich  and  sudden  stnam^ 

Mingling,  like  mudc,  with  the  aonl'a  deep  dieama. 

Friends,  friends ! — for  such  to  my  Ime  heart  ye 

Unchanging  onea!  from  whoeeimmoild  eyes 
The  glory  mdta  not  w  a  waning  star, 

And  the  aweet  kindneaa  never,  never  dies ; 
Bright  ehOdren  of  the  bard  I  o'er  this  green  ddt 
Paat  once  again,  and  light  it  withyoncapdll 

Imogen !  fair  Ftdde  t  meekly  blending 

In  pkiieal  grief, "  a  amtling  with  a  aigh  ;"* 

ndthon,  Conlelial  faithful  daughter,  tending 

That  aire,  an  outcast  la  tbs  billet  Ay ; 

Thtvoflheaoftlow  v(nce!— thou  art  not  gonel 

8liU  breathes  for  me  its  faint  and  flnla-like  Iodb, 

And  come  to  met — sing  me  Iby  willow-drain, 
Sweet  Desdemona!  with  the  sad  anrpiiae 

In  thy  beseeching  glance,  where  niU,  though  vain, 
Undimmed,  unquenchable  sfFection  liea ; 

Come,  bowing  thy  young  head  to  wrong  and  scom, 

Aj  a  frail  hyacinth,  by  showers  o'erlrarne. 

And  then,  too,  fair  Ophelia!  Sowers  we  hen. 
That  well  might  win  thy  footsteps  to  the  qut— 

Pale  cowslips,  meet  lor  maiden's  eaily  tier, 
And  paneiea  for  sad  thoughli,t — but  needed  null 

Come  with  thy  wreaths,  and  sU  the  love  and  light 

In  Ihal  wild  eye  still  tremulously  bright. 

And  Jnliot,  vision  of  the  south  I  enshrining 
All  gifts  that  unto  ita  rioh  heaven  belong 

The  glow,  the  sweetneaa,  in  its  rose  combining, 

Tbe  soul  its  nightingales  pour  forth  in  aong  I 

Thoa,  making  death  deep  joy! — but  couidsf  thoa 

diel 
No!— thy  young  love  hath  immartality  I 

From  earth's  bright  bcea  fade*  the  S^i  of  room, 
From  earth's  glad  voicee  drop*  the  joyous  tone ; 

But  ye,  the  children  of  the  soul,  were  bom 
Deathless,  and  for  undying  love  alone; 

And,  oh !  ye  beautiful  1  "I  ia  wefl,  how  weD, 

In  the  Boul's  worid,  with  yon,  where  change  is  not, 
to  dwell  t 
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THE  LYRE'S  LAMENT. 

Alufilrrahanf  bunnpnlngoTitie  iMt,Mil|>n  Ibnli 


A  DEEi^TONFD  LjM  honf  inamonng 

To  the  wild  wind  of  the  «»; 
"  O  nMluiebolj  winJ,"  it  aigtwJ, 

■'  Wh*l  noulj  thy  brulh  with  m«1 

"  Than  camt  not  mke  tba  ipiiil 

That  in  iw  tlumbering  liea, 
Thou  rtrilteM  not  Torth  tb'  electric  fire 

Of  buried  melodiee. 

**  Wind  of  the  duk  eek-iralcn  I 

Tboo  doit  b<tf  raeep  m;  atring* 
Into  wild  goat*  of  [DoamAihieei, 

Willi  tbe  imhin^  of  th  j  winge. 

"  But  the  apell— the  gill— the  lightniog— 

Within  my  (rune  coaceelfd, 
Mut  I  iDoalder  on  tbe  nick  away, 

With  ttieii  triumphii  uiuercaled  1 

"  1  have  power,  high  power,  for  freBlam 

To  wake  the  burning  loul  I 
I  have  BouDde  that  through  the  ancient  hllli 

like  a  (orrcnt'i  voice  might  roll. 

"I  banpeeJiagDoteeof  Tidory 
That  might  welcome  kinga  Jrooi  war; 

I  hate  rich  deep  tone*  to  tai  Ibe  wail 
For  a  bero'e  death  afar. 

"  I  haro  cbofda  to  fift  the  pnan 

Fiom  the  temple  to  the  akj. 
Full  a*  the  fcmt-uniiona 

When  (Weeping  windi  are  high. 

"  And  Lore— for  Lore'a  lone  earmw 

I  baTe  aooente  that  might  eweH 
Through  the  aommer  air  wilh  the  roee'a  breath, 

Or  tbe  fblet'i  faiot  fonwell : 

"  Soft — ■piritnil — moamful — 

Sigh*  in  each  note  enihrinaJ— 
Bat  who  riiall  call  that  eweetneae  (nth  1 

Tlum  eanat  not,  ooeait-wind  1 

"  I  paw  without  my  glory, 

Forgotten  I  decay — 
Where  ia  the  tooch  trrgive  me  lifet 
WilJ  fitful  wind,  away  I" 

So  alghed  the  bnken  mude 

That  in  gtadnen  had  no  part 
How  like  art  thou,  ntglacted  Lyre^ 

To  uanT  ■  human  heart ', 


TASSO'S  CORONATION.' 

,  rn>«noCTkur7l  airliunphalBog* 

Hi  I  call  nne  frlartd,  ofion  whns  ^iying  heut 
litiittij  ormaiAj  aimlj  rinkiornt: 

our  Uw  Ian  pcij«r  for  morvl  CL^ocif  I 


;e  ie  in  tbD  akj-,  in  tbe  gloriooi 
Roman  sky, 
Wbow  dome  hath  rang,  ao  many  an  age,  to  the 

loice  of  liclory ; 
There  ii  ciowiling  to  the  eapilol,  the  imperial 

iroT  imnt  be  crowned, — a  kiogly 


Yet  hia  chariot  lingers, 
Yet  around  his  home 
Broods  a  shadow  ailcnlly, 
'Mtdrtthejoy  oTRonw. 


A  (hoDMiDd  thousand  Inurcl  Iioughs  a 
wide  and  lar, 
shell  out  thcii  triutaphat  gleams  around  his 

A  thousand  haunts  of  olJen  gods  hare  given  their 

wealth  of  flonera, 
To  scatliT  o'er  his  path  of  fame  bright  hnM  In 

Peace !  willun  his  chamber 

Low  the  n^ghly  licaj 

With  a  daud  of  dreams  on  his  noble  brow. 

And  a  wanJuing  in  his  eyes. 

Sing,)ing  rarbiai,the  lord  of  song,  fur  him,  whose 

rushing  strain 
In  mastery  o'er  tbe  iiHrit  aweepa,  like  a  Mreng 

wind  o'er  iba  main  1 
Whose  Tuce  IWea  deep  in  boraing  hearts,  for  em 

there  to  dwell, 
As  AiTI-tonrd  oraclea  are  shrined  in  a  temple's  ho-. 

lieatcell. 


A  lofl  nd  ffliMrers  chant 
For  a  soul  about  to  gol 

■un,  tbenui  of  Italy  is  penring  o'er  hli  way, 
Where  llie  old  three  hnadrad  triumphs  nwved,  a 

doodof  gdden  day, 
Streaming  throagh  every  haugb^  arch  of  the  C« 
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Shot  the  pnaJ  brigbt  luiiihiiM 
From  the  bding  aigbtl 
Thers  ueeih  no  ny  b^  the  bed  of  death, 
Sftve  the  hoi  J  tapet'i  light 
Th»  Y^fih  JM  tirined,-^be  wtj  i>  iliewn— tlu 

hmHy  lr»in  ats  met — 
The  Kieeti  &re  hung  with  coroiitll — why  it*;* 

the  niiutiBljetl 
Shoutl  u  ID  ana;  ihouti  in  joy  uooiul  ft  Tojil 

Bring  forth  the  bud  of  cMnhy,  the  bud  of  loi 
end  grief  I 

Silence!  G»th  we  bring  him, 

In  hie  lut  4inj ; 

From  lore  ind  grief  the  freed,  the  Sown — 

W«y  for  the  bier — nuke  w»y! 


THE  BETTER  LAND. 
"  I  hear  thee  ipeak  of  the  better  lend, 
TboD  caOot  it*  children  a  happy  band ; 
Molhert  oh  where  iitbal  radiant  >boie1 
Sbill  we  not  nek  it,  «nd  weep  no  more  1 
li  it  where  llie  flown  of  the  orango  bIow>, 
And   the   flre-flua  glance   through  the   myrtle 
boughs  r 

— "  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child '" 

"  U  it  whars  the  feathery  piim-trees  riie. 
And  the  dale  giowa  ripe  under  annny  ekinl 
Or  'midat  the  green  Blanda  ofgUttering  aeae, 
Where  ftagrant  foreeti  perfume  the  broeie, 
And  itnuige,  blight  birdi,  on  their  itarry  winge^ 
Bew  the  rich  buea  of  all  glorioui  thiDgsl" 

— "  Not  there,  not  there,  my  chitdl" 

"  I>  tl  ta  away,  in  aoma  region  old, 
When  the  riven  wander  o'er  aandt  of  gdd  1 — 
Where  the  bnming  rayi  of  the  niby  ahine. 
And  the  diamond  lighla  up  the  eeoret  nune, 
Andthe-peailgleana  forth  &mn  the  anal  Btrandl — 
la  it  there,  iweet  mother,  that  better  hndl'' 

— "  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child !" 
"  Eye  hsth  not  aeen  it,  my  gentle  boy  I 
Eal  nata  not  heard  U*  deep  aonga  of  joy; 
Dnami  can  not  picture  a  world  so  fair — 
Rorrow  and  ieati\  tnay  not  enter  there; 
Time  dolh  not  breathe  oo  il*  (adaleaa  bloom, 
'   Far  beyottd  the  douda,  and  beyond  the  tomb, 

— It  is  there,  it  ia  there,  my  child  1" 


THE  WOUNDED  EAGLE. 

EIaolb!  tlui  ia  not  thy  sptkerel 
WamoibirdI  what  aeekiKt  thou  betel 
Wherefore  by  the  fountain'!  brink 
Deththf  royal  Fuuon  dnki 


Wherefore  on  the  wiel'a  bed 
Layeat  Ihou  thoa  thy  drooping  headt 
Thou,  that  hold'it  the  blaft  in  scorn, 
Tbon,  that  wear'st  Ibe  wing*  of  aMml 

Eagle!  wilt  thou  not  arisel 
Look  upon  thine  own  bright  ekies! 
Lift  thy  glance  I  the  fiery  ran 
TIktb  his  pride  of  place  hath  won  1 
And  the  mountain  lark  is  there. 
And  sweet  sound  hath  filled  the  air; 
Hatf  thou  left  Ihal  realm  on  bight 
Ohl  U  can  be  but  to  die! 

Eagle,  Eagle!  thou  bait  bowed 
From  thine  emjHre  o'er  the  cloud ! 
Thou  that  badat  ethereal  birth, 
Thou  hast  stooped  too  near  ^e  earth. 
And  the  hunter's  shaft  bath  flMind  thee, 
And  the  toils  of  death  ha>e  hound  Ihea  I 
— Wherefore  didst  ttiou  leaTe  thy  places 
Creature  of  a  kingly  race  7 

Wert  thou  weary  of  thy  throne  T 
Was  the  sky's  dominion  lonel 
Chill  and  knie  it  well  might  be. 
Yet  that  mighty  wing  wai  free! 
Now  the  chain  is  o'er  il  oast, 
From  ihy  heart  the  blood  flows  ftat, 
— Wo  tor  gifted  souls  and  high ! 
Is  not  iuch  ikeir  deetinyl 


SADNEoS  AND  MIRTH 

Ka7  ihaK,  WW  Bb  of  DiMtnbed  1bii(I>« 
Alhmn  ttaa  gknnj  uaxofTnumin^ 
Aillhsi  lawend  dTIih,  n  kuiilj  caal, 


Dkbllhi 


Oh]  DMhlnfWwigsJ 


WlDglog  the  air  bensslh  ssms  msilij  doall. 
In  Uh  wniwd  gllinpH  ofs  utsdilsd  dsj, 
ShiTK  \a  ■ttiiry  brlghUH) 
Or  biKnun'i  oar,  m  rlTld  ]l|tiudn|  ilah 
In  dw  blot  glesin,  Ihd  Hka  a  ipiril^  palh, 
TlBCki  ihsidll  wauisiiraaiiH  BiIleB  laksl 

O,  gnnlo  friend  I 
Chlda  iu>  ter  ninh,  wt»  jmrrikr  »■  ^ 

Ys  met  at  the  stately  feasts  of  old. 

Where  the  bright  wine  foamed  oror  scDlptand 

Sadness  and  Mirth ! — ye  were  mingled  then 
With  the  sound  of  the  lym  in  the  soenled  air ; 
Ae  the  cloud  and  the  lightning  are  blent  on  high, 
Ye  mixed  in  the  gorgeous  rerelry. 

For  there  hnng  o'er  the  banquets  of  yoie  •  glooav 
A  thoivhl  and  a  diadoirof  tiM  tomb: 


,  GoeK^Ic 
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M  g*Tg  lo  tbe  flni^nolM  ui  Duder-low^ 

To  the  ron  a  cokmring  not  iU  own. 

To  tbc  bn&th  of  the  myrtle  ■  nraarnrul  power— 

Skdneai  uid  Minhl  ye  had  eich  youc  dowal 

Ya  met  when  tlte  triumph  ewept  proodly  Vi 
Witii  the  Roman  eagin  throagh  the  ekyl 
1  know  that  e'en  then,  in  hie  hour  of  pride, 
The  nul  of  the  migl^ty  within  him  died ; 
That  a  void  in  bia  bosom  lay  diriily  etitl, 
Which  the  miuic  of  victory  might  never  fill  t 

Tbo«  wert  then,  oh  t  Miith!  (wellhigoD  the  ebout, 
Till  tlie  tempka,  hke  echo-cave*,  nng  ont ; 
Thine  were  the  garloDdi,  the  longi,  the  wine, 
All  the  rich  tmch  in  air  were  thine, 
The  inoenae,  the  eunetune — but,  Sadneaal  Ifig 

Deapeit  ofall,  wu  the  Tictor'a  beart ! 

Te  meet  at  the  bridal  with  flower  and  leu ; 
Strangely  and  wUillyys  meet  by  the  tnet! 
Ae  the  gieam  from  a  lea-bird'a  white  wing  ihed , 
Croeece  tbe  alonn  in  ita  path  ofdread: 
Aa  a  dirge  meeli  the  breeze  of  a  anmineT  oky — 
SadoeMand  Mirth!  eo  ye  come  and  fly  I 
Ye  meet  in  the  poet'e  haunted  breut, 
DarkneH  and  roinbow,  alike  iu  gueall 
WtMm  tbe  breath  of  the  violet  ii  out  in  spring, 
Wlien  the  WDoda  viith  the  wakening  of  miuic  ring, 
O'er  hie  dreamy  apiril  your  currenla  poas, 
Uke  ahadow  aj>d  uioligbt  o'er  moualain  grsaa. 

When  will  youi  parting  be,  Ssdneei  and  Mirth  1 
Bright  etreamand  dark  onel^hl  never  on  earth ; 
Never  while  triumpbe  and  tomb*  are  eo  near, 
While  Death  and  Love  walk  the  same  dim  iplicm 
While  flovreri  unfold  where  the  atorra  may  aweep, 
While  the  brait  of  man  b  a  aouDdleH  deep! 
Bat  tbere  smile*  a  land,  ob '.  ye  troubled  pairl 
Where  ye  have  no  part  in  the  aummet  air. 
Par  from  the  broatUngi  of  changeful  ekiea, 
Oter  tbe  eeae  and  tbe  gnvea  it  tie*; 
When  tbeday  of  the  lightning  and  clonfl  iadoni 
And  Joy  irigD*  alone,  u  tbe  lonely  aun  I 


THE  NIGHTINOALE'a  DEATH  SONG. 


Tbe  ekie*  have  loat  their  eptcndour 

The  naien  changed  Ibeir  loon, 
And  wbeicibre,  in  the  faded  world, 

Should  muiic  linger  on  1 
Where  ii  (he  golden' aunahine, 

And  where  the  fluwer-cup'a  glow  1 
And  where  tbe  joy  of  the  dancing  leavet 

^od  the  fauntaio'e  laughing  gaw  1 
A  *ofce,  in  every  wbiaper 

Of  tbe  wave,  the  bougb,  the  air, 
Comee  asking  for  the  beautiful, 

And  moaning,  "Where,  oh!  whereV 
Tell  of  the  brightnen  pufted. 

Thou  bee,  thoD  lamb  at  play ! 
Tbou  larfc,  in  thy  victorioua  nurtb  t 

—Are  ye,  too,  poaaej  sway  1 
Moumfolly,  ling  moumruUyl 

The  ro^  row  i*  gime. 
Melt  Irom  the  woodo,  my  (plrit,  indt 

In  one  deep  {aiewetl  tone  I 
Not  ao!— ■well  forth  triurophonUy, 

TheftiU,  rich,  fervent  sinint 
Hence  with  young  k>va  and  lite  1  go, 

In  the  summer's  joyous  tn^ 
With  funahine,  with  aweet  odour. 

With  ever;  pnoiau*  thing, 
Upon  tbe  last  warm  aoutheia  bcMM 

My  MNil  its  fligtd  shall  wing. 
Alone  1  shall  not  linger, 

WtioD  the  day*  of  hope  are  fM, 
To  watch  lbs  (all  of  leaf  by  leaf; 

To  wait  the  ruahing  blvt- 
Triumphanlly,  trimnphaMly  t 

Sing  to  the  woods,  I  go! 
For  me,  perchance,  in  olhec  lands, 

Tb<)  gloriou*  rose  roay  blow. 
The  sky's  tranapareni  anm. 

And  tlie  giHnsward's  riolet  breath. 
And  the  dance  of  light  leavee  in  the  wind, 

May  tbere  know  nought  of  death. 

No  mon,  no  more  nng  mournfully. 

Swell  high,  then  bmk,  my  heart 

With  love,  the  sjnril  of  the  noodi. 

With  ■ummer  I  depart! 


MooitMrvLLr,  sing  moumrdty. 
And  die  away,  my  heortl 

Tbe  iDse,  the  glorioas  nwe  is  goo 
And  I,  too,  will  depart. 


Tnonhast  been  when  the  rocks  of  coral  grew. 

Tbou  hast  fought  with  eddying  wavasi-^ 
Tby  obeek  la  pole,  and  thy  heart  bests  low, 

'Thou  searcher  of  McaD'acAMsI 


zec^yGoOglf 
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Tboo  hut  kM^ed  on  (he  glraniiiig  wmltfa  of  oU, 
And  wtacki  when  the  brave  tuTc  Uriita; 

The  deep  ii  >  Mnng  utd  >  feuAil  hold. 
Bat  tboa  iu  bu  hut  liven  I 

A  fild  iDd  «eu7  lift  in  thine ; 

A  wuting  tiik  uid  lone, 
Tboufh  Ireunic-ptite  for  lhe«  nkf  ebina, 

To  ell  beeldn  uakDonnl 

A  weaxy  lifo  I  but  ■  ewifl  Jecaj 

Soon,  Boon  ehoU  eel  tbm  free ; 
Thou  'it  puring  fut  from  thj  linti  may, 

Thoa  wiHlIer  with  the  ae&I 
In  thjr  dim  tjt,  on  Ih;  hollow  cheek, 

Wen  ere  thededbHHgna  rMd— 
Got  fiir  tlie  peul  in  ite  raiTem  eeek, 

Ere  hope  and  power  be  fled  I 

And  bright  in  tieeuty'i  ooronel 

TiMt  {^tlMung  gem  ehali  be ; 
A  itu  to  lU  the  reedTB  bill— 


Nona  1— ■>  it  gleuM  linm  tlie  queeo-like  head, 

Not  one  'midit  tluonge  wilt  1*7, 
"Alifohath  been  Ifte  a  nin-diop  ihed, 

For  that  pale  quivering  re;." 
Wo  for  the  wealth  thaedeul;  bonghll 

—And  wre  not  IboH  like  thee, 
Who  win  for  ewth  the  gemi  d'lhonghtl 

0  wieatler  with  the  leal 

Down  to  the  gnlb  of  the  eod  thej  go^ 

Where  the  paision-fountain*  bum, 
Oaihertng  Uie  jewela  far  below 

From  nianj  a  boiied  nm : 
Wringing  from  lava-niM  the  Are, 

That  o'er  bright  wonla  ii  poDmlj 
Learning  deep  iouifd*,  to  make  the  lyre 

A  spirit  in  each  chord. 
But,  ob^  the  price  oftntter  teara, 

Paid  for  (he  lonely  power 
That  throwi  at  last,  o'er  ilcwrt  yean, 

A  daikly-i^ariaui  dower  1 
Uke  flowereeedi,  by  the  witil  wind  apiead. 

So  radiant  thoughli  are  ctrewed ; 
—The  eoul  whence  thnee  high  gifte  are  ihed, 

May  bint  in  aolituilel 
And  who  wilt  think,  when  the  (train  ia  enng, 

Till  a  Ihoueand  hearti  are  etirred, 
What  life-drop^  from  the  minilrel  wmng, 

Have  guahed  with  enry  word  1 
TtiMie,  Done  '—ha  treaemee  IIto  like  thine, 

Ha  etfi*«*  and  diea  like  thee; 

Then,  that  hut  tieen  to  the  peart'idaA  ihrine, 

O  wiwtlet  wltb  the  aea  < 


THE  REaniEM  OF  OEN1U9. 


K  HimtlDMlcin  Ikiu  i  la  jrahHinai  dUnw 
■nt  111  pafaebanidtd'uiyatm  n^knl 
MadaianUSiaiC.    Dti-'AIUmafm. 


No  lean  for  Ihee  > — though  %hl  be  from  ni  gone 
With  thy  loul'i  radiance,  bright,  yet  reetleaa  one  I 

No  lean  for  thee  I 
The;  that  have  kned  an  aiile,  mtut  not  raooni 
To  ne  him  parting  loT  bia  native  bouroe 

O'er  the  dark  eea. 

All  the  high  muie  of  thy  i|Nrit  here, 
Breathed  but  the  language  of  another  iphanj 

Unechoed  round ; 
And  itnnge,  though  sweet,  u  'midit  our  weejung 

■kin 
Some  half-miMmbered  itrain  of  paridin 

Might  ndly  sound. 

Halt  thou  been  anawered?  tbou,  that  finm  tlM 

night 
And  from  the  voices  oflhii  tcmpest'i  might, 

And  froni  the  pant, 
Weit  eeeking  itill  some  oracle's  re|)Iy, 
To  puur  the  ncrets  of  man's  deetiiiy     • 

Forth  on  the  blut! 

Ha«  thou  been  answered  1—tkott,  that  through 
the  gloom, 

And  shFulow,  and  stern  silence  of  the  touib, 

A  cry  diilst  send. 
So  puaionalu  and  decpl  to  pncrce,  to  move, 
~      in  back  token  of  unburicd  love 

From  tnined  friend  1 

And  halt  thou  found  where  living  watenbatrti 
Thou,  that  dijil  pine  uoiJft  us,  in  the  tbirat 

Oftever-dreanu!  . 

Are  the  line  fountains  tUae  for  evermorel 
Oh  I  lured  so  long  by  sliining  mtMs,  that  won 

TheUgbtofetreamal 

Speak!  is  it  well  with  Ihee  1— We  call,  asiAoa, 
With  thy  lit  eye,  dwp  voice,  and  kindled  brow, 
Wert  wont  to  caU 
n  the  departed  I  Art  thou  blest  and  free? 
■AJu!  the  lips  earth  covers,  even  to  thtt 
Were  silent  all  I 

Yet  shall  our  hope  rise  fanned  by  qnenchleM  faith, 
As  a  flame,  foetered  by  some  warm  wind's  breall^ 

In  fight  npsprings: 
Freed  soul  of  nng!  yes,  tbou  bait  found  tM 

Home  to  thy  home  of  beauty  and  of  Ihocyhl, 
On  moming's  wings. 


„t,i.a,G00glt' 
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And  we  will  dium  it  i*  tkgjoj  w«  heti, 
Whan  lUA  ^ang  muic,  ringing  &r  and  eletf, 

Oerflowi  the  ilcy: 
—No  teais  Sar  theel  ths  liDgering  gloom  b  oon- 
Thoii  eit  foi  coavene  with  til  glerioua  power*, 

Never  to  dial 


TRlttMPHANT  MUSIC. 


WHutEroai  and  wbither  bear'at  tboa  ap  my  ipi- 
rit, 

On  eagle  winga,  through  eTei;  plame  that  thrilll 
It  bath  t»  cniwa  of  rielorj  to  inhtril — 

Be  ilill,  liioniphant  hurntDajt  be  Nilll 

Tbioe  are  no  ioandi  for  earth,  thna  proudly 
■welling 

late  rich  flooda  of  joj : — It  ii  but  piia 
To  motrnt  m>  high,  yet  find  on  high  no  dwelfing, 

To  nnk  ao  fkat,  lo  heavily  again  I 

No  ioand*  ibr  earth? — Yea,  lo  young  ehiolUia 
dying 

On  hi*  own  baKle-Seld,  at  eet  of  lun. 
With  hi*  fiHid  country'!  banner  o'er  him  flying, 

Well  Diightit  thou  apeak  of  fame'a  high  guerdon 

No  coundi  Ibr  earth  1— Yea,  for  the  martyr  leading 

Unto  Tictorioua  death  eerenely  on, 
Par  patriot  by  hie  rescued  ollan  bleeding, 

Thou  haal  a  voice  itt  each  majeelic  lone. 

Bat  apeak  not  thua  lo  one  wheae  heart  ii  beating 

Againat  liTe'e  narrow  bound,  in  conSict  TainI 
For  power,  for  joy,  Ugh  hope,  and  raplarooa 


Be  biMbed,arbreatheofgrieri— of  exile  yearoinp 
Under  the  willow*  of  the  itranger-ehore ; 

Breattta  of  the  eoul'a  untold  and  reallea*  baminga 
Fnloi**,  tone*,  GmtaUpa,  that  return  do  mote. 

Biealbe  of  deep  love— a  lotwly  vigil  kee|Mng 
ThrM^h  the  tught-houra,  o'er  waited  wealth  U 

Rieb  Ihooght*  and  nd,Uke  faded  roae-leaTea  heap, 
ing, 
In  the  shot  heart,  at  oiM«  a  tomb  and  Arine. 

Or  paM  aa  if  thy  apirit-nolea  came  tifbiag 

From  wotUi  beneath  (Mne  bloa  Elyrial)  iky; 
Breathe  of  repoa,  the  pure,  lb*  bright,  tb'  tmdy- 


THE  SEA-BIRD  FLYING  INLAND.* 


Thj  p«h  k  nn  ■  mlu :— whwt  tb«  BR  Mm, 
Ht  aplrk  would  Uul  niihst :  ml»  own  ^taT 
h  In  mina  (th  ■  richtr,  hdlar  thlnf, 
TitB  aU  [h^happlHa. 


Met  the  dark  aeaa  in  their  aweeping  ecornl 
Hath  it  lnredUiee,  Bird!  from  their  eoirading  earn, 
To  tbe  tiTer^bone,  where  the  oeier  waical 

Or  art  thou  come  on  the  hilla  lo  dweU, 
Where  the  *weet>VDiced  eehoea  have  many  a  celll 
Where  tbe  DMM  bean  print  of  the  wild-deer'a  tieaid, 
And  the  heath  like  a  royal  robe  la  apread  1 

Thou  hut  done  well,  O  tboa  bright  eea-bbd  I 

B  isjoy  where  the  long  of  the  laikiibaaid. 
With  tbe  daoODn;  of  water*  throogh  copae  and  JbI^ 
And  Ibe  bee'e  low  tone  in  tlM  foi'^love'a  bell. 

Tbou  boat  done  well :— Ob  I  tbe  aeaa  are  lonr, 
And  tbe  iMca  they  icnd  up  hath  a  moumful  bine; 
A  mingling  of  dirget  and  wild  farewell*, 
FWutly  breathed  through  iU  antbeoMwell*. 

The  prDud  bird  roee  a*  the  worda  wete  aatd-  - 
TIk  ruab  of  Ilia  jiinlon  awept  o'er  my  bead. 
And  the  glance  of  hia  eye,  in  it*  bright  disduin, 
Spoke  him  a  child  of  the  haughty  nwin. 

He  hath  flown  from  the  wooda  to  the  ocean'*  breait, 

To  hia  throne  of  pride  on  Ihe  Irillow'a  ereatl 
-Oh  I  who  shall  Bay,  lo  a  a^nril  free 
T^en  lie*  the  pathway  of  bliaa  £>r    kel" 


SECOND  SIGHT. 


iL  gin  famine,  0  IHendil 
A  moomlul  gUI  ia  mine  I 
A  murmur  of  the  eoul  which  blende 
With  the  flow  (rf'eoag  and  wine. 

An  eye  that  throagh  the  triumph's  bom 

Behold*  the  coming  wo. 
And  dwell*  upon  tbe  fiMled  Sower 

'Midst  tbe  rich  eummer'sglow. 

Ye  snule  lo  tlew  &ir  racea  bloom 
Where  the  &ther's  hoard  i*  apread : 

1  see  the  atiUneis  and  the  gbram 
Of  a  home  whence  all  are  fled. 


SM                                          HKS.  HEUAITS  WOEKa. 

I M  Dm  wilheied  goH^ndi  lit 

Her  lonl  ii  &r  away. 

Fornken  oa  ttw  »rth, 

White  Iba  Umpi  jel  bum.  inJ  lh«  duicew  flj 

Where  her  young  »ten  play. 

ThiDo^  the  riagios  htU  of  mirth. 

WbaviUimberDMther'iglaiio*.            ^ 

1  we  the  bloodied  ruluie  itun 

Soma  old  aweat  natiTo  aouad 

On  Iha  wurior'*  gorpmui  ci««i 

Her  apirit  haply  weave.; 

And  thB  bier  amidst  the  bridal  train 

A  harmony  profcond 

WLen  they  coma  with  zrma  drert. 

Ofwood*  with  all  thairleana; 

I  hear  tin  etill  *maU  moan  of  Time, 

Amnrmnrorthaaaa, 

Tbwuih  the  \rj  bnnchei  tnwle, 

A  laughing  tone  of  atreuM  :— 

Whew  thB  palace,  in  it>  glory'e  prime. 

Long  may  her  njoomb. 

With  Uw  Nudiliie  ilandi  amyed. 

The  thander  of  tha  wm  1  heai, 

Each  v<ice  of  love  ia  there, 

The  ahriek  dang  the  wave, 

Each  gleam  of  beauty  fled, 

When  thabark.  nreef  forth,  and  KHig  and  chen 

Each  lort  one  rim  more  fair— 

Balnte  Iha  parting  brava. 

Oh!  lightly,  lightly  tnadt 

^ilh  era;  hneu  a  apiril  aend. 

To  me  K>me  nanung  ogn :— • 

THE  MIRROR  IN  THE  DESERTED 

A  moSRiftil  gift  ii  mine,  O  fUcodal 

HALL. 

AnoarofulgiftMnuna! 

0,  DIM,  Cnvaken  mirrorl 

Oh  1  projAel  heartl  thy  grief,  ihj  power, 

How  many  a  itatfly  throng 

ToaUdeepaonlabalMg; 

Hath  o'er  Uiee  gleamed,  in  vaniabed  hoBM 

The  fhadow  in  the  aunnj  hoar, 

Of  the  wine-cup  and  the  aong  1 

The  Hul  in  the  mirthful  ung. 

The  Mug  hath  left  no  echo; 

Thdf  dghl  U  all  loo  aa  Jlj  clear— 

The  bright  nine  hath  1-cen  qaaOeJ; 

For  them  a  Tail  ia  riven; 

And  hushed  ii  every  wNery  voicB 

Their  pereing  thonghts  tnpoae  not  here. 

That  lightly  here  hath  laughed. 

Their  heme  ia  hot  in  Heawn. 

Ohl  mirror,  lontdy  mirror, 

Thou  Dfthe  Blent  hall! 

Thou  but  been  flu.hal  with  beauty'a  Uooca- 

THE  8LEEPER. 

la  thii,  loo,  vanUhed  all  1 



It  ia,  with  the  i>cattered  garland. 

For  d«p  Ii  ivruL— Syrvn 

Oflriumfbalongagoi 
With  the  melodiea  of  buried  lyrei; 



WUh  the  (Wed  rainbow's  glow. 

Ob!  lighUy,  lighlly  tread  t 

And  for  all  the  gorgroua  pageanla, 

A  holy  Uiing  ia  lieop. 

For  the  glance  of  gem  and  plume. 

OiilhewomaFiritahod, 
And  ejea  that  wake  lo  weefk 

For  Ump,  and  harp,  ami  roiy  wrwlh, 
AndYaieofrichperrume. 

A  lioly  thing  from  Hnven, 

Now,  dim,  fbrMken  narror, 

A  gradoua  dewy  clood, 

Thou  givest  but  faintly  back 

A  eovering  mantle  given 

Tha  quiet  itara,  and  the  aidliag  moon. 

Tba  weatj  to  enahrouA 

On  her  wlilary  track. 

OhllighUy,  lightly  tf~d! 

Revere  the  pale  atill  brow, 

Thou  telkat  ma  't  wU|  be. 

When  the  Ibrml  and  hneaoTthia  wolld  liid* 

The  long  hair'*  willowy  flew. 

From  hii  memory,  a»  from  ihee; 

l-e  know  not  what  ye  do, 

And  hia  heart'i  bng^lnnbled  watem 

That  eaU  the  alumbMer  back, 

At  lait  in  eUllncM  lia, 

Irroni  the  world  niuaen  hy  yon 

Reflecting  hut  the  image* 

Duo  Ufc'idim  &ilod  track. 

Oflheiolamnworidonhwh. 

_,.y  Google 
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FSR  tb«  itnoglb  of  the  billi  we  Hem  ihw. 

Our  God,  QUI  fathera'  God! 
Thou  tuitt  mule  (by  chiUrea  misht;. 

By  the  touch  of  the  mountsin  eoU. 
Tboa  but  filed  oni  utk  of  nfasfi 

Whore  the  ■{iMler'i  foot  lu'er  Ind ; 
J«r  tdo  •Irength  of  Ike  hill*  WB  blew  th•^ 

On  Qod,  OUT  bthen*  Qodl 
We ««  w«tcheri  of  »  beacon 

Whoee  lixhls  must  nerer  die; 
Wa  ue  gostdiuie  of  >d  allat 

Midet  the  nleDce  of  the  Aj; 
Tbe  locki  yield  fbonti  of  couraje 

Struck  forth  u  by  thy  rod— 
For  the  itnngth  of  the  bilb  we  Ueia  thee, 

O  God,  our  ftthen'  GodI 

Pot  the  dark,  rceoondmg  heavene, 

Whmt  thy  etill  emill  voioB  ii  heanl. 
For  the  atrong  pinee  of  tbe  fbreeti, 

That  by  thy  breath  are  itirred ; 
Fw  the  atonni  on  wboaa  free  ^idoiw 

Thy  ijririt  walka  abroiJ— 
For  tbaatrength  of  thehillem  blcM  tlM^ 

Om  God,  out  fiOhen' Qod  t 

The  Toyal  eagle  dalteth  ■ 

On  (da  quarry  from  the  beigbta, 
And  the  atag  that  knona  no  maater, 

Seeks  then  hia  wild  delighta; 
Bnt  ire  for  thy  eommnnioa 

BaTe  tciugbt  the  ntountabi  aod — 
EW  the  ftrengtii  of  the  hilla  we  blen  ihta, 

Our  G«l,  oat  bthera'  Gedl 
Tbe  banuet  of  the  chieftain 

Far,  lar  below  «a  waxce ; 
Tbe  war-boree  of  tbe  apearman 

Can  not  teach  our  k>fty  caTC*; 
Tby  dark  doude  wrap  the  [hreshold 

Offteedom'elaat  abode; 
For  the  etrength  of  the  lulla  we  blew  Ihoo 

Our  Qod,  our  fathen'  God  1 
For  the  diadow  oflby  pieaence 

Round  our  eamp  of  rock  ootapiead; 
For  tbe  Mem  defikl  of  battle, 

Bearing  record  of  ear  dead; 
For  the  enowi,  and  ft*  tbe  tonenti, 

Fw  the  free  heatt'a  batial  aod, 
F«T  toe  atrength  of  tba  bill*  we  Ue«  thee, 

Oat  Qod,  out  6thi™'  God! 
91 


CHURCH  MUSIC. 


AuiiHt  oh,  «Dd  Uuse  anthem  notn  again ! 
Through  th*  arched  poof  in  triumph  to  the  akyi 
Bid  the  old  tinnba  give  echoes  to  the  etiain, 
Tbe  bannera  tremble,  aa  with  victory  I 

Sing  tbem  onca  more  I— they  waft  my  kiuI  away 
High  where  no  ahadow  of  the  paat  la  thrown; 
Ha  eaittJy  pasaian  through  th'  exuMng  lay, 
Brealbca  moumfiilly  one  haunting  andattonsL 

All  ia  of  Heami !— yet  wherefore  to  mine  eye, 
Gud)  the  quick  teara  unbidden  from  thnr  aootc^ 
E'en  while  tbe  naiea  of  that  atrong  banoony, 
Sweei  mibmyepiiit  on  their  aoaaJingcoanal 

Wherefore  murt  raptors  iu  full  tide  rereal, 
Tbm  by  the  ligna  betokening  eorraw's  powetl 
— Oht  ia  it  not,  that  bumUy  we  may  foel 
Our  Datuie'a  limitB  in  its  proudest  hour  I 


TO  A  PICTURE  OF  THE  MADONNA 

AvsHulir  tliT«"plriia<lan 


Pur  Tinon !  thou  'K  trom  aunny  skies, 
Bom  where  tlio  rose  hath  richest  dyes; 
To  thee  a  southern  heart  bath  given 
That  glow  of  Love,  ttiat  calm  of  Heaven, 
And  round  thee  caat  lb'  ideal  gleam, 
The  tight  that  ia  but  of  a  dream. 
Far  hence,  where  wnndning  muilc  fiUe 
Tbe  hannted  air  of  Roman  bills, 
Or  where  Venetian  waves  of  yore 
Heard  melodies  Ibey  beat  no  mots. 
Borne  proud  dd  minrter's  gorgeous  aisle 
Hath  known  the  sweetneaa  of  thy  emik. 

Or,  haply,  fiom  a  lone,  dim  shrine, 
■Mid  foreata  of  the  Apennine, 
Whose  breeiy  aonnd*  of  cave  and  del] 
PaH  like  a  floating  anthem-swell, 
Thy  soft  ayea  o'er  the  pilgrim's  way 
Sbed  bleanngs  with  their  gentle  raj. 

Or  gleanung  tbroogh  a  chestnut  woed. 
Perchance  thine  ialand-chapel  rtood, 
Where  fiom  the  Wue  Sicilian  sea, 
Tbe  sutor's  hymn  hath  oooie  to  thee, 
And  blessed  thy  power  to  guide,  to  *«i% 
Madonnal  watcbat  of  the  wave) 
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Uh  I  micht  a  Toiee,  ■  whUper  low. 
Forth  from  thoM  lipa  ortiMUty  BonI 
ConlilM  thou  buE  B|nk  of  all  ths  tetra, 
The  conSicU  uid  tho  innga  of  jtmn. 
Which,  at  Ih;  Kcret  ihrins  nvuM, 
Hi,*c  puhed  fo>m  human  hmta  unsealed  I 

Binrij  to  thee  buhwonuo  come, 

At  k  tirad  wuMlerer  buk  to  homel 

UnndJing  muiy  &  timid  guest, 

And  tteMuml  eortow  of  her  bmut, 

A  boned  lore — n  wasting  care — 

Obi  did  Ihoee  grie&  win  peace  frompraTOll 

And  dill  the  poet's  fervid  aoul 

To  thee  la;  bare  ita  inmoet  ecroin 

Tbeae  thoughte,  which  poured  their  quencMew 

fin 
And  paviOD  o'er  tb'  Italian  Ijra, 
Did  they  lo  ilill  lubmiaaion  die, 
BeDBalh  th;  calm,  religkua  eyel 

And  hath  the  cmteil  helmet  bowed 
Before  thee,  'mtilet  the  inceiwe^iloud  1 
Eath  the  crowned  IsBilcr't  boaom  kme, 
To  thee  its  hauglitj  griefit  mode  knownl 
Did  thj  glance  break  ihcir  frozen  sleep, 
And  win  the  unconquered  one  to  neepi 

Honied  ii  the  anthem—cloeed  the  tow— • 
Thy  vati>e  garland  withered  now; 
Yet  holy  etill  lo  me  Ibou  art, 
Thau  that  hatt  aoothed  eo  many  a  heaitl 
And  (till  moit  Ucwed  in^uence  flow 
From  the  meek  glory  of  Ihy  brow. 

Still  apeak  to  enSeiing  woman'!  loie, 
Of  nst  for  gentle  hearta  aboie; 
Of  Hope,  that  bath  tta  tieaturs  there, 
or  Home,  that  knows  no  ehangenil  air! 
Bright  form,  lit  up  with  thought!  diviue, 
Aral  eocb  power  be  over  thioel 


WE  BETDRN  NO  MORE. 


DurdtniifatBittilaadSmgiifEinltratiKI. 


—So  comet  the  aong  to  the 

From  thoM  that  ore  leaTingthdr  Highland  Home, 

For  a  world  lar  orer  the  blue  loa'a  roam ; 

"  We  return  no  more  I"— and  through  care  and 

den, 
Uijnmfully  wandon  that  wild  farewell. 


Murmnrii^  up  from  thedepth  of  the  heart. 
When  knely  thingi  wkh  their  light  depart, 
And  the  inborn  eoond  hath  «  prophet'a  ton^ 
Arkd  we  DmI  that  a  Joy  ii  fbnirar  gone. 


~Uit  heanl  when  the  day*  of  flowen  are  o'er. 
When  the  pawionale  eoul  of  the  Iugh^tdrd'a  lay 
Hath  died  from  the  lummer  woodi  away  1 
When  thecrimaon  from eun-eet's robe  hath  jiimd 
Or  the  leave!  are  iwept  on  the  ruahing  Uoitl 


With  B  itream  of  love  through  the  starry  houn, 

And  it  is  not  the  glory  oranniet'!  buei, 

Nor  the  frail  fludied  leaves  that  the  wild  w(l 

"  We  return — we  retom— we  retam  no  roOTel" 
— Doth  the  Inrd  eing  thus  from  the  brighter  ahon 
Those  wings  that  follow  the  Southern  breesa, 
Float  they  not  homeward  o'er  vernal  eeaal 
Yea  f^m  the  lands  of  the  titm  and  palm 
They  come  with  the  aunthioe  when  wave*  gmr 

"  But  JVe—We  return— we  return  no  moral" 

The  heart's  young  dreama  when  their  bloom  is  o'ec 

The  lore  it  hath  poured  so  freely  forth, 

The  boundless  trust  io  ideal  wonh, 

The  bith  in  affection — deep,  foul — yet  Toin, 

TAeware  the  bat  that  return  not  agajn. 


SONG. 

WaiT  woke  the  buried  sound  that  lay 

In  Memnon'a  harp  oTyorel 
What  qurit  on  ita  viswleaa  way 

Along  the  Kilo'e  green  ahorel 
— Ohi  not  the  nigh^  and  not  the  storm, 

And  not  the  lightning's  fire — 
But  aunlighl's  touch — the  kind — the  wamt- 

TKu  woke  the  mystic  tyret 

This,  tbia,  awoke  the  lyre  I 

What  wins  the  heait'a  deep  chords  to  poor 

Their  music  forth  on  life, 
like  a  sweet  voice,  prevailing  o'er 

The  eDnnda  of  torrent  strife  1 
— Oh  I  not  the  oonStct  midst  tbs  tbloi^, 

Not  e'en  the  triumph's  hour; — 
Lore  la  the  gifted  and  the  itrDOg 

To  woke  that  music's  oowerl 

Hu  breath  awakei  that  powerl 
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THE  PABTINO  OF  SUMMEE. 

Tboo  'it  betring  bsnoe  thy  roan, 

Glw]  Summer,  bn  the*  well  I 
Thou  'rt  >n£inf  tbj  tut  mdoiliM 

In  vitrj  wood  tni  J(U. 

Bnt  ere  the  golden  (unwt 

Of  thy  Isteil  lingning  1I&7, 
Oh  I  tell  nw,  o'er  tbu  chequered  euth. 

How  hiMl  thou  pHwd  awtjl 

Brightly,  (wcet  Summer!  brightly 

Thine  boar*  hiTe  Soaled  by, 
Tolhejoyou*  birdi  of  the  iroodknd  boiighi, 

The  fuigen  of  the  elcy. 

And  brightly  ia  the  foreeta, 
To  tbe  wild  deer  wandering  free; 

And  Wghtly,  'nudit  the  guilen  Bowery 
It  tbe  happy  murmuring  bee : 

But  how  to  human  iioaome, 

With  all  their  h<^ie«  and  lean, 
And  thought!  that  make  them  eiglcHningi, 

To  pierce  the  unbam  yean  1 

Sweet  Snmmarl  to  tbe  captive 
Thou  bait  Sawn  in  burning  dreanii 

Of  tbe  wood*,  with  all  their  »bi>peri)if[  leaiei, 
And  the  blue  rejoicing  atieam* ; — 

To  the  waded  and  the  «e«ry 

On  tbe  bed  of  aicknoM  bound. 
In  nrin  delirioui  fantaaee, 

That  changed  with  enry  aoun  J ; — 

To  be  Mulot  on  the  tnllowi, 

Inlongingi,  wild  and  vain, 
Fof  the  goahing  founts  and  bieeiy  hilU, 

And  the  homea  of  earth  igaia! 

And  tmto  me,  glad  Sanimet  1 

How  bait  thou  Sown  to  laet 
My  chainlee*  fbotatep  nought  hath  kopt 

From  thy  haunta  of  eong  aod  glee. 

TboD  hast  flown  in  wayward  liiioiii, 

In  memories  of  tbe  dead — 
In  ihadgwi,  from  a  troubled  heart. 

O'er  tby  eunny  pathway  ahed : 

In  brief  and  lodden  itrinnga, 

To  fling  a  weight  aside — 
'MiJat  these  thy  melodies  have  oeaaed, 

And  all  thy  rosea  died. 

Bnt,oh!  thoQ  gentle  Summer  t 
If  I  gieet  thy  flowers  once  more, 

Briikg  ma  again  the  buoyancy 
WUiawilh  mT  soul  ahoald  soar  I 


Oive  me  to  hail  thj  sanihiiM, 

With  song  and  spirit  Gree ; 
Or  in  a  pnnr  air  than  this 

May  tlut  next  meeting  be ! 

THE  WORLD  IN  THE  OPEN  AIR. 
Comb,  while  in  freshness  and  dew  it  lies, 
To  the  world  that  is  under  tbe  free,  blue  skies 
Leave  ye  man^  home,  and  finget  his  care — 
There  imathes  no  sigh  on  the  dayipring*!  air. 

Cams  to  the  woods,  in  whose  mossy  dells 
A  light  all  made  for  the  poetdwella; 
A  light,  coloured  sadly  by  tender  leaves. 
Whence  the  primnas  •  maliower  glow  recMT«K 

The  stock-dove  is  thrre  in  the  beechen-tree, 

And  the  lulling  lone  of  the  honey-bee ; 

And  the  voice  of  cool  waters,  'midst  feathefy  fera. 

Shedding  sweet  ■onnds  from  soma  hidden  urn. 

There  is  life,  there  is  youth,  there  is  tameless  mirth, 
Where  tbeitieams,  with  the  UUeath^yweai,  hat* 

Irinh; 
There  is  peaee  where  the  aldsn  are  whispering  low. 
Come  from  man's  dwellingi,  with  all  their  wo  I 

—we  will  come — we  will  leave  behind 
The  home*  and  IhesDrTOwsaf  human  kiitd; 
It  is  well  to  rove  when  the  river  leads 
Its  bright,  blue  vein  along  fluuiymieads: 

It  ii  well  through  the  rich,  wild  woods  to  go, 
And  to  ;nerce  the  haunts  of  the  fawn  and  doe; 
And  to  hear  the  gushing  of  gentle  springs. 
When  the  heart  has  been  frctlsd  by  woiklly  tfinga  1 

And  to  WBlch  the  colours  that  flit  and  pass, 
With  inwct  wingi  through  the  wavy  grass ) 
And  the  ulvery  gleams  o'er  the  ash-tnes  bark. 
Borne  in  with  a  breeu  tbtough  the  Mage  dart. 

Joyous  and  far  shall  our  wanderings  be, 
As  the  flight  of  turds  o'er  tho  glittering  sea ) 
To  the  woodii  to  the  dingles  where  violets  Uaw 
We  will  bear  no  memory  of  earthly  we^ 

But  i^  by  the  fbrest-broak,  we  meet 
A  line  like  the  pathway  of  Ibrmer  ftet ; — 
If;  'miibt  the  hills,  in  some  k>oely  spot, 
Wo  reach  the  gray  ruins  of  tower  or  cot^ 

If  the  cell,  where  a  hermit  of  old  hath  prayed, 
Liil  up  its  cross  through  the  sdemn  shfdd  ;- 
Or  if  some  nook,  where  the  wild-flowen  wave, 
Bear  token  ud  of  a  mortal  grave, — 

Doubt  not  bnt  llten  will  our  atep*  be  stayed, 
There  our  quick  spirits  awhile  delayed; 
There  will  thought  fii  our  impatieat  eyeii 
And  win  b^k  our  hearts  to  thait  syaqnlU* 
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For  whkt,  tlioii)[h  ths  mounUiiu  anJ  ikiw  be  bii, 
Slseped  inioft  hue*  of  toe  ■ummn-ur, — 
T  i*  the  •ool  of  mui,  bj  iti  hopa  uuldrsMiia, 
Tbil  light!  up  all  nature  with  liviog  glcuni. 

VHieM  it  hath  lufTend  and  noblj  itriTCD, 
Wbera  it  hath  pouicd  iorlh  tu  *i>wa  to  Hsmm  ; 
Whrre  to  rep>iw  it  hath  brightly  paat, 
O'er  tliia  gntn  earth  there  i>  glory  cart- 
Anil  by  that  louT,  iraiJM  groics  and  riUi, 
AmtAaclu  thsttoodon  a  tbauaand  lulli, 
Biril*  of  the  romi,  and  Sowen  at  Ihe  md, 
Wt,  only  IK,  may  ba  linked  to  God  I 

EINDRED  HEARTS. 
Oh  I  aak  not,  hope  thou  not  too  miMh 

Of  (ympathy  below ; 
Fow  are  the  heart*  wlience  one  laoM  loueh 

Bid*  the  Hreet  founiiiiru  flow : 
Pew — and  by  aCiU  conflicting  power* 

ForUdilen  here  to  meet — 
Such  tie*  wouUI  make  thi*  lift  of  oon 

Too  &ir  for  aught  ao  Beet. 

It  may  be  that  thy  brother'*  eye 

Bees  not  u  thine,  which  turn* 
In  luch  deep  reference  to  lb*  *ky, 

When  IhJe  rich  ■a>i*el  bum* : 
It  may  be  that  the  breath  of  *pring. 

Born  amiilat  *i<deta  lone, 
A  rapture  o'er  thy  *oul  can  bring— 

A  dmra,  to  bia  unknown. 

The  tuBe  that  sprali*  of  other  lioM*— 

A  ■urrowful  deUgbt  I 
The  melody  of  dialant  chime*, 

The  eoDnd  oT  ira*ea  by  night; 
Th*  wind  that,  with  to  many  a  tone, 

Borne  chord  within  can  thrill, — 
Thne  may  have  language  all  thine  own, 

To  Aim  a  myatery  atill. 

Vet  wrom  thon  not  for  thia,  the  true 

.   And  iteaiiruM  loteof  year*; 

The  kindly,  thatfinm  ehiUhood  grew, 

fl.e  faithful  to  thy  tear*! 
If  thera  be  dim  that  o'er  the  dead 

Hath  in  thy  grief  borne  part. 
And  watcheil  tlirough  Nckne**  by  thy  bed,— 

CaUJUtakiodrodheartI 

Hot  for  Ihoae  bonda  all  perfoct  made, 

'\Vheiein  blight  ■pinla  blend, 
Like  Kiel  flowera  of  one  <weet  ahade, 

With  tne  aame  breeie  that  bend, 
P..   that  full  bliH  of  thooghl  allinl, 

Nerer  lo  mortal*  given, — 
Oh!  lay  thy  Lndy  dream*  aAle, 

Ot  liAlbea  oalo  heavu. 


THE  DIAL  OP  PLOWEBa" 

T  wu  a  lorely  thooght  to  muk  the  booNk 

A*  they  floated  in  liglit  away, 
By  Ihe  opening  and  the  fclding  Sowan, 

That  Uugh  to  the  ■umnMr'*  day, 

Tbo*  had  each  moment  ite  own  rich  ho^ 

And  it*  graoeful  cup  and  b^ 
In  whoee  coloured  tsk  might  sleep  the  dew, 

Like  a  pearl  in  an  ocean-riielL 

To  each  nreet  ligni  might  the  time  ban  flowa 

l»  a  golden  current  on, 
Ere  ttom  the  garden,  man'a  Gnt  abode, 

The  gloriou*  goeati  were  gone. 

So  might  the  days  ban  been  brightlj  told— 
Thoaedayaorsq^  and  dreams — 

When  ahepherd*  gathered  their  flocks  of  aid 
By  the  blue  Arcadian  atreama. 

So  in  thoaa  isle*  of  delight,  that  reat 

Far  00* in  a  breeieleda  main, 
Which  many  ■  bork,  with  amaiy  qoeat, 

Ha*  sought,  but  still  in  vaiik. 


Oh !  k(  us  liie,  so  that  flower  by 
Shutting  in  turn,  may  leave 

A  lingerer  still  for  the  sun^  boi 
A  charm  for  the  abadoil  eve. 


OOR  DAILY  PATHS. 


N«i(lu  ibill  pnnll  a(ilM  vt,  at  dNOnti 
Our  cbgetfiil  atlh,  Ihtt  aU  wlikh  ■•  <h)kM 


Tbbic'b  beatity  sJl  around  out  paths,  if  but  eoi 

watchful  eyes 
Can  (race  it  'miilat  bmiHar  thii^  and  throogfa 

their  lowly  guise ; 
We  may  find  it  where  a  hedgerow  abowicn  it* 


Or  a 


ir  way, 
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We  naj  find  it  whtie  ■  iprlng  •hines  clMf,  be- 
neath ■!■  tgei  tree, 
With  the  TcoglovB  o'er  the  vilei'i  gl»m  borne 

downwards  by  the  bee; 
Or  where  k  iwift  and  laan;  gleam  on  the  Urob- 

en  Mema  u  thrown, 
A>  a  »fl  wind  pUjing  parts  the  leavea,  in  copna 

green  uid  lone. 
We  maj  find  it  in  the  winter  bongha,  u  tbey  ctom 

the  cotd,  blue  tkj, 
While  eoll  en  icj  pool  and  Aienm  thur  [cndled 

■hadowi  lie, 
When  we  took  tipon  thdr  tracery,  br  the  fairy 

froet-trork  boand, 
Whence  the  ftilling  redbrenit  ahakee  a  iboiroi 

ci^itali  to  the  ground. 
Yeat  bMuty  dwelli  in  aU  ooT  ptOha— bol  aom 
D  ii  then ; 


clonil  within  >m  dima  the  bright,  (till 
heart!  Bbroad  amidst  Hie 


When  we  carry  oi 

JDjooB  thingfl. 
That  ihroosh  the  leafy  piaeei  glanc 

coloured  wing*  I 
With  ahadowa  from  the  pait  we  fill  the  ha|ipy 

Roodlaod  ahadei, 
And  a  moorofiil  nWBDry  of  the  dead  i»  with  ua  in 

Uiagladeei 
Andetndream-lika&DciwIend  the  wind  anccho'i 

plainUie  lone 
Of  Toicea,  and  of  mebdiea,  and  of  tilvtj  laugh- 
ter gone. 
But  are  we  free  to  do  e'en  Ihua—Io  wandn  ae  we 

wit- 
Bearing  md  worn  through  the  grore,  and  o'er 

tbe  breezy  hill  1 
Nol  ioDurdail7palh>liecBTBa,thatolttimeel 

While  fiom  tbdr  narrow  round  we  aee  the  golden 

da;  fleet  part. 
Thej  hold  u»  fiom  the  woodlart'a  hauirte,  and  vio- 
let dingles,  back, 
And  bom  all  tbe  lorely  KRindi  and  gleama  in  the 

■hining  riier'i  track ; 
Th(7  Iw  ua  fiom  oui  twritage  d  «pring-time, 

hope,  and  miith, 
And  wdgh  oni  burdened  iiHriti  down  with  the 

ean^Ksing  doat  of  earth. 
TetdMoUtluahe')— Toomnch, 

ingly  we  jietd ! 
A  better  lenon  we  tie  laoglit  by  the  liliee  of  the 

field  t 
A  iwealei  by  l]ie  biida  of  hoaT*o~-which  tali  ui, 

in  their  Sight, 
or  One  that  through  tbe  deactt  ur  for  eier  guides 

Iboa  light. 
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Shall  Ttotthia  knowledge  oabn  001  haaiti,  and  Ilid 

vain  oonfiicts  oeeoe  1 
A  J,  when  they  eommune  with  IliiiiiMrfiaa  in  helf 


And  feel  that  by  the  Ugbta  and  douds  thnc^ 

whi^  our  pathway  Ilea, 
By  the  beauty  and  tbe  giief  alike,  we  ara  training 

fitr  the  ikiea  I 


THE  CROSS  IN  THE  WILDERNEsa 

Silent  and  moamfiil  eat  an  Indian  chief, 
In  the  red  nuiMt,  by  a  grany  tomb ; 

Hiseyra.thatrnightnotweep.werodaTkwlthgile^ 
And  till  arms  folded  In  majMlk  gloom. 

And  hie  bow  lay  nnatrong  beneath  the  raonnd, 

Which  lanctifi'  1  tbe  gorgeooawarte  aionnd. 

For  a  pale  croai  abme  ila  greeiuward  Tot^ 
Telling  the  cedan  and  the  pinea  that  there 

Man'i  heart  and  liope  had  ttraggled  with  fail  WDCt, 
And  lifted  from  the  doit  a  tdc«  of  prayer. 

No  w  all  wae  hoihed — and  ere*!  laatiplendoorihaiw 

With  a  rich  aadneea  on  th'  «tt>«ing  rtona. 

There  came  a  lonely  traTeller  o'er  the  wild, 
And  he  too  pauffid  in  reveience  liy  that  grav^ 

Asking  the  tale  of  it*  memorial,  piled 
Between  the  forest  and  the  lake's  bright  wate; 
ill,  as  a  wind  might  rtir  ■  withered  oak, 

On  the  deep  dream  of  age  Ms  accent*  bi^e. 

And  the  gray  chieftain,  ilowly  rinug,  said — 
"  I  listened  for  the  words,  which,  yean  ago. 

Passed  o'er  theie  waters :  though  the  Toice  ii  fled 
Which  made  them  ai  a  singing  fbantaia'a  flow. 

Yet,  when  I  mt  in  their  long-faded  track, 

Sometimes  the  fbreat's  muimur  gives  them  back. 

"  Aik'st  thou  <d'  him,  whose  house  is  lone  beneailil 

1  was  an  eagle  in  my  youtbfut  pride, 
When  o'er  the  seas  be  came,  with  aunuoBT's  breath, 

To  dwell  amidst  ua,  on  the  lake's  green  side. 
Many  the  limes  of  Aiwers  have  been  since  then- 
Many,  but  brining  noogbt  like  Atnt  again  I 
"Not  with  the  hunler'a  bow  and  speai  he  came, 

O'er  the  blue  hilli  to  chase  tbe  flying  roe ; 
Not  the  dark  glory  of  the  woods  to  tame. 

Laying  their  cedan  like  the  cam-stalks  low ; 
But  to  spresid  tidings  of  all  holy  things, 
Qladdening  our  soul'a  as  with  the  morning's  wings. 
"  Doth  not  yon  ojyam  whisper  bow  we  met, 

I  and  my  brethren  that  from  earth  are  gone. 
Under  iia  bougtu  (o  hear  lua  vucs,  which  yet 

Seems  through  their  gloomtoiKUiJarilveiy  tone! 
Helold  of  one,  the  grave's  dark  bands  who  brok* 
And  out  hearts  bonud  w'lhin  ns  m  he  tfxA^ 
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"  He  told  of  &T  uul  mnny  Uadi,  which  Uo 
Beyond  the  diut  whereiii  out  bthen  dwell: 

Bright  mut  Ibajr  be  t— for  Uem  ueiWM  lh*i  die, 
And  Donelhat  weep,  and  noat  tbkt  ny  'FmwelU' 

He  eune  to  guide  u  thither ; — but  >waj 

The  Hk[>i7  called  faim,  ukd  he  might  Mt  lUr. 

"  We  nw  him  atowlj  fade, — atUnt,  peiehonee. 
For  the  &edi  waten  of  that  tordj  dime; 

Yet  wat  then  itiU  a  Mitbeaai  in  hii  glance. 
And  on  hU  gleaming  hair  no  touch  of  time,— 

Therabre  we  hoped :— but  now  the  lake  knk*  dim, 

For  the  green  BDmmet  eomoa,— and  finda  not  him  I 

"  We  gathered  round  him  in  tlie  dewy  bouf 
Of  one  dill  main,  beneath  hia  choaen  tree ; 

Prom  hia  deal  vuce,  at  firrt,  the  wonla  of  power 
Came  low,  like nwuiingi  of  a  diatant  lea; 

Bot  (wdled  and  ahook  the  wilderiKaj  era  long, 

Aa  ifthea^nritof  the  brecn  grew  atioug. 

"  And  then  once  more  thej  trembled  on  hii  tongae, 
And  hia  whiU  ejelida  flntterad,  and  hii  head 

Fell  back,  and  miMa  upon  liii  Ibrehead  bung, — 
Know'at  thou  not  how  we  paaa  to  join  tlie  dewl1 

It  il  enoDgh  I — be  aank  apon  m;  breaat — 

Onr  IHeud  that  loired  ua,  he  wai  gone  to  reat  t 

"  We  buried  him  where  be  waa  went  to  pray, 
Bj  the  calm  lake,  e'en  here,  at  eTentLla ; 

We  leaied  tbia  Croai  iu  token  where  he  lay. 
For  on  the  Croaa,  heaaid,  lua  Locd  had  died! 

Now  bath  he  aurely  reached^  o'er  mount  and  wai 

Tliat  flowery  land  whoae  green  turf  hides  uo  grave 

"But  I  amaadl— 1  nwcni  the  clear  light  taken 
Back  from  my  peofde,  o'er  wboae  place  it  ahone. 

The  pathway  to  the  belter  ahore  fonakcn, 
And  the  true  words  forgotten,  Ba*e  by  one, 

Who  bean  them  fiintly  Bounding  from  the  past, 

Mingled  will  death-oongi  in  each  flifiil  hlaaL" 

Then  >polCi)  thewandererfbrlb  with  UndHng  eye : — 
"  Son  of  the  wildemeaa!  deapairthoa  not. 

Though  the  bright  hour  may  aeem  to  thee  gone  I>y, 
And  lbs  cloud  ecttled  o'er  thy  natbn'a  loti 

Heaven  darkly  work^  yet  wheretheaeed  bath  been 

There  aball  the  fnuloge,  glowing  yet,  be  aeen. 

"  Hope  on,  hope  ever  1— by  the  mdden  apringing 
Of  green  leatea  which  the  winter  hid  so  long ; 

And  by  the  burata  of  fne,  triumphant  ainging. 
After  cold  ailenl  monthi,  the  woodi  auicing; 

And  by  the  lending  of  the  frozen  cbaina. 

Which  bound  the  glorioua  rivers  on  their  plains ; 

'<  Derm  notthe  wordaof  light  that  here  wereapoken. 
But  as  a  lovely  song  to  leave  no  trace, 

fetihnltthegtoamwhicbwnpathyhilla  be  broken, 

And  the  full  dByapriog  rise  upon  thy  racel 
And  fading  niiali  the  l>etter  path  disclose 
And  the  wide  desert  blnssom  as  llio  Toaa.'' 


So  by  the  Craaa  the;  parted,  in  the  wHd, 
Each  fraught  with  muaiiigs  for  life's  aftar-dtj. 

Memories  to  visit  one,  the  foretf 'a  child. 
By  many  a  blue  itream  in  ita  lonely  way ; 

And  upon  one,  miJat  bosy  throngs  to  press 

Deep  thoughts  and  aad,  yet  full  of  boUnesa. 


LAST  BITES. 

Bt  the  imghty  minaler'a  bcD, 
Tolling  vrith  a  sudden  swell; 
By  the  colaura  halfmast  high, 
O'ec  the  aea  hung  moumdilly ; 
Know,  a  prince  hath  died  I 

By  the  drum'a  doll  muBIeit  sound. 
By  the  anna  that  sweep  the  gnmn^ 
By  the  voUeying  mtiakets'  t<m^ 
Speak  ye  of  a  soldier  gone 
In  hia  manhood'a  pride. 

By  the  chanted  paatm  that  fills 
Reverently  the  andent  hilla,* 
Learn,  thit  from  bis  harvesta  done 

Peaainta  bear  a  brotber  on 
To  his  last  repose. 

By  the  pati  of  anowy  white 
Through  the  yew  trees  gle«millg  blight; 
By  the  garland  on  the  bier. 
Weep  t  a  maiden  claims  thy  tea^— 
Broken  ia  the  rose  I 

Whkh  is  the  tenderatt  rile  of  all  T 
Buried  virgin's  ooional, 
Requiem  o'er  the  monarch'a  bead, 
Farewell  gun  for  warrior  dead,  ' 

Herdsnan'a  fiioaral  hymn  1 

Telia  not  each  of  human  wo  1 
Each  nl  hope  and  atrength  bronght  low  t 
Number  each  with  holy  thinga. 
If  one  nhiulening  thought  it  bringa, 
Ere  ilft'a  day  grow  dim  t 


THE  CLIFFS  OP  DOVER. 


Rocia  ti  my  country  I  let  the  elood 
Your  created  height*  array. 

And  life  ye  like  a  fiirtiesi  prouti. 
Above  the  surge  and  spray  I 


St  rnrd  foovala  ta  aona  jane  « 
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My  tfint  greeW  joa  o  ys  rtMil, 

Brauting  tha  tallovt'i  txun: 
Ob  I  thw  for  em  gafl  tha  luid, 

Tha  MTmed Luid  oT Homat 
I  ti*Ta  left  lich  Uoe  aUea  behind, 

Lighling  up  dtnic  ihriiuM, 
And  rnoMC  in  tb«  louthnn  wind, 

And  raadtioe  on  tha  rinaL 
The  breallunga  of  ll«  myrtle  llowcn, 

H>.*e  BoUal  o'er  my  wny ; 
The  [nigrim'f  vince,  at  veaper-honra, 

Hah  aoothed  me  with  iti  lay. 
The  Iilis  of  Qneoe,  the  Hilla  oT  Spun, 
■  The  purple  Heawn»  of  Borne, — 
Ym,  *U  ue  gtoriooa ;— yet  again, 

1  bleaa  thee,  Ltnd  of  Himta  I 
Fat  thine  ths  Sabbalb  peace,  my  landl 

Aod  thine  tha  guarded  hearth ; 
And  Ibine  the  dead,  the  noble  band. 

That  make  thee  holy  euth. 
Thd(  TMcea  meet  me  in  thy  breott, 

Thail  atepa  aie  an  thy  plain*; 
TImc  namn,  by  dd  majeatic  tiaa, 

Am  nhnpaied  nrand  thy  fanae. 
Their  blood  bath  minglad  with  the  tide 

Of  thina einliiog  aea: 
Oh  I  be  it  Mill  a  joy,  a  pride. 

To  hfo  and  die  for  thee  1 


Thou  halt  flung  the  maltb  away. 
And  the  glory  of  thy  epring ; 

And  to  thee  the  leaiea'  light  play, 
'  i  a  long-loigottaQ  thing. 


Too  fiercely  gaied  the  neon. 

O'er  the  image  ef  the  aky, 

Which  the  lake'a  clear  boeoa  wore, 
Darkly  may  abadowi  lie— 


GiVe  back  thy  heart  again, 
To  the  freedom  of  the  Troode, 

To  the  birda'  Iriumpbant  itrain, 
To  them 


Bat  when  will  thou  return  1 

Along  thine  own  pure  air, 
There  are  yooni;  aweel  vucei  bom^— 

Oh!  ^uld  not  thina  be  than  1 

Still  at  thy  fathar"*  boarf 
There  ia  kept  a  plaoe  fat  thea, 

And,  by  thy  ainile  reetored, 
Joy  round  the  hearth  ihall  oe. 

Still  hath  thy  mothar'a  eya, 

Thy  coming  itep  to  greet, 
A  look  of  dayi  gone  by. 

Tender  and  graiely  aweat. 

Btill,  when  Ihe  prayer  u  nud. 
For  thee  kind  boaoma  yearn. 

For  ttiee  land  lean  are  ahed — 
Ohl  when  wilt  thou  tetumi 


ObI  when  wilt  Ibou  return 

To  thy  aprit'a  early  tovee  t 
To  the  freehnen  of  the  atom, 

To  the  atillneea  of  the  graves  1 
TIm  aummet'hird*  are  calling 

Thy  houaehold  porch  around. 
And  the  merry  walen  f^ng, 

With  iweet  bughtei  in  tbcir  aound. 
Ajld  a  tbousand  bright-teined  flowtara 

From  their  banki  of  niaa  and  film, 
Bieatba  of  the  annny  houn— 

But  when  wilt  thou  letum  1 
Ohl  tltoD  beat  wandered  kmg 

pnm  thy  home  without  a  guide. 
And  thy  nadre  woodland  eong, 

In  tUne  altered  h>alt  hath  died. 


THE  WAKENING, 

How  many  thoojnnda  are  wakening  now  I 
Some  to  the  eonga  from  Ihe  foreat-bough. 
To  the  niatUng  of  leaToa  at  the  tattice-paTM, 
lechinung  (all  of  the  eaiiy  nun. 

And  wma  far  oot  on  the  deep  mld-aea. 
To  the  daih  of  the  ware*  in  their  foaming  gte* 
Aa  they  break  into  apTBy  on  the  ihip'a  tall  ^t. 
That  holda  through  the  tumult  her  path  of  prida 

And  eome — oh !  well  may  iheir  heaite  rejoice 
To  the  gentle  aonnd  of  ■  mother'a  voice ! 
Long  ahall  Ihey  yearn  for  that  kindly  lone. 
When  fnm  the  board  and  the  heonh  'ti*  gone. 

And  some  In  the  camp,  to  Ihe  bugla'a  breath. 
And  the  tramp  of  Ihe  atoed  on  tne  echoing  heatli. 
And  the  sudden  roar  of  the  hoetile  gun. 
Which  tells  that  a  fieid  must  eta  lught  ba  wai> 
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And  wma,  in  Iba  gloom;  anrict-call, 

To  tbe  dull  deep  nou  sf  tba  mnui^  InU, 

A>  it  liMvll;  (mJi*  tbeni  forth  to  (lie, 

Whui  the  bright  Hin  mountt  in  lbs  baghiag  ikr- 

And  MMDe  to  the  pe>]  of  the  hunter'*  boro, 

And  woate  la  tlw  din  from  tba  citj  bonw. 

And  eoma  to  the  nJliog  of  tomDt-B(Wcli, 


So  >ra  we  Toneed  on  thii  chequered  euth, 
Bach  unia  light  hatb  a  duly  birth, 
Though  fearAiI  or  joyous,  though  ud  or  sircet, 
Aie  the  nucea  which  fint  our  upsprinpng  meet. 
But  one  mud  the  nnnd  be,  wid  oiu  the  call. 
Which  fium  the  diut  ihdl  awake  ua  all. 
One— but  lo  •evenxl  and  distant  doom* — 
How  ahali  the  ikepen  ariie  from  the  tombel 


THE  DYING  IMPROVTSATORE.' 


Praptary  E/'Ainu. 

Toe  epirit  of  mj  land  t 
It  viaiti  me  once  more  1 — diough  [  must  die 
Far  fiom  the  mfitln  which  thy  bre«u  baa  Guinci}, 

My  owa  bright  Italy  I 

It  it,  it  is  thy  hnath, 
Which  stirs  my  soul  e'en  jet,  is  traiering  flame 
Is  shaken  by  the  wind ; — in  life  and  death 

Still  tnuDbbng,  yet  the  lunD  I 

Oh  t  that  loTc'i  quenehUaB  power 
hiight  waA  my  Toice  to  fill  thy  nunraer  iky. 
And  through  thy  gmree  its  dying  music  shower, 

Italy!  Italy  1 

The  nightingale  is  Ibere, 
The  sunbeam's  glow,  the  eitroa-flowei's  perfume, 
The  eouth-wlnd'a  whieper  in  the  scented  air — 

It  will  net  pierce  the  tomb  I 

New,  ohl  never  more. 
On  thy  Rome's  porple  heaven  mine  eye  shall  dwelt. 
Or  watch  the  bright  waves  melt  along  thy  ihore — 

MjIUdy.breweUI 
,AIas.' — thy  hills  among, 
Had  1  but  left  a  memory  of  my  naow, 
Of  lore  and  grief  one  deep,  true,  ISsrrent  aoDg, 

Unto  immottal  fiune! 

?ut  like  a  tale's  brief  lone, 
Uke  a  roie-odour  on  the  breeiea  eait, 
Like  a  swift  flushof  dsyapring,  seen  and  gone. 

Bo  bath  my  sjnrit  passed ! 


Pouring  itodf  away. 
As  a  wild  bird  amidst  the  lblia)[a  torn* 
That  which  within  him  triumj^  bsals,  or  bmi^ 

Into  a  flrsting  lay ; 

That  swells,  aiKl  floats,  and  dies. 
Leaving  no  ectia  to  the  summer  wooda 
Of  the  rich  bnathings  and  impawaaed  ngfn. 

Which  ttuillcd  thsir  scditudaa. 

Friends !  that  upon  its  mnrmun  oft  bars  h>n£ 
When  from  my  boaom,  joyously  and  fiee, 

The  Cery  fountain  sprung. 

Under  the  dark  rich  bhie 
Of  midnight  heavena,  and  on  the  slar4rt  sea, 
And  when  woods  kindle  intoapring'B  fint  hoe, 

Sweet  friendal  remember  met 

And  b  the  marble  hiUa, 
Where  tiTe's  foil  glow  the  dreams  of  beauty  wear, 
And  poet-thooghts  embodied  tight  the  waits, 

Let  me  b«  with  you  there ! 

Fain  would  I  bind  for  ^ea 
My  memory  with  alt  gloriaua  inings  to  dwefl ; 
Fain  tuil  all  lotcly  aounds  my  name  renew— 

Sweet  fiienda,  bright  land,  brewelll 

MUSIC  OF  YESTERDAY. 


Tbe  chord,  the  harp's  full  chord  is  hashed, 

The  *Mcc  halh  died  away. 
Whence  mueic,  like  sweet  waters,  gashed, 

Bui  yesterday. 
Th'  awakening  note,  the  breoe-like  swell. 

The  Ihll  o'ersweefnng  tone, 
Tb«  sounds  that  aighed,  "  Faiewell,  faTewelt  ■" 

An  gone— all  gone. 
The  love,  nboae  ferrenl  ^ril  paned 

With  the  rich  measure's  flow ; 
The  )rrief  to  which  it  sank  at  last — 

Where  ire  they  now  1 
Tbey  are  with  the  acenU,  by  sammer*!  broalh 


Tbe  sea-shell  of  its  native  deep 

A  moaning  thrill  ntafna. 
But  earth  and  air  no  record  keep 

Of  parted  strains. 
And  all  the  memDrfes,  aS  the  dreamy 

They  woke  in  floaling  by ; 
Tbe  lender  Ihoaghta,  th'  ElyaUn  gtsami 

Could  thne  loo  die  1 
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They  died— u  on  the  w&tcr'i  btout 

The  ripple  mctUBttay, 
Wbeo  the  breeu  that  Hirnd  it  aniu  to  tM( — 

So  periibed  tlwj  [ 

Uyiterioas  in  their  fuililen  birth. 

And  imnirnful  in  thdr  cIdh, 
PuNng,  &nd  finding  not  on  earth 

Aim  or  repoae. 

Whenca  were  theyt — like  the  brealb  of  Boiven 

Whj  thui  to  come  and  go  1 — 
&  long,  long  journey  must  be  oun 

Ere  thii  we  know  I 


THE  FORSAKEN  HEARTH. 

Wh  mlr  fehlD-NIr  Mill  ]>  iDai, 
ten  p  fam  nriman  hlerl 

TVratM  JtfslBly. 

Tbs  Uortb,  the  HB&rth  ii  dcuUte,  the  fire  ii 

qucDcbad  and  gone, 
'    That  into  happy  duUren'a  ejes  onco  brigbtlj 

laughing  >b<Hw ; 
The  pla£e  whete  mirth  and  munc  met  it  hnihed 

thioi^h  day  and  night,- 
OhI  for  onekii»d,oneaniuiyEiee,of  atlthattheie 

made  Eghll 
But  ■catteied'u 


One  haply  rcTek  atthefenat,  whilnonomky  droop 


[ike  Reaming  waten  fram  one  i 

Thnae  kindled  eyaa  reflect  not  a 

jcij  at  minbi, 
UnhoDnd  it  thai  aweet  wreath  of  I 

loady  Heuthl 

The  *i»cea  that  tu?«  mingled  hen  now  ipeiik  ano- 
ther longne, 

Orbreatbe,  petchanee,  to  alien  ein  the  aimg*  their 
motbei  long ; 

Sad,  Krangcly  am},  in  ib«nger  land*,  moat  aoand 
each  hoQaeJiold  t4ae, — 

The  Hearth,  the  Hearth  i*  de«))ale,  the  bright  Gie 
quenebed  and  gone. 

8tri  ore  they  ipoiMng,  lingingyet,  aiinthurdays 

TboM  maces,  are  (hey  luvdy  itUI,  atUI  sweet 
earth  orae&l— 

OhI  aonw  are  hDfhed,and  nme  arochanged.and 

never  ihall  one  Mrain 
Blend  thdr  rralemal  cadenue  triumphuitly  again  I 

And  of  the  hearti  that  hen  were  hnkod  by  kiug- 

maenibered  yean, 
Ala*  I  Ibe  blether  knowe  not  now  wbea  fall  the 

aiitei'i  tewal 


For  brokeD  ii  (]i 
qoendieil  an 

homenoU  chain,  tbe  bright  Bn 

J  gone  1 

Not  K-1  i>  ™ 

a  broken  ehain-thy  memory 

binds  them  atill, 
Thou  holy  Hearth  U  other  days,  though  lileni  now 

and  chill ! 
Tbe  emilea,  the  teara,  the  rilea  beheld  by  thine  at- 

leating  alone, 
Have  yet  a  living  power  to  mark  thy  children  hi 

The  falher'e  tmco,  the  mother's  prayer,  Uiough 

called  tnun  earth  away. 
With  muiic  rising  from  tlw  dead,  Iheir  s[Mrits  jel 

shall  sway ; 
And  by  tbe  put,  and  by  the  grave,  the  parted  yet 

Though  the  loved  Hearth  be  dewilats,  the  bright 
fire  quenched  and  gone ! 

THE  DREAMER. 

Thtn  la  IB  aocta  thing  sa/n-f  colnf  ponlbla  lothamind; 
Ihftuaand  accldenla  majr,iini1  will,  Inierp:*  a  veil  betweaa 
ur  [awanl  co^Bclouanca■^  and  the  ■ecm  lnHCTlpd»  on  Lbe 
ibid;  bul  alike,  whcllisr  railed  omnvcUal,  iha  biserljxlM 
anulna  6t  tiwm.—EnglUh  OpIum-BaUr. 

Thou  hsK  liean  callail,  O;  Sleep  I  Ihe  Tifgnd  at  wi^ 
Bo  t  la  Iha  Sapff  irtn  have  caUsd  Ibae  aa 


Peace  to  thy  dreams  I — thou  art  alumbecing  now, 
The  EooonKghl'*  calm  is  upon  thy  brow ; 
All  the  de«p  love  that  o'e^owa  thy  breast, 

'midst  tbe  hush  of  thy  heart  at  rest, 
Like  tbe  scent  of  a  Sower  In  its  folded  belt, 
When   eve  through  the  woodlands  hath  lighad 

Peace !— the  sad  memories  that  throDgh  tha  day 
With  a  weight  on  thy  lonely  bosom  lay. 
The  eudden  thoughts  of  the  changed  and  dead. 
That  bowed  thee,  ns  winds  bow  the  willow's  h^^ 
The  yeaminge  for  faces  and  voice*  gane~ 

ra  forgotten! — Sleep  on,  eleop  ont 

hey  forgotten  T — It  ii  not  sol 
Slumber  divides  not  the  heart  ftoat  its  rta, 
E'en  now  o'er  thine  aspect  swift  duinge*  pass, 
Like  lights  and  ahades  over  wavy  grass; 
TremblesI  thou,  Dreamer  1 — Obve  and  grief' 
Ye  have  atormathat  shake  e'en  tbedosed-uplait 
On  thy  parted  hp*  there's  a  quivering  thrill. 
As  on  a  lyre  ere  its  chords  are  still; 
On  the  long  ailk  laahet  that  fringe  thim  eye. 
There's  a  large  tear  gBlberii^  heavily; 
A  rainliom  the  clouds  of  thy  spirfcpKMtdr 
Sorrowliil  Diaamerl  thkbaolNrtI 
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MBS.  KEBIAHS'  WORKa 


It  la  'I'hought  at  work  ■rnUit  lunm]  haun, 
It  ii  Lav<  kee|iing  vigil  o'rr  pcriilieil  AawaM. — 
Ob ',  we  bnr  wilhin  u*  niyMeriou*  Ihings, 
or  Memoi7  anJ  Angui*h  uii  tat  homed  tpringi, 
Ami  Pimion,  Ihwe  gulfi  of  (be  li«rt  to  fill, 
With  bilWr  witc«,  wliich  il  no'er  ait.j  ililL 


>«  we  give  them  ■« 
jr  c«ucli  Kwsy  I 
jr  luuli  in  fc4r. 


Weil  Di'iKht  we  patiae  ei 
Flinging  Lhe  poaca  of  01 

Well  might  we  look  un 

The;  6nj  no  fount  oT  oblivion  here  I 

They  fbrgfl  nnt,  Hie  minlle  of  ileep  Iwnulb — 

How  know  we  ifunilerlho  wjngi  of  death  1 


THE  WINGS  OP  THE  DOVE. 


Oh  !  &r  thy  wings,  thou  doTi  I 
Now  aaiJing  by  with ninahi neon  thy  breHt; 

That,  borne  like  thee  ahon, 
I  loo  might  flea  away,  and  In  at  renl  I 

Wliere  will  thou  futd  thon  plumca, 
Bird  of  the  foreU-iLailovta,  halint  bin]  I 

In  what  rich  leafy  gluom*, 
By  the  aweet  *ue«  of  LiJJen  watin  atirred  1 

Over  what  Hamd  home, 
Wliat  iDof  with  darit,deep,«u[naier  loliaga  crownoi 

0 1  fail  ai  ocean'*  foam  ■ 
Shall  thy  bright  boaom  abed  a  gleoa  around  I 

Or  aeek'M  Ihou  eomo  old  ihrine 
or  llympli  or  aaint,  no  more  by  votary  woood, 

Though  «lill,aa  if  Ji'in*, 
Breathing  a  apirit  o'er  the  solitude  1 

Yet  wherefore  ask  thy  way  1 
Bled,  eiel  bleal,  wbate'er  ila  aim,  tboQ  alt  1 

Unto  the  greenwood  ipray, 
Bearing  no  dark  lemembrancv  at  thy  heart  I 

No  echoea  ihxt  will  Mend 
Ai&dnen  with  the  whiapen  of  Iha  gron; 

No  Rwmory  of  a  friend 
Far  «C  or  dead,  or  changed  lolhec^  tbondoral 

Oh !  to  Bume  cool  receaa 
Takfl,  take  ma  with  thee  on  lh«  aUDunet  wind, 

I>a<ring  the  wearinew 
And  *U  the  feTer  of  thia  life  behind: 

The  aching  and  the  loid 
W  itttln  the  heart  whereunto  none  reply, 

The  young  bright  hopea  deatroyn] —  , 

BiKi'  bear  me  wilb  thee  thnugb  the  aaoDj  aky  I'u 


Wild  wkh,  and  kmgii^  vain, 
Awl  brief  upaprioging  lo  ba  glad  and  Eica  I 

Oo  to  thy  waadland  rdgn  1 
My  Kwl  i«  bound  and  held — 1  may  not  Oes. 

For  even  by  all  the  fbara 
A  nd  tboughia  that  haunt  my  dreami — untold,  nn- 

And  burning  woman'a  leara, 
Poured  from  mine  eye*  in  olence  and  alone ; 

Had  I  thy  wingi,  thou  doro  1 
High  nodst  the  gorgeoua  lales  of  Cloud  to  ■ou', 

Soon  the  strong  conla  of  lo*a 
Would  draw  ma  earthwards^booiewanli — jel 


FBiami.LT  and  nwomfully 

Thou  btdd'it  the  earth  farawall, 

And  yet  thou  'rt  puning,  lovelieM  one! 
In  a  brighter  land  to  dwelL 

AaCFtid,  aaoend  rejoicing ! 

Theiunebineof  thatihora 
Atduih]  thee,  aa  a  glorioua  nfaa, 

Shall  alream  for  evermore. 

Tha  breeiy  mwic  wandering 
Then  through  th'  Elyaian  akj. 

Hath  no  deep  tona  that  aeema  to  BoU 
From  a  bapjMer  time  gone  by: 

And  then  the  day's  lait  ciimaon 
Givea  no  aad  metooriea  Uith, 

No  thought  of  dead  or  dialant  Dioada, 
Or  parting* — at  on  aarth. 

Yet  foarfully  and  moumrully 
Thou  Hdd'at  that  earth  farewell. 

Although  Ibou  'rt  paiaing,  lorelieat  one  ■ 
In  a  brighter  land  to  dwelL 

A  land  where  all  b  deUblcM — 

The  iunn;  wave'a  repose, 
Tha  wood  with  its  rich  mekKliea, 

The  summer  and  its  niea. 
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347 


A  lniiJ  Ihat  Met  no  puting, 

Tlial  hear*  no  1011111)  of  mght, 
Thit  naiu  thw  wkh  imimwUl  air 

LlA,  lift  thon  aniiooi  tjtitt 
Ok  I  bow  Hka  Ihrt,  Ihou  tninblu  I 

Man'*  iiiirit  IodiII;  clinga 
Wkh  (imiil  bre,  to  thi*.  iu  ^nM 

Of  obi  familiu  thing*! 
Wa  {Mint,  we  thint  for  Ibnnluns 

That  gush  not  hen  belcw  I 
~      III  we  toil,  alluinl  by  dteum 


Of  111 


'■Oew: 


We  [M""  ^  kindred  natures 

To  Dungle  nilh  -our  own  ; 
For  eommuninip  mora  full  ami  high 

Than  au;ht  by  mortal  known : 
We  ilrive  with  brief  aipiring* 

AgoiniC  our  bound*  in  vain ; 
Yet  aummoned  lo  be  fro*  at  laat, 

We  ahrink — and  claap  out  chain  t 
And  fearfully  and  mnDinrullr 

We  trid  the  earth  farewell, 
riiDugh  paaung  from  ila  miiU,  like  thee, 

In  a  brighter  world  lo  dweU.  ■ 

"THE  BOON  OF  MEMORY. 


Mur  thlDfi  unnnd  ID 


-MamfmL 


I  on,  I  go  I — and  moat  mine  imaga  fado, 

PiDlta  the  green  apoU  wherein  mjchildhood  plajei], 

B J  nij  own  atream*  1 
Mnit  mj  life  part  from  each  familiar  place, 
Aa  a  lit^'i  aong,  that  leaves  the  wand*  no  trace 

Of  ita  lone  themea  1 
Win  Ibe  Inend  pa**  mj  dwelling,  and  forget 
The  welcomea  there,  the  hour*  when  we  have  met 

In  grief  or  glee  1 
AD  the  aweet  counael,  the  commuidon  high, 
The  kinJI  J  wordi  of  trust,  in  daja  gone  bjr, 

Poured  fiill  and  free  1 
A  boon,  a  talieman,  O  Memory  '.  give, 
To  thrine  my  name  in  hearts  where  1  would  live 

For  evennore  I 
Bid  the  wind  apeak  of  me  when  1  have  dwelt, 
BU  the  atream'*  voice,  of  all  my  hhiI  hath  felt, 

A  thought  realon ! 
Iu  the  rich  reee,  wheae  bknin  I  lored  eo  weD, 
In  the  dim  brooding  violet  rf  the  dell, 

Set  deep  that  thought  I 
And  let  tbeaamet'aiDelancholy  glow, 
And  let  the  apring'*  firat  whlaper,  faint  and  low, 

WUhmabeflrMvlitl 


And  Memory  anawered  ine: — "  Wild  wiah  and  vainJ 
I  have  no  hue*  the  loidieat  lo  detain 

In  tha  heart'*  con. 
The  plaoe  they  held  in  boaotn*  lU  their  own, 
Soon  with  new  abadow*  Glr<l,newfliiweno'ergrairn, 

la  their*  no  mora." 
Halt  1  Aeu  *neh  power,  O  LoHl— An]  Love  replied 
"  It  ia  not  mine  I  Poui  out  thy  kiuI'*  fiilt  tide 

Of  hope  and  truiI, 
Pnyer,  tear,  detotedneaa,  that  boon  to  gain— 
*T  ia  but  to  write,  with  the  heart'*  Exiy  rain, 

Wild  wordaonduatl" 

Song,  ia  the  gill  with  thee  1—1  aik  a  Uj, 
Soft,  fervent,  deep,  that  wilt  not  paaaaway 

From  the  ilill  broaat ; 
Filled  with  a  tone— oh !  not  for  dealhleaa  fame 
I  iweet  haunting  murmur  of  mj  name. 

Where  it  would  reat. 

And  Song  made  anawer — "  It  ia  not  ID  me, 
Though  called  immortal  j  though  my  gift*  may  be 

All  bill  divine. 
A  place  of  lonely  brigbtnesa  I  can  give; — 
A  changeleu  one,  where  thou  with  IiOre  wooldat 
livo— 

Thia  k  not  mine !' 

Death,  Death  I  wiR  tAeu  the  reatleaa  T^h  ftalS1 1 
And  Death,  t  ha  Strong  One,  (poke:—"  I  can  batsUlt 

Each  vain  regret. 
What  if  forgotienl— All  thy  aoul  would  enre. 
Thou  too,  within  the  mantle  of  the  grave. 

Wilt  aoon  forget.'' 
Then  did  my  >i«rt  in  lone  bint  •adnaae  die, 
A*  from  all  nature'*  voicea  one  reply. 
But  one,  waa  given:— 
Earth  liaa  no  heart,  fond  dreamer  1  with  a  toot 
?o  aend  thee  hack  the  apirit  of  thine  own- 
Seek  it  in  Heaven." 


THE  GRATES  OF  MARTYRS. 
The  kinga  of  old  have  ahrina  and  ttimb, 
Inroanynnunater'a  haughty  gloom; 
And  green,  along  tho  ocean  nda, 
The  mound*  aiiaa  when  heroea  died; 

WW  ma,  on  Ihy  flowery  bieaat, 
Earth !  where  thy  mineleu  manyia  rati 
The  thouaand*  that,  nncbeered  by  praiae, 
Have  made  one  offering  of  their  day*; 
For  Truth,  for  Hoaren,  for  Freedom'*  aaka^ 
Reaigned  the  bitter  cup  lo  lake. 
And  dtently,  in  feaileaa  fiJth, 
Bowing  theii  noble  aoul*  to  death. 
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MRS.  HEMANff  WORKS. 


Tbe  Mill  Mil  glory  oT  tlwii  dmim, 
H«Itoi*(  no  mauntun  unto  Funa ; 
No — not  ■  tree  (he  record  beari 
Of  their  deep  thooghtt  uxl  lonel;  pr&jen. 

Yet  hiply  all  traand  lie  itrewed 
TbeuKceof  th&tmuKiluJe: 
(t  nuy  be  llut  each  diy  «e  Irau), 
Whue  Itnii  delated  bearti  have  bled, 
And  the  young  flowen  out  childcea  eow, 
Take  root  in  holy  dust  below.   . 

Oil '.  tbit  Ibe  many-niBtling  leaTca, 
Which  round  our  home<  the  lumnKr  weava 
Or  lh*t  the  atreams,  in  when  glul  mice 
Our  own  fuojlisr  pithj  rejoice, 
Might  whUper  through  the  starry  sky, 
To  tell  where  those  blest  slumbecen  lie  I 

Would  not  our  inmoat  hearts  be  stilleil, 
With  knowledge  of  their  presence  filled, 
And  by  its  bmihings  tsughl  to  priM 
The  meekness  of  setf-sacriSce  1 
— But  the  old  woods  and  aaiinding  witm 
Are  lileni  of  those  hidden  grave*. 

Yet  what  if  DO  light  footstep  there 
In  pi1griin-!o*e  and  awe  repair. 
So  let  it  be  1 — like  him,  whose  clay 
Deep  buried  by  his  Maker  lay, 
They  sleep  In  secret,— but  [heir  sod, 
Unknown  to  man,  is  marked  of  OoJ  I 


DREAMS  OF  HEAVEN. 


Heavsn  1— Wliat  dreams  an 


Dbbxh'it  Ihottot 
lUne7 

Fair  child,  fiiir  _ 
With  eye*  that  like  the  dew-drop 

And  bennding  dotatep  wild. 

TeQ  ma  what  hues  th'  Imnraital  shora 
Can  wear,  my  Bird  !  to  thca, 

Ere  yat  one  shadow  hath  passed  o'sf 
ThygUnce  anlspiiil  freel 


"  Oh !  beautirul  ia  hearen,  and  bright 
Willi  long,  kxig  summer  daya  I 

I  see  ilj  IJliea  gleam  in  Light, 
Where  many  a  fbuntain  F^ya. 

"  And  there  nnebecked,  methinka,  I  tmt 

Seeking  where  young  flowers  lie, 
In  Tale  and  golden-lhiiteil  gnii»— 

Flowen  that  are  not  to  die  I" 
Thou  Poet  of  the  hmely  thought, 

Sad  heir  of  gifts  diiine  I 
Say,  with  what  solemn  glory  fhinglit 

Ii  Heaven  in  dream  of  thinal 

Oh  I  where  the  living  waters  flow 

Along  that  radiant  shore, 
My  soul,  a  wanderer  Aere,  ah  all  know 

The  eiUe-lhirat  no  more  1 

"  The  burden  of  the  atnnger's  heut 

Which  here  unknown  I  bear. 
Like  llie  lught-sbadow  shall  depart. 

With  my  finrt  wakening  then. 

"  And  boma  on  eaglea  wings  a&r. 
Free  thought  shall  eUim  ka  dowet 

From  every  sphata,  from  every  alal, 
Of  glory  aiid  of  power."  " 

O,  Woman  1  with  the  soft  tad  aye  , 

Of  apiritual  gleam  1 
Tall  me  of  those  bright  realms  on  Ugl^ 

How  doth  thy  deep  heart  dnam  t 

By  thy  sweet  moumful  vnoa  I  know. 

On  thy  pale  brow  1  see. 
That  thoa  hast  loved  in  silent  wo, 

Say,  vthat  ia  Heaven  to  Ihe*? 

"Ohl  Heaven  ia  when  no  aacial  dread 
May  haunt  Love's  meeting  hour; 

Where  frorti  the  past,  no  gloom  is  shed 
O'er  the  heart's  chosen  bowar; 

"Where every aavetad wreath  iahonndg 
And  none  have  heald  the  knell 

Thai  smites  the  soul  in  that  wild  •Ottid- 
FareatUt  Btlntd,  Farevdtr 
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SCENES  AND  HTHNS  OF  LIFE. 


Sbcenta  ator  ^stmnn  oc  %iu. 


THE  ENGLISH  MARTYRS. 


bllhu  ilaM^ «  olrlik  St  Jor- 


Semt  in  a  Pri*n. 
Edith  alant. 
SdiiX.    MoKH  onoe  ■pin!  Ham  in  the  lone 
dim  oeU, 
The  csTcm  of  the  priaoDer'a  ferer  dreun. 
And  morn  tm  lil  the  ^tmd  rajeiciiiff  hills. 
And  tlie  bright  watan  romid  tha  prisoner'a  home. 
Fir,  fai  aWBT  [  Now  wakes  the  earfj  bird 
That  in  tlia  linie'a  tnuupuent  iidiage  aioKi, 
QoM  to  my  cottage  lattioe— he  awakes. 
To  etii  the  jeimg  leaTea  with  his  gnahing  eon], 
And  to  call  forth  rieh  anawen  of  da%bt 
From  Toieee  boned  in  a  thouaand  trees, 
Through  the  dim  atany  honn.    Now  doth  the 

Dnto  the  matiD  bre«M ;  and  the  blue  miat 
Bella,  like  a  fbrllng  burner,  from  the  browa 
Of  the  fbrtb^leanSi^  hilla  ind  wooda  that  rise 
Aa  if  new-bcsii.    Kigfal  world ',  and  I  am  here ! 
And  tbon,  O  than !   th*  awakening  tboggtit  of 

Waa  mor«  than  daj-apriiig,  draiet  than  the  ann, 
Herbert !  the  very  glajice  of  whoae  deal  eye 
Hade  mj  •onl  melt  awav  to  one  pure  fount 
Of  Uring,  bounding  gladness ! — where  art  (jhm  1 
HjfH«nd!  mjoiuy  and  my  blcaaed  torot 
Herbert,  my  soul's  companion  1 

[Gous,  a  ^nMpriat,  tntor*. 

Oomtt.  Daugmer,  hail  I 

I  bring  tbe«  tiding*. 

EdSh,  Heaven  wilt  aid  mj  soul 

Calmly  to  meet  whate'er  thy  lips  anooonee. 

Omuz.    Nay,  lift  a  song  of  ihankigiring  to 

And  bow  thy  knee  down  Gir  deliTennoe 

Hast  thou  not  pray'dfiHli/el  and  wonhlst  thou 

not 
Ones  more  be  fieeT 

JSOtli.  Hare  I  not  pny'd  br  li&I 

f,  ttiat  am  so  beloved  \  that  love  again 
mth  such  a  heart  of  tandrils  t  Hsaven !  tlei 

know'st 


Tbegi 

Of  breezy  hills,  ■  playmate  of  the  fiiwn 
In  ancient  wuxUandi,  from  mine  in&ncy  ! 
A  watcher  of  the  clouds  and  of  the  stars, 
BeneUh  the  adorini  lilence  of  the  night; 
And  ■  glad  wanderer  with  the  happy  itretma. 
Whose  laughter  fills  the  mountains !  Ob !  to  heat 
Theii  blessed  sounds  again! 

"  BeJMOe!  njoieel 


She  wills  not  thou  ah 
To  loose  thy  bonds. 

EditL  And  shall  I  tee  hit  &ce, 

And  shiUI  I  listen  to  hit  voice  again, 
And  lay  my  head  upon  his  fltithfol  breast, 
Wce;uhg  there  in  my  gladness  i  WUl  this  be  ^— 
Blessings  upon  thee,  fiuher !  my  qniok  heart 
Hath  dsem'd  thes  stem — say,  wilt  than  not  fin- 
give 
The  wayward  child,  too  luig  in  lunshine  reu'd. 
Too  long  unused   to  chastening  T   Witt   thou 

noti— 
But  Herbert,  Herbert !  Oh,  my  aoul  hath  roah'd 
On  a  swift  gust  of  sudden  joy  *wsy. 
Forgetting  all  beside  ?  Speak,  &Ihcr,  speak ! 
Herbert — is  he  too  free  T 

Otma.  His  freedom  lies 

In  his  own  choice — a  boon  like  thine. 

Edith.  Thy  words 

Fall  changed  and  cold  upm  mv  boding  heart 
Leave  not  this  dim  suspense  o  ershadowing  ma. 
Let  all  be  told. 

0»mti,  The  monarehs  of  the  earth 

Shower  not  their  mighty  gifts  without  a  claim 
Unto  some  token  of  true  russUgr. 
Some  mark  of  homage. 

Edith.  Oh!  unhketofliiR, 

Who  fteely  pours  the  joy  of  sunshine  forth. 
And  the  bright  qnickemng  rain,  ui  those  who 

Andth 


Omux,  {layiitg  a  paper  bejort  her.)  I*  it  sB 

That  thine  own  hand  should  set  the  erowning 

To  thy  deliverancet    Look,  thy  task  is  hen: 
"'gn  bnt  these  words  for  Uber^  and  lift 
Ediik,  (examtming  and  tin  tiranmig  U  fiwm 
her.) 
Sign  but  these  words !   and  wherefbte   •aids' 
tboo  not, 
but  ■  kailor  to  God'a  light  withm  V— 
Cnie),  oh,  eroel !  thy  dark  sport  hath  been 
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With  ■  JooDg  boaom'a  hope!    FamniU,  gUiI 

Brighl  opening  path  to  love  and  home,  ftrewBll ! 
And  thou — now  leava  dm  with  my  God  alone ! 
(fanet.    Doat  thou  reject  Heaven'*  mercy  T 
Edith.  Heaven'a !  dcth  Hsmcn 

Woo  the  free  spirit  tor  diahonour'd  breath 
To  bgU  its  birthright  T  doth  Hmmr  aet  a  price 
On  ths  clear  jewd  of  onaullied  railh. 
And  the  bright  caim  of  conacionce  1    Pdeat, 

God  hath  been  with  roe  'midit  the  holiness 
Of  Enf  land's  mountains— not  in  (pact  alone 
[  trod  their  heath-flowers — but  high  thoughts 

ro«e.,Dp 
Front  Ae  broad  ahadow  of  the  enduring  rocks, 
And  wander'd  with  me  into  aolenm  glens. 
Where  mj  soul  ftlt  the  beauty  of  Hia  word. 
I  have  heard  voice*  of  immortal  tmth, 
Bleat  with  the  eTerhsting  turrent-sounda 
That  make  the  deep  hills  tmmble.--ShaU  I  qmit  t 
Shall  England's  daughter  sink?— No!  Ue  who 

Spoke  to  my  heart  in  silowe  and  in  stonn, 
.  Wilt  not  forsake  hi*  child ! 

Gomes,  (turnaigfiiim  htr.)  Then  periahl  lost 

""-    ■     -    ,ri-      .,-.-,  

Father!  hear  me  yet  1 
Oh !  if  tbe  kindly  touch  of  human  lore ' 
Hath  erer  warmed  thy  breaatr— ' 

Gome*.  Away— away  1 

I  knew  nolloTs. 

EdWt.    Vet  hear!  if  than  hast  known 
The  tender  sweetnese  of  a  mother's  Toioe — 
If  the  true  ligil  of  afieclion's  eye 
Hath  wBtch'd  thy  childhood— if  fond  tears  have 

Been  showcr'd  upon  thy  head — if  parting-  words 
E'er  pierced  thv  spirit  with  their  lenderMss — 
Let  me  but  look  npcm  kit  Atoe  once  more, 
Let  me  bnt  say— Farewell,  my  soul's  bdored ! 
And  I  will  blea  thee  still ! 

Goniu,  (a»i<l<.)  Her  soul  may  yioU, 

Beholding  him  in  letlers ;  woman's  ftith 
Wi'J  bend  to  woman's  loro— 

Thy  pmyer  1*  hoard ; 
Follow,  and  I  will  guide  thee  la  his  oell. 

RUtlL    Oh !  •tormy  hour  dT  snmy  and  jc; ! 
But  I  shall  see  him — I  shall  heurliis  voice! 

[TTuyg^md. 


SCENE  II. 

ATutierpart  of  the  FrisM. 

HutiEST — Edith. 

Edilk,     Herbert,  my  Herbert'  is  it  thus  we 

meetT 
fftrUrt    The  voice  id  my  own  Edith !    Can 
snch  joy 
rJghl  up  thla  place  of  death  I   And  do  I  ieel 
Thy  breath  of  ion  once  more  npon  my  cheek. 
And  llie  soft  floating  ef  thy  gleamy  hair, 
Hf  bUiMd  Edithl  Oh.  npaklsaclMJiged! 


My  Sower,  my  uightea  Sowe- !  thou  ttwt  w«rt 

For  the  kind  (catering  ct  sweet  summer  air^ 
Hew  hath  the  storm  been  with  thee !— Lay  Ihj 

bead 
On  this  true  breast  again,  my  gentle  coe ! 
And  tell  me  alL 

BJitli.  Yes,  take  me  to  thy  heart. 

For  I  am  wea^,  weary !  Oh!  that  heart! 
The  kmd,  the  brave,  the  lendis ! — bow  my  soul 
Hath  sicken'd  in  vain  yearnings  lot  the  Iwlm 
or  rest  on  that  warm  heart!  hill,  deep  repoee! 
One  draught  of  dewy  stillnea*  afler  *lcm ! 
And  God  hath  pitied  mc,  and  I  am  hero — > 
Vet  once  belbre  I  die ! 

HtrberL  They  esRwN  *lay 

One,  joung  and  meek,  and  beaulitul  as  than  ! 
Mv  broken  lily !   Sorely  the  hmg  day* 
Or  the  dark  cell  have  been  enough  lor  tJu*! 
Oh !  thou  shalt  live,  and  raise  thy  gracious  haa4 
Yet  in  calm  aunahine. 

BdUi.  Herbert  I  I  han  ca*t 

The  snare  of  prcd'er'd  mercy  &o|n  my  aaol, 
llii*  very  hour.    God  to  the  weak  hath  gifeo 
Victory  o'er  lile  and  death !— The  tcmpttf's  pies 
Hath  been  rejected— Herbert,  I  roost  die. 

Herberl.  O  Edith !  Edith  I  I,  that  led  thea  Bist 
From  the  <^  path  wherein  thy  father*  trod — 
I,  that  received  it  a*  an  angel's  task. 
To  pour  the  (reah  tight  on  thine  ardent  sonl, 
Wbich  drink  it  as  a  stmOoweT — J  have  been 
Thy  ruide  to  death  ! 

£dil£  To  Heaven,  my  guide  to  HeMoa, 

My  nobte  and  my  Uees'd  1  Oh !  look  up. 
Be  strong,  rejoice,  my  Herbert !    But  for  tie*. 
How  could  mj  qnrit  have  spmng  up  to  God, 
Through  the  dark  cloud  which  oNw  its  Tiifan 

The  nigbi  of  leir  arvd  error  T  thy  dear  hand 
Fust  raised  that  veil,  and  ahow'd  the  glorioga 

world, 
My  bwitage  beytsid — Friend  !  lore  and  fKud ! 
It  was  aa  if  tboa  gavest  me  mine  own  nul 
In  IhcM  bright  Sijtl   Yea!  a  new  earth  and 

And  a  new  sense  for  all  their  splendours  bom. 
These  were  my  gills !  and  shall  I  not  rejoice 
To  die,  upholding  their  immortal  worth. 
Even  Rk  %  sake  ?    Yes,  Gll'd  with  nobler  lifi 
By  thy  pure  love,  made  holy  to  the  truth, 
Lay  me  upon  the  ollar  of  thy  God, 
The  first  IHiits  of  thy  ministry  below ; 
Thi  work,  thine  own ! 

kerberL  My  lore,  my  sainted  lavs 

Ohl  I  eoa  almost  yield  tboe  unto  heaven; 
Earth  would  hot  sully  tbee !    1100  must  depart 
With  the  rich  crown  id  Ihy  oelesliol  giRa 
Untainted  by  a  breath !    And  yet,  alas '. 
Edith !  what  dream*  of  hcdy  happiliess, 
Even  for  litit  wwld.  ware  oora!  )be  low,  awed 


My  liib's  companion  ! — Thou,  beside  my  hearth 
Bitting  with  thy  moek  eye*,  or  grcetiiy  ma 
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Bick  from  brief  ttmaea  with  thy  bounilinf  itep. 
In  the  green  meadow  path,  or  by  my  lide 
KnaeLinjg^ — tfaj  calm  nplifted  &Ko  to  mine. 
In  tba  iweat  hiuh  of  pnjer !  and  now  — ■  dt 

How  luve  w«  hned — how  tcmatlj,  bow  Icng ! 
And  IAm  to  be  tbs  eloae  I 

EdUh.  Oh :  beu  me  np 

Agaiiut  the  onattcr&ble  IcnderneM 
Ol'  earthlj  lore,  mj  Ood  I  in  the  dck  boor 
or  djing  human  Hope,  tbraake  me  not ', 
Herbert!  my  Herbert!  ercn  that  sweet  borne 
Wbeie  it  had  been  too  maeh  of  Paradise 
To  dwell  with  t 


On  DB,  thy  children !  Ibrougfa  th'  o'enhadowinj 

Of  loiTow  wad  mortality,  lend  aid, 

SsTe  or  we  perish !  we  would  poor  our  lirer 

Forth  ai  a  jojona  oHtring  to  thy  troth. 

But  we  ore  weak— we,  the  bniiaed  rcoda  ofetrlh, 
Are  iway'd  by  every  gosL    forgive,  O  God  ! 
The  blindoeu  of  our  paseionito  dceireB, 
The  fainting  of  our  beiirta,  the  lingciinr  thoughla 
Which  cleflTe  to  dust  I  Forgive  the  >tnle ;  accept 
The  aaorificc,  tbnagh  dim  with  mortal  tears, 


Higbt  Mon  have  torn  tu;  or  Ihetooob  of  death 
Hi^ht  one  day  there  hate  left  a  widow'd  heart, 
Pinmg  akoe.    We  will  m  hence,  beloTed ! 
To  the  brif  ht  ooontry,  where  the  wkked  eeaae 
From  tnmblinK,  iriiere  the  ipcnler  hath  no  away ; 
Where  no  harih  nuee  of  woridliDeai  distorba 
The  Sibbath-paaee  of  lore.    We  will  go  hence, 
Ti^ttfaer  with  o«r  wedded  loab,  to  Heaven : 
No  aolitary  lingering,  do  cold  void. 
No  dricff  of  (ha  heut !   Our  livea  have  beoi 
Lovely  throosh  IkithM  love,  and  in  onr  death* 
We  wiU  not  be  divided. 

Utrberi.  Oh !  the  peace 

Of  God  ia  Ijiiu  ^  within  thine  eyea, 
Far  DDdanaalb  the  mist  of  human  teira, 
Liffhting^  Ifaoae  blue  atill  deptha,  and  nnking  thence 
On  my  worn  heart  New  am  I  rirt  with  atren^. 
Now  I  can  bleu  thee,  my  trnaDrida  for  Heaven! 

BdUl^   AndlelmeUeeaMfr,  Herbert  I  in  this 

Lot  mv  bod]  bleai  thee  with  prevailing  might ! 
Oh !  Ihoa  haat  loved  me  noUy !  thon  didst  tsk 
An  wphinto  thy  heart,  a  thiiif  onorized 
And  desolate;  ud  thon  didat  gnard  her  there, 
lliatlone  and  lowly  creature,  aa  a  pearl      , 
or  richeat  price ;  and  thoa  didst  fill  her  sod 
With  the  high  gifta  of  an  immortal  wealth.— 
I  bless,  I  blraa  thee !  Never  did  thine  eye 
Look  on  me  bat  in  glieteninr  tendemeaa. 
My  nntJe  Herbert!  Never  did  tbv  voice 
Bat  m  aSbction'a  deepest  m 


To  thy  poor  Edith  !   ^«ver  waa  tl»beart 
Auf^t  but  the  kindlieal  duhering  heme  to  mine 
My  ftithfiil,  generous  Herbert!    Woman's  peace 
Ne'er  on  a  breast  so  tender  and  to  true 
Reposed  before. — Atsa !  thy  showering  taara 
FUl  fkst  upon  my  ofaeek — forgive,  fbrpve  ! 
1  alraold  not  melt  thy  strength  away 
In  such  an  hour. 

Htrbert.  8w«et  Edith,  no !  my  heart 

Will  lU)  no  more ;  Ood  beaia  me  tip  throogfa  thee, 
And,  by  thy  words,  and  by  the  heavenly  hght 
flhintog  around  thee,  thron  '  " 
WiUyotnutunme!    Let' 
Lrt  DS  kneel  down,  u  we  have  kneh  eo  oft. 
Thy  pure  eheek  touching  mine,  and  call  oo  Him, 
Th'  all^ntying  One,  to  aid. 

[Tit)  inesl. 
^  O,  look  on  ns, 

>alber  above!  tn  lender  men^.  look 


forth  !  and  if  onr  souls 


From  mortal  pangi  wrung 

In  nil  the  fervent  dreams,  the  food  eiceic, 

Of  their  long-Uuping  love,  have  wnnder'd  not, 

Holiest  1  from  thee  ;  ob !  tiLkc  them  fl>  thjiclf^ 

After  the  fiery  triil,  toko  them  home 

To  dwell,  in  tbiit  imperishable  bond 

Before  Uko  link'd  for  ever.    Hear,  thiouga  Him 

Who  meekly  drank  the  eup  of  agony. 

Who  poae'd  Ihroiigb  death  to  victory,  be«r  and 

DS,  Father!  we  are  girt  with  snares ; 
Fetiier  in  Heaven !  we  have  no  help  Int  thee. 

IThtgtiM 

cooldat  thou  lift  up  thy  sweet  voice. 
And  aing  me  that  old  solemi^brcething  hjmm 
We  k>ved  in  happier  days-— the  stTfia  which  tells 
Of  the  dread  conflict  in  the  olive  abade  1 

[Sha  tingt 
He  knelt,  the  Saviour  knelt  and  pray'd, 

When  but  his  Father's  eye 
Look'd  tlirough  the  lonely  garden's  sbida 

On  that  dread  ngony  1 
The  Lord  of  AH  aboie,  beneath, 
Waa  bow'd  with  sorrow  unto  d^b. 

ITie  son  set  b  a  learlU  hoar, 
The  Btars  might  well  grow  dim. 

When  this  mortality  hod  power 
So  to  o'enhadow  HlM '. 

That  He  who  gave  man's  breath,  might  know 
The  very  deptha  of  human  woe. 

He  imnved  them  all !  the  doubt,  the  strife 

liie  Ikint  peiplexing  dread. 
Hie  miata  that  hangover  parting  life, 

AH  gather'd  round  bis  head ; 
And  the  Deliverer  knelt  to  praj — 

Yet  pasa'd  it  not,  that  cup,  away ! 


id  yielded  up  its  dead. 
oui  ihero  was  sent  from  him  on  high 
A  gift  of  strength  for  man  to  die. 

And  was  the  sinleB  thni  beset 
With  anguish  end  diomay  t       ., 

How  may  tet  meet  our  conaict  yet. 
In  the  dark  narrow  way  T 


Hark !  hark  !  the  parting  lignol 
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[Pritm  aOeiulantt  raltr. 
Fus  thee  well ! 
O  IboQ  nnuttenblj  luTsd,  fivewsU  1 
Let  MIT  hgsTti  bow  to  Ood ! 

Herlttt.  One  lut  embrace— 

On  eutli  the  Iut[ — We  h»e  eternitf 
For  love'i  oonununion  yet !  —  Fwewelll  —  fire- 


"ix: 


Til  o'er — tbe  Uttenua  c^deelli  u  put! 


iUdn 


Adi]  wherefiuv  iwU,  mf  child  I 
Tbou  ut  ■  ciealme  all  of  life  aaA  oawn. 
And  IroiD  thy  eooch  ofricktKOT  ^et  dialt  ine. 
And  mlk  Ibtth  wiEh  the  dij-epriog. 

LUiait.  Hope  it  nut! 

Dream  it  no  moie,  my  mothei !  there  an  thinfi 
Known  bat  to  God,  and  to  tbe  puting  aeol. 
Which  Aeli  hii  thrilling  nunmna. 

Bnt  m  J  word* 
Too  moch  o'enbttdow  then  kind  kmng  ejee. 
Bring  me  thy  flowera,  dear  Jeaay !  Ah !  thj  alep 
Well  do  I  eee,  hath  not  akme  explond 
The  garden  bowera,  but  freelj  viailed 
Our  wilder  haimta.     Thii   finmJike   immAtw 


Apartmmt  in  on  BngUth  Counfrji-ffinue. — Li  i 
TteliittBg,  at  tUeping  art  a  eouek.    Htr  MMhtr 
waehing  .baidt  her.    Her  Sitter  tnter*  vich 
JIawtrt. 
IhtitfT.    Hnih,  lightly  ttoad !  itill  tranqniUy 

Aa,  when  a  babe,  I  rock'd  ber  on  my  heart 
Tve  Wfttch'd,  luapending  e'en  mj  toeath,  in  fcii 
To  break  the  heaTcnIy  ipolL    Move  lilently) 
And  oh !  thoie  flowcn !  dear  Jeaiy,  bear  then 

Dot  thou  forget  the  panioQ  of  quick  tears 
That  shook  ber  trerobling  frame,  when  tut  wi 

brought 
The  rorca  to  lier  roocb  T  Doat  thou  not  know 
What  sadden  ionginga  for  the  wooda  and  billa. 
Where  once  her  free  itepa  mored  bo  buoyantly, 
Theaa  leaTes  and  odours  with  strange  influence 

In  hot  fiut-klndled  aoal  T 

Jeita,  Oh !  ahe  would  piite. 

Were  the  wild  scenli  and  glowing  hoes  wiUiheld. 
Mother  1  ftr  more  than  noio  her  spirit  yeanw 
For  the  Une  sky,  the  singing  birdi  and  brooks 
And  swell  of  breathing  taif,  whose  lighlsom 

Their  blooms  recalL 

lalUm,  iraititig  htmlf.)     U  that  my  Je«y' 

It  woke  me  Dot,  sweet  mother !  I  had  lain 
Bilently,  riaited  by  waking  dreams. 
Yet  conscious  of  thy  brooding  watchfiilnflsa, 
Iiong  ere  I  heard  the  aouDd.    Uotb  ahe  brought 

fleven! 
Cay,  fear  not  now  thj  Ibnd  ehild's  wayward- 

DCSh 

Hj  thou^htfiil  mother !— in  her  ohastra'd  aonl 
The  paaaion-cokiat'd  images  of  lile, 
Which,  with  their  andden  itartliDg  flush,  awoke 
fill  all  thoae  bumiTie  lenn,  have  died  away 


With  BonndB  like  diildbood's  laogiiter.    la  thtt 

■pot 
Jy  ss  when  onr  glad  eyes  hail'd  it  fint  t 
Still  doth  the  golden  willow  bend,  and  sweep 
The  clear  brown  WIT*  with  vnry  paaung  wind  T 
And  Ihrodgh  the  ahaUoiwer  waten,  whoe  they 

lie 
Dim|diDg  in  light,  do  the  Tcm'd  pcdiUea  gleam 
Like  bedded  geout  And  tbe  white  brtterfliea, 
From  ahade  to  san-atre«k  are  they  gjaociDg  still 
Among  the  pqdarJKMglis? 

Jnty.  All,  all  is  there 

Which  cltA  roldiommer's  wealthieit  houra  can 

All,  save  the  mdI  of  all,  thj  lightening  Bmils : 
Therefore  1  stood  in  sadneae,  'midst  Uie  leaves, 
And  caught  an  under.mmie  of  lament 
In  Ihe  stream's  rotce;   but  Kalnre  wail>  thee 

still. 
And  Ibr  thy  coming  piles  a  Airy  thrtaw 
or  richest  men. 

Lilian.  Alas !  it  may  not  be  t 

My  soul  hath  sent  ber  farewell  voicdcaidy. 
To  all  these  bleoed  hesnte  of  song  and  tbovgfall 
Yet  not  the  less  I  love  to  look  on  these. 
Their  de«r  memorials :   strew   them   o'er   ny 

Till  it  grow  like  a  fbteet-bank  in  spring, 
All  fluA'd  with  violet*  and  ammaoeL 
Ah  !  Uie  pale  brier  rose !  toach'd  ao  tenderly, 
Ai  a  pure  ocean  ahsU,  with  &inles(  red. 
Melting  away  to  peartineee ! — I  know 
How  its  light  ftstoons  o'enrohing  hung 
From  the  gray  rock,  that  rise*  attuJike, 


-J  high  waving  a 

'Midet  the  tone  grassydalL   And  thii  rieh  bougb 
or  they'd  woodbine,  tells  me  of  (be  oak 
Whose  deep  midBummer  Biloom  ileepftbeanlT 
Shedding  a  verduroos  twiBghl  o'er  ute  &ce 
Of  the  glBdc's  pool.    Methinks  I  see  it  now 
I  look  up  throDgh  the  stirring  of  it*  loaves 
Unto  the  intense  blue  cryatal  fimuiiiienL 
'  Tbe  ring-dove's  wing  is  flitting  o'er  ngr  bead, 
jCasling  at  limes  a  sUvery  sbai£>F  down 
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'HiM  the  hive  wRter-IQin.  BMotiflil! 
How  bnutiliif  ii  all  IhU  &ir,  &«a  world 
IFmler  God*!  opan  ikj ! 

MlJur.  Than  ul  o'erwrewM 

Once  more,  my  child  1  Tba  dew;  IremUiDf  Ugh'. 
TitmpDg  lean,  ogun  ia  in  thine  eye. 
0,  huab,  (Jear  Liliui !  turn  thee  to  rtfwee. 

Liliett.     Mother,  I  cannot.    la  mj  aool  the 
thoughti 
Born  with  loo  lubtlc  and  loo  nvift  a  fire ; 
Importunstely  to  my  lipa  they  throng'. 
And  with  tlieir  earthly  kindred  leek  to  blend 
Eie  the  vail  drop  between.     When  I  am  gone — 
(For  1  nasi  go) — Iben  the  rcmember'd  wncd* 
WherciD  these  wild  imagimngu  flaw  fcrth. 
Will  to  thy  food  licart  be  at  amulets 
Held  there  with  life  nnd  lore.    And  wesp  not 

tbui! 
Mother !  dear  liiter  '.  kindert,  genllert  once ! 
Be  Mntfbrled  that  now  1  weep  no  man 
For  the  vlod  earth  and  all  the  golden  light 
Whence  I  depart 

No '.  (iod  hath  pnrified  my  ipirit'i  eye. 
And  in  the  fbldi  of  thia  a 


On  the  rich  petala  tneed; — No — in  aatl  veina 
And  character*  of  beaoty,  I  eon  read — 
'  Look  up,  loBk  ieaseniBard !" 

BleaaedGodoTLove! 
1  thank  thee  Tor  theae  gifts,  the  precious  links 
Whereby  my  sprit  unto  Ihee  is  drawn  1 
I  thank  thee  tha  the  lorelioBH  of  earth 
Higher  than  earth  can  raise  me !  Are  not  theae 
Bat  rerms  of  thinga  nnperiahing,  that  bloom 
Beside  th'  immortal  atroama  I    Shall  I  not  find 
The  lily  of  the  field,  the  Savioiu-'a  flower. 
In  the  aerene  aikd  neTu.iDoaniDg  air, 
And  the  clear  starry  light  of  angel  eyes, 
A  thoiMU)d.rdd  mote  gloriooi}    Richer  &r 
Win  not  the  nolet's  diuky  purple  glow. 
When  it  hath  ne'er  been  preaa*d  to  broken  beatta, 
A  lecord  at  lost  lore? 

MMtT.  My  Lilianf  thou  ' 

Sorely  in  lly  bright  liA  haat  little  known 
Of  kiat  things  or  of  ohangad  I 

Uisn.  Oh!  litde^ 

For  lAsH  haat  been  my  shield!    Bat  had  it  been 


Which  makea  the  dcSDiate  CamngDa  ring 
With  "Roma,  ibnw .'"  or  the  Madrigal 
Warbled  on  moonUghl  eeaa  or  Sicily? 
Or  the  old  ditty  lelt  by  Troubadoun 
To  giria  of  Langnedocf 

LOum.  Oh,  no !  not  these. 

Jan/.    What  then  1  the  Mooriih  mclod;  itlll 

Within  the  Alhambra  city  T  or  those  notea 
>m  of  the  Alpa,  which  pierce  the  exiie'a  heart 
ran  unto  death  T 

Lilim,  No,  aislcr,  nor  yd  theaSi; — 

Too  ranch  of  dreamy  love,  of  6int  regret, 
Of  paBgionatf  1y  fond  remcrabronce,  hreathca 
careuiDg  swcetnoss  of  their  tdhes, 
ic  who  dies: — Tlicy  would  but  woo  mc 
back 

To  glowing  life  with  thoio  Arcadian  aoundi — 
And  vainly,  Tainly — No!  a  loftier  strain, 
A  deeper  music! — Soroclliin^  that  may  hear 
The  spirit  up  on  alow  yd  mighty  tringi, 
Unaway'd  by  guita  of  eailh :  somclhing,  all  filt'd 
With  solemn  adonilion,  tcarfbl  prayer. — 
Sing  me  that  antique  strain  which  once  J  deem'd 
Almost  too  sternly  eimple,  too  aostere 
In  its  grave  majesty  l  I  love  it  now — 
Noa  it  leemB  frau^t  with  holieat  power,  to  haah 
All  billowB  of  tha  soul,  e'en  like  hu  voice 
Thai  said  of  old— "  Be  stiU!'*  Sing  me  that 

"  ITie  Bavlour'a  dying  hour." 

[Jiaav  ting*  U  A*  Ibrp. 

OSon  of  Man! 
Shadowa  of  eiirth  closed  totmd  thee  fearfnlly '. 
Allthat  on  us  ia  laid. 

All  the  deep  gk>om, 

ion  and  th'  abandonment, 

The  dark  amaie  of  death ; 

All  upon  tluttoofeO, 

Bodeemerl  Son<^Man!  ^ 


Ij  ftahioo'd,  that  for  them 


We  will  not  apeak  of  thia ! 

By  what  strange  spel 
la  it,  that  ever,  when  I  gaze  on  flowers, 
I  dreuQ  of  music  ?    Something  in  their  hues 
^  AH  melting  into  coloor'd  harmonioe. 
Wafts  a  awifl  thoaght  of  interwoven  chords. 


vayn— O,  hi  ing  thy  harp^ 

What  wouldat  thoa  bear  ?   Th'Italiaa 
^Bsant's  Lay, 


wu=e'i 


But  the  keen  pang 
Wherewith  the  silver  cord 
or  earth's  affixtion  frtun  the  Mul  is 
The  optcaring  of  tlu» 

Into  the  quick  atrong  heart; 
This,  Mil,  the  passion  and  tho  agony 
Of  battling  love  and  d^th. 
Surely  was  not  tor  lite. 
Holy  One !  Son  of  God ! 

Yes,  my  Redeemer  1 
E'en  this  cnp  waa  thine ! 

Fmd  wulhigvoicee  callM  thy  spirit  book ; 
E'en  'midst  the  m>ghty  thoughts 
Of  that  last  crowning  boor 

E'en  en  thine  awful  way  to  victory, 

Wildly  they  edl'd  thee  baca! 
And  weeping  ejea  of  love 
Unto  thy  heart's  deep  eore, 

Pieroed  Ainogh  the  foldi  of  death'a  myalertoM 

SoBbrer!  thoa  Son  of  Mao : 
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Mother-tem  were  minglMl 
With  th;  ocnU^  blood-drapa, 

._.    __       ..  .  _ie  &lihfiil, 
He  that  on  Ihj  boKoi, 

rhnice  iiiilHbiii£  bMinolr  lore,  hul  UiiH- 
He,K  pale  ndynXdia— 
Met  with  looki  or  uirDiih, 

AH  the  uigwih  in  iky  lut  meek  gianea— 
Dyinj  Son  of  Han! 


Thou  that  hast  known  all  woe* 
Bound  in  Iheeirdle  of  DiortaUly ! 

lion  that  will  tin  iho  t««d 
Which  stomu  hate  bruiied. 
To  thoe  maj  •orrow  throug-h  each  conflict  crj, 
AJid,  in  that  tempeat'hcnir  when  love  and  life 
Myvtarioaaly  moat  part, 

Wiien  tearful  eyoa 
Are  paaaiaoately  bent 
To  drink  earth'i  last  Ibnd  meaning  from  our  gas 
ThOD,  then  Ibraake  tis  not ! 
.  Shed  on  our  apiriU  then 
Tba  faith  and  deep  aabmiiaireneaa  of  thine ! 
ThoQ  that  didrt  Ioyb, 
Thoa  that  didat  weep  and  die — 
Hou  that  didst  riac,  a  victor  gloriGed  ! 

Coaqneror!  than  Son  of  God ! 


CATHEDRAL  HYMN 


A  Dix  and  mirhly  tniuler  of  old  time  1 
A  temple  ahadowy  with  remsmbraima 
"*""  najealio  past  1 — the  Terj  ligiht 


Stroama  with  a  cotonrina;  of  heroic  dav> 

tn  every  nr,  which  hmh  through  aidi  and  a 

A  path  of  dreamy  luatre,  wandering  back 


Memories  of  power  and  pride,  which  hng^api, 
like  dim  procesaioDt  of  a  dream,  have  sank 
In  (wilif  ht  deptlu  away.— Retom,  my  soul ! 
llle  cross  recalls  tbeo^Lo!  the  blessed  eraasf 
High  o'er  (be  banners  and  the  crests  of  euth, 
Fii'd  in  ila  meek  and  still  saprema^ ! 
And  to  S  the  throng  of  beatinr  hmiuui  bearta^ 
With  all  their  aeciet  scrdla  of  boried  grie^ 

wir  full  treasures  of  immortal  hope, 
Gather'd  before  their  God  !  Hark  1  how  the  flood 
Of  the  rich  organ  liarmonj  beoi*  np 
Their  Toice  on  its  high  waves '. — a  mighty  burst ! 
A  fbreat-BDunding  musie '. — erery  tone 
Which  U»  blasU  call  forth  with  tbur  harping 

FViftn  rnlfs  of  toanng  foliage  there  iabtent: 
And  the  old  minster — Ibmt-like  ilx;lf— 
With  its  long  avenoe*  of  piltar'd  shade. 
Seem*  qniiering  all  with  spirit,  as  that  strain 
CerBows  its  dim  rcccssef,  tearing  not 
One  tomb  UDthriU'd  by  the  atrong  sympathy 
Answering  the  electric  notes. — Join,  join,  my 


To  other  .years ;  and  the  rich  fretted  roo^ 
And  the  wrought  cu^mala  of  summer  learea, 
Ivy  and  Tine,  and  many  a  acalptureit  rose — 
The  tendcrcsl  image  of  morlahly — 
Binding  lbs  slender  columns,  whose  lig^t  sbafli 
Cltuter  like  sterna   In  com-shcave* — all  these 

Tell  of  a  race  that  nobly,  fearleasly, 
On  their  hearl'a  worship  pour'd  a  wealth  of  love  ! 
Honour  be  with  the  dead  '. — The  peo[ds  kneel 
Under  the  iielms  of  antique  chiyairy, 

nd  in  the  crimaoo  gloom  from  banner*  thrown. 
And  'midst  the  ioinis,  in  pale  proud  alimibel 

OI  warriors  on  thui  tombs. — The  people  kned 
Where  maiLcUd  ehie&  btTe  kneh !  where  jewoll'd 


t)n  the  Rush'd  brows  of  conqnel 
Wliere  tho  high  anthems  ot<^ 
Ihrt  mads  ilia 


dust  gin  echoes. — Honoe,  vain 


lowlr, 
nsolhi 


lod^  the  glorioOB  hymn. 

Rise  like  an  ottar-lire .' 

la  solemn  joy  aajnre. 
Deepening  thy  paasion  still,  O  choral  stnin ! 

On  thy  strong  rushing  wind 

Bear  up  from  human  kind 
Thanki  and  implorings — be  they  not  tn  nin ! 

Father,  which  art  on  hi^ ! 
Weak  is  the  melody 
p  or  song  la  reach  thine  awfnl  ev, 
Unlem  the  heart  be  there. 
Winging  the  words  of  prayef. 
With  its  own  ftryent  laith  or  suppliant  fear. 


an  amidat  them  through  that  bSBvealy  Goeat! 
So  shall  ttieir  cry  biie  power 
To  win  from  thee  a  shower 
Of  healing  gifta  ibr  erery  wounded  breaat. 

What  griels  that  make  no  aign, 

That  ask  no  aid  but  thine. 
Father  of  Mcicie* ;  here  before  Ihco  swelL 

As  to  the  open  aky, 

Ail  thrir  dark  waters  lie 
To  thee  levoal'd,  in  each  cloae  bosom  oeU. 


Thest 


y  for  the  dead. 


From  tho  wor 

And  the  fond,  aching  love, 

Thy  minister,  to  move 
All  tho  wrung  spirit,  solUning  it  lur  thee. 

And  doth  not  thy  dmd  sya 
Behold  the  agony 
at  most  hidden  <^amber  of  the  bsut. 
Where  darkly  sita  remorse. 
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Yet !  hero  before  thy  throne 
Mimj — yet  each  aloiu) — 
To  Ihce  UiBt  leiriblo  imveiting  mike : 

And  still  uiull  whiapen  clou 
Are  starlline  miny  ui  ear, 
Ai  if  ■  trompct  boHo  tbo  dnul  awske. 

HoiT  dreadAil  ia  this  place ! 

The  glory  of  thy  fteo 
FiUi  it  too  ecarchlng-ly  for  mortal  liglit ; 

Where  shall  the  guilty  flee  I 

Over  what  &i-on  (eal 
What  hills,  what  waoda,  may  ihjvvd  him  from 
that  light  I 

Not  to  the  cedar  ihade 

Let  hU  Tain  flight  be  made; 
Nor  the  idd  mooataiai,  nor  the  donrt  lea ; 

What,  bat  the  croet,  can  yield 

The  hope,-~tba  tUy—Qu  ihieldT 
natctmay  the  Atoner  lead  him  np  to  Thee  1 

Be  thou,  be  thoa  his  aid '. 

Oh  !  let  thj  loT«  pervade 
The  haunted  caic*  of  self-accuiing  Ibooght  1 

There  let  the  living  atone 

Be  ctefl— the  aeed  be  aown— 
The  eong  of  fenntaini  from  the  ailence  brooghl ! 

So  shall  thy  breath  cmce  mora 

Within  the  loul  reatore 
Thine  own  firat  image — Holiest  and  meet  Bigh 

Al  a  dear  lake  ii  M'd 

With  hue*  of  Heaven,  instilt'd 
Down  '.a  the  depths  of  id  calm  parity. 

And  if^  amidit  the  throog 
Link'd  by  the  aaeending  aonj^, 
Hiere  are,  vhoae  tboughia  in  trembling;  rapture 

Thanks,  Father !  that  the  power 
Of  joy,  man'i  eariy  dower, 
Thn^  e'en  Wdat  tears,  can  tervantly  adon ! 


Blenns  and  lave,  0  Thoa  that  hearest  prayer ! 

Let  the  hymn  pierce  the  aky. 

And  let  the  tomba  reply  ! 
F<>  seed  that  waitB  thy  harvest-time,  is  there. 


WOOD  WALE  AND  HVMN. 


CkiU.    'nureats  the  aspens,  with  Ibeirulvery 

TVembling,  for  ever  tremblii^ !  tboa^  lb*  Ume 
And  uhertnot  boughs,  and  those  long  ardiing 

sprays 


Of  (flantine,  hang  still,  as  if  the  wood 
Were  all  one  pjctore ! 
FatStr.  Hast  thoa  heard,  my  bi^. 


Falser.                      Oh !  a  cause  more  deep. 
More  solemn  At,  the  nwtic  doth  assign 
To  the  strange  restlcssnesi  of  thrae  wan  Idstss  ! 
The  cross,  he  deems,  the  Ueesed  cross,  whereon 
The  meek  Redeemer  bow'd  his  head  to  death. 
Was  ftamed  of  aapen  wood ;  and  since  that  hoar 
Throng  til  its  race  the  pale  tree  hath  sent  down 
A  thri^ng'  eonscioosnesa,  a  secret  awe, 
Making  uem  tremolaas,  when  not  a  Ineoie 
IKstufM  the  airy  thistle  down,  or  shakes 
Thelifh 

CUU, 

mbert 

fbtW.  Nay,  my  child, 

Wt  walk  in  clearer  lieht.    But  yet,  even  no« 
With  somethiDg  of  amigering  love,  I  read 
The  eharactera,  by  that  myaleiioos  hoar. 


luthe 


ddI  o 


In  visionary  days ;  and  thence  thrown  back 
On  the  Air  ibrms  of  nature.    Many  a  sign 
Of  the  great  sacrifice  which  won  ui  Heaven, 
The  woodman  and  the  mountaineer  can  trace 
On  rock,  on  herb,  and  Bower.    And  be  it  so ! 
T^ty  do  not  wisely,  that,  with  hurried  hand. 
Would  pluck  those  salutary  &nciea  ti>rth 
From  thdr  strong  soil  within  the  peaaanl's  breast. 
And  scatter  them — far,  far  loo  fast '. — away 
Aa  worthless  weeds : — Oh  S  little  do  we-kaow 
Wittt  they  have  soothad,  when  saved  1 

But  come,  dear  bar ! 
My  words  grow  tin^red  with  thought  too  deep  tat 
thee. 

MD^-tet  OS  search  fbr  violets. 

Cilid.  Know  yea  not 

Mora  of  the  Icffcnds  which  the  woodmen  teB 
Amidst  the  trees  and  flowers  7 

Father.  Wilt  thou  know  mora  7 

Bring  then  the  finding  leaf,  with  dark  bown 

There — by  the  moeay  roots  of  yon  M  liwuih. 
'Midst  the  rich  tuA  of  cowslips — see'at  thoa  not ' 
TSere  is  a  spray  of  woodbine  Aota  the  tree 
Jnst  bendini;  o'er  it,  with  a  wild  iKe's  weight. 

CiiU.    The  Arum  leaf? 

Fatter.        Yes,  these  deep  inwroaght  marks. 
Hie  viOager  «*'!  tell  thee  (and  with  voiee 
Lower'd  m  his  true  heart's  reverent  eanMatneas' 
Are  the  flower's  porlien  from  th'  atoning  blood 
On  Calvary  shed.    Beneath  the  cross  it  grew ; 
And,  in  the  vaseOike  hollow  of  its  leaC 
Catching  ftnn  that  dread  shower  of  agon^ 
A  ftw  myaterioDs  diopa,  (ransnuttod  mns 
QMo  the  gmves  and  biUt,  tbrir  sealing  stains 
A  heritage,  for  storm  or  vernal  wind 
Never  to  waA  away  ! 

And  hast  thott  seen 
The  Mtssion-flower  t — It  grows  imt  in  (las  wmos. 
But  'midst  Ae  bright  tlnnga  kwigbt  ftwn  odMr 
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Chad.    Whil,   the   pale   itu-a)uped  Sower, 
with  purpis  atreiki 
And  lifht  graen  Icndrili  T 

JUi(<r.  Tlian  but  muk'd  it  weU. 

Vet,  B  p«le,  ihriT,  dreunj-Iooking  flower, 
Aa  bom  •  Uiid  M  ipiriti  1 — To  miiM  ejs 
ThtMe  feint  wen  pettle— colonrloee    end  jet 
Not  irtula,  bat  ehedowj^-with  the  mjelic  linei 
(Ai  letlenof  aome  wiiiud  Ungiuge  fooe) 
Into  tbHH  T*iN)w-UkB  treniparence  wrosgU, 
Bear  ■oinethinf  of  s  itrange  aidemnily, 
AwAdlj  lorelj  ^— ud  (ha  Chrutian'a  tboeLfhl 
LoTOi,  in  thwr  dood;  pencilliag',  U>  find 
Dread  niiibdt  of  hii  Locd'elaatmaimifnlpuiga, 
Set  by  God'i  band — Tbe  ooront]  of  thorns — 
The  croaa — the  woondi — with  other  meaning 

deep. 
Which  I  will  leach  thee  when  we  meet  tgun 
That  flower,  the  choaen  for  the  maHfT'i  wteath, 
The  &Tiolit'i  holj  flower. 

Bnt  let  Ds  paiue 
Now  have  we  reaeh'd  the  Terj  inmoat  heart 
Of  tha  old  wood. — How  the  green  ahodowi  ekiae 
Into  a  rieh,  dear,  aammer  dukneaa  roond, 
A  lazaiT  of  gloam ! — Soaroe  doth  one  raj, 
Eren  when  a  aofl  wind  pwta  tbe  foliage,  atoal 
O'er  the  braued  jnllan  of  thoae  deep  arcade* 
Or  if  it  dvUi,  tii  with  a  mellow'd  hoe 
Of  cbw-worm  eoloor'd  light 

Here,  in  thedaja 
Of  pagan  viMma,  would  hare  been  a  place 
For  worahip  of  the  weod  njmphi !    Hcoii^ 

tbeaeoaln 
A  amalli&ir  Reaming  temple  might  luTa  tltrown 
The  quivering  image  of  iU  Dorian  ahaft* 
On  toe  ■tretm'a  bosom ;  or  a  ecolplnred  fi 


a  that  dark  oijital  down, 
ai  a  lilj  dnnpa 

T, -  Jl  m,  mj  child,  are  b 

With  GimC  oqi  God,  a  Spirit ;  who  reqnirea 
Ikart-woiihi)),  giran  in  nocit  and  in  troth ; 
And   thia   high    knowledge — deep,   rich,    Taft 

To  fiD  and  haUow  all  the  K^twle, 

Mtkea  ewiaecrated  earth  where'er  we  mors, 

Withnot  the  aid  of  ■hrioea. 

What  I  doet  than  Giet 
The  Bolemn  whispering  infloence  of  the  eoene 
(^preanng  thj  jonng  neart,  that  thoa  dort  draw 
More  dcaalj  to  mj  nde,  and  claip  mj  hand 
FaatarbthineT    Naj,  fear  not,  genUe  child ! 
Tia  lora,  not  fear,  whoae  nmal  breath  perrade 
Tbe  ■tilllteaa  loond.    Come,  nt  beaido  me  beta, 
Where  brooding  rinleta  mantis  thia  graoi  slope 
With  dark  eiaferanoe    and  beneath  Iheae  phnnaa 
Of  waTj  tan,  bx^  wbere  the  enp4noss  hcids 
In  iU  pare  erimam  goblets,  fieah  and  brijAt, 
Hie  stuTjr  dawa  of  monung.    Rest  awhile. 
And  bt  me  bear  coee  man  Ibe  woodland  nrse- 
I  laagbt  thee  hie— t  was  made  far  suoh  a  aaeni 
[CUU 


And  o'er  tbe  poole,  all  still  and  darklj  clear, 
The  wild  wood-hyacinth  with  awe  Beema  bow  i 
And  stHnething  of  a  tender  cluatnl  gloom 
Deepens  lira  noiet's  bloom. 

The  verj  lirhl  that  streami 
Through  the  dun  dewj  veil  of  foliage  roiir.d, 
Comes  trcmuloui  with  etnerald-tinlHl  gleama, 
At  if  it  know  tbe  place  were  holy  ground, 
And  would  not  itartle  with  too  bright  a  bunt, 

flawera,  al!  divinely  nnraea 

WalKt  there  aome  e^ant  here  1 ' 
A  twift  wind  tiaugbt  with  change,  comes  nnb 

And  leaves  and  waters,  in  ili  wild  career. 
Shed  fivth  iweet  vucei — each  a  mjiterj ! 
Sorely  Hme  awiiil  inSoence  most  pervade 
Theee  depths  of  trembling  ahade  I 

Yeo,  lightly,  soAlj  mow ! 
There  is  a  pi>WEr,  ■  presence  in  the  woodsj 
A  viewless  being,  that,  with  life  and  love, 
lufimnt  the  reverential  ■aliliides ; 
The  rieh  air  knows  it,  and  the  moesj  aod — 

Thou,  lAou  art  here,  my  God  1 

And  if  with  awe  we  tread 
The  minster  Sooii  beneath  the  storied  paw. 
And  'midst  tbe  mouldering  bannen  of  the  dead. 
Shall  the  green  voicefiil  wild  aeem  lees  thy  &ne. 
Where  thon  alone  bait  built  I — wlwe  arcli  and 
roof 

Are  of  thy  Lving  woof  T 

"Hie  ailence  and  the  aooDd, 
In  the  lone  places,  breathe  alike  of  thee; 
Tbe  tem{da  twilight  of  the  gloom  protbana, 
Tbe  dBW.cap  of  the  frail  u 


Thj  presence,  holiest  One !  to  reconuM, 
*-  '*     -  muestic  aisles  which  thou  bast  wra 
dit  their  BBB-like  murmors,  teach  mi 


Eter  thy  vcaoe  to  luar! 


With  no  faint  thrill  or  acUUcconng  stsrt, 
Kit  a  deep  jov  the  beavunly  guest  to  own — 
Joy,  Mch  as  dweh  in  Eden's  glorioos  bvwera 
&a  iin  had  dimm'd  the  flowers. 

Let  tne  not  know  the  change 
O'er  nature  thrown  by  guilt ! — the  boding  Aft 
The  boDow  leaf  sounds  ominous  and  strangB, 
The  wd^  wherewith  the  dark  tree  itedow*  Im 
Falber!  eh!  keep  my  fbototepa  pure  and  five, 

To  walk  the  woods  with  thee! 
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Nkiht — boly  night  I — the  tiow 
For  mind**  &co  broauiiag*  in  a  porer  cliiofl  I 
Night !  when  in  hkpiner  boor  the  ODTeiling  ik  j 

Woka  all  mj  kiodled  sou], 
To  nMt  it!  reTeUtioiu,  dear  vul  tagh. 
With  d»  itTODg  Jojr  (^  inunartilit; ; 

Now  Uh  ilniiga  ndiKM  tm^  me— «tniiic«  Mtd 

And  IDT  thoarhts  bint,  ind  ihuloin  o'er  them  roll, 

E'mmW  I  deemM  tbem  fenph.|dumed,  lo  tw — 

F&r  beyuid  eartb'i  contr^ 

Whanfon  ii  thiiT— I  see  the  ilan  retonunr, 
Fin  after  fire  in  Heaven's  rich  temple  buliung — 
FtM  ^ine  they  fiirth  —  taj  ipiiit  Mendi,  m; 

Etiglit nilen  ct m;  being's  iniDat  tidei; 

Tlej  ihine  —  but  &inllj,  throogh  ■  quiTsring 

hiyi- 
Oh!  ii  the  dtnmesa  mine  which  clonda  thoeenjaT 
They  from  wboMt  glance  mj  cliildbood  drank  de- 
light! 
A  joj  unquestioning — s  lore  intense — 
They,  that  nnfiilding  to  more  thooghtfii]  sight, 
Tbs  hanDooj  of  theii  nugnificenoe, 
Dnn*  silently  the  wonhlp  of  my  yoath 
To  the  gnvo  sweetness  on  tba  brow  of  trtitb ! 
Shell  tlw7  shower  bleaings,  with  theii  beams  di- 


Let  the  now  datken'd  eattti  and  cmtain'd  heanD 
:  to  his  vision  with  thy  fiux  be  gima! 

Bear  him  on  high  onoe  mora, 

But  in  th;  strength  to  loai, 

wrapt  and  itiU  by  thata'anhadowingiidghli 

Ftuthon  the  empyreal  bUie  to  look  with  chwten 

ed  Bight. 

Or  if  it  be,  that  like  the  ark's  bne  ian. 
My  tbooghta  go  forth,  and  find  no  reHting  place. 
No  shelteringliome  of  sympathy  and  lore, 
In  the  tmponiiTa  boaom  of  my  race, 
Aod  back  retam,  a  darkness,  and  a  weight. 
Till  my  onanswei'd  heart  grows  desolate — 
y<Ef,  yet  sustain  me,  Holiest  I — I  am  Tow'd 

To  solemn  icrvice  high  ! 
And  shall  the  gpitit,  for  thy  tsAs  endow'd, 
Sink  on  the  thinbold  of  the  sanctuvy, 
Fainting  beneath  the  burden  of  the  day,      , 

Becaose  no  human  tone. 

Unto  the  sllar-otone. 
Of  that  pure  RMOsat  &ne  inTioUle, 
Where  it  should  moke  eternal  truth  its  matB, 
May  cheer  the  socmd  wlilary  wayf 

Oh  1  be  the  irhi^ter  of  thy  T<nce  within 
Enough  to  strengthen!  Be  the  hq>e  to  win 
A  more  de^decmg  homags  for  thj  name. 
Far,  &r  bcjrood  the  burning  dream  of  ftme  ! 
Make  me  thine  only !  let  me  odd  bpt  ooe 
To  those  refiilgent  steps  all  undefiled, 

Which  glorious  minds  baTs  piled 


And  to  the  plgiim  toiling  I 

"AlMlgh  some  wild  pass  of  rocky  Aponnine, 

And  lo  the  wanderer  1^ 

On  wastes  of  Alric  thrown. 
And  not  to  OM  r 

Am  I  a  IhinE  Ginaken, 

And  is  tlie  gMness  token 
from  the  bright  piiiiou'd  nature  which  hath  soar' 
Tbrough  realms  By  royal  eagle  ne'er  explored, 
jwd,  bathing  there  in  streams  of  fiery  hght, 
#avnd  stieogth  lo  gaie  upoo  the  Infinite  I 

And  now  an  alien  ! — Wherofbre  mart  this  be  1 
How  shall  I  rend  the  chain  T 
How  drink  rich  lift  again 
From  those  pure  urns  of  radiance  swelling  ftee  1 
Father  of  Spirits !  let  me  turn  to  thee  1 

ffli !  if  too  much  exulting  in  her  dower, 
Kf  soul  not  yet  to  lowly  tfaoiuht  sabdoed, 

Bath  stood  without  tfaee  on  her  UU  of  powe^- 
A  IbsTfiil  and  a  dazzling  solitude  1 

And  Iheralare  &om  that  hanghtj  summit's  era* 

To  dim  desorlioa  is  by  thee  cart  down ; 

Behold  !  thy  child  submissiTelT  bath  bow'd — 
Shine  on  him  through  the  cloud '. 


Of  that  blest  work,  its  own  high 

The  dimoen  melts  away, 
That  on  your  glory  lay, 
O  ye  majestic  walchera  of  the  ajtm  1 
Throogh  the  dissolring  veil, 
Which  made  each  aspect  pals, 
Your  gkd'ning  fires  once  mose  I  recogniie  i 
And  onoe  again  a  shower 
Of  bops,  end  jay,  and  power, 
Streams  on  my  soul  fiom  your  immortal  eyes. 
And,  if  thai  qilendoui  to  my  tober'd  sight 
Come  tremulous,  with  more  of  pensive  light — 
Something,  though  beoolilul,  yet  deeply  franghl, 
With  mora  that  pieroM  through  each  filld  of 
thought 
Than  I  was  wimt  to  tiooe 
On  Hearan's  unsliadow'd  &oe- 
Be  it  e'en  so! — b«  mine,  tbcogh  ad  apart 
Unto  a  radiant  ministir,  yet  rtill 
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DtfklT  m<Ra  each  ffiuit  boagh 
O'sr  tba  Aft  lut  cnmion  ^low ; 
Hmh'd  ■■  DOW  tbe  emvent'i  boll. 
Which  Mewhile  with  iattif  fwdl 
Fran  the  porpls  nuNuiUuiu  boM 
Ottatiny  to  tba  wnwt-ihota. 
Now  the  nilor'a  Tsaper  hym* 

Filhar!  in  the  fbrert  dim, 
Be  m;  lUj ! 


In  the  low  uid  ■hiTeiinc  thiiS 
Of  the  kaTca  that  late  hnns  atill; 
In  the  doll  and  muffled  tons 
Of  the  m-iTare'*  dirtant  moan ; 
In  the  deep  tilila  of  tho  ■kj'. 
There  are  ai^  of  tempert  nigh. 
Ominooa,  with  nQen  eound, 
Falla  the  ekiwnc  doak  aroond. 
Fathai !  throogn  the  atonn  and  Ha 
O'er  tbe  wild, 


Sinoe  the  &reweil  aunbeom  pooa'd 
Ftom  the  cheatnat'i  ruddy  bark. 
And  tbe  poolo,  now  kme  and  dork, 
Where  the  wakening  night-wbd*  ligb 
Throofh  tlie  ]<ag  rSeda  moamfullf . 
Homeward,  hMneward,  *1]  tbinga  hiite— 

God  of  might ! 
Shield  the  faomelesB  'midat  the  waile. 

Be  hii  light  • 


Nowmyba 
BeantUnlU 


With  «  clow  of  heaTenh  dreanu^ 
BeaJUifU,  o'er  that  briglit  alcep, 
Hang  aoft  eye*  of  Gndneea  deep, 
Where  hia  mother  bendi  to  pnjr. 
For  tbe  loved  and  &r  awaj. 
Father !  guard  that  bouiehold  bower, 

Hear  that  pfarer! 
Back,  Ihroogh  thine  all-gaidu)g  power. 

Lead  me  then! 

Darker,  wilder,  growi  the  night — 
Not  a  atar  lendi  quivering  light 
Through  the  moaa  j  arch  of  abode 
By  tba  atom  old  fonatmade. 
Iluw!  to  wiioae  una loinlwring  cjea 
A^  my  pi^way  open  lie*, 
By  thy  Sod,  who  knew  diatrcoa 
In  tin  kmely  wildemeao. 
Where  no  roof  to  that  Uert  bead 


BURIAL  OF  AN  FJU1GRANTS  CHILD  IN 
THE   FORESTS. 

ScDK.— 73*  iantt  of  a  teliUnl  riter  ta  mm 
Amtriean  fartrt.  A  Itni  undfr  pinr-lreu  m 
t/ufortmuai.  Agnu  titiing  U/art  lie  MM 
wiaaekiU  in  ' 


Jgua.    Surely  '■ 


(,  appaittMif  lUtpiag. 
.   dream— a  feivr 


The  deaolatini  and  the  agony — 

The  otrange  red  lunriiw — and  the  gloomy  wood* 

Bo  brrible  with  their  dark  giant  bougha, 

And  the  broad  lonely  river  '.  all  a  dream  '. 

And  my  boy'i  vtuce  will  wake  mo,  with  ita  dear 

Wild,  linging  tones,  ai  they  were  wont  to  come 

Throagh  the  wrcalli'd  iweet-tn-ier  at  my  kUka 

panea, 
In  happy,  itafpj  England  '.  Speak  to  me ! 

'    to    my   mother,  bright  one!    abe    hslh 
watchM 

AU  the  dread  night  beside  thee,  till  Iwr  l^sin 
la  dtrken'd  by  awift  wive*  of  ftntaaica. 
And  her  aoul  bint  with  longing  for  thy  vuce. 
Ofa !  I  muM  wake  lum  with  one  gentle  kiaa 
On  bia  &ir  brow ! 

(jSlauldmngly)    llie  atrange  dunp  thrilling 

lie  marble  cbiU  1  Now,  now  it  raihca  back — 
Now  I  know  all  t — dead — dead ,' — ■  ftarfhl  word ! 
My  boy  hath  left  me  in  the  wildemcw, 
To  Jonmey  m  without  the  blcaaed  light 
In  bia  deep  loving  eyea — he 'a  gone— he's  gono! 
{Her  HuBiAND  aOen. 
Hiuihaitd.    Agnea,  my  Agnea ',  boat  tbon  loiA'd 
tby  laat 
nr  sweet  alumbercr'i  heel    llie  hour  i* 


ir  be  bat  leQ  me  for  a  few  diort  diya, 
Thie  were  too  brief  a  gazing  time,  to  draw 
Hia  angel  image  into  my  fond  heart. 
And  fix  ita  beauU  there.     And  now — obt  ■>», 
Never  again  the  ling-hlei  of  hia  cje 

aend  ita  gUdd'niog  iununcr  thnragh  my 

Never  on  earth  again.    Yet,  yet  delay ! 
Thou  canst  dot  take  him  fium  me. 

HuMband.  My  beloved! 

Is  it  not  God  hath  token  hiiA  ?  the  God 
That  took  oor  finl-bom,  o'er  whoae  early  gme 
Thou  didst  bow  down  thy  aoint-like  Imad,  bmi 

"Hia  will  be  done!" 

Agiult  Oh!  thatneorhonaebold  naval 

Under  the  turf  of  Elnglond,  soem'd  not  haU^ 
Not  half  so  mach  to  part  me  (rom  my  ehild 
Aa  Iheae  dark  woods.    It  lay  beside  oor  home. 
And  I  could  vntch  the  sunahinc,  through  oil 

Laring'  and  clinging  to  the  graosy  apot. 

And  I  (»u]d  dress  its  greensward  with  fteah 
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Wo  Uj  'midtf  Eugluid' 

Hiabvad.  Dott  thou  Enere, 

Agiua!  Ilultboa  but  ISiOov'd  o'er  tbe  d«^ 
An  exile'*  fortanuT    If  it  tha  ou  be, 
Ilieii,  lAer  mmf  \.  cmiflict  chMily  met, 
Hj  ipirit  nnki  at  UM. 

Agna.  ForglTO,  fcrnTe ! 

HyEdmand,  pardoa  me !  Oh  !  grief  ii  wild — 
Forget  its  wonli,  quick  aprsT-d^ie  from  t  tbant 
or  ualuioini  bittemeu!    Tbou  vt  my  boiiie! 


5?  ""J 
llie  t 


Beu  ap  the  fteble  raed! 

[£ne<iiiv  witi  !&<  eiiU  ta  ler  arm. 
And  tboo,  my  God! 
Bnr  my  eoul'i  cry  &om  thii  drovi  wildsineaa. 
Oil!  bear,  ind  pudMt  me'.  If  I  have  made 
Tlii  treunre,  tent  from  thee,  too  much  the  erk 
Frauglit  with  mine   arthwaid-diiigiiif  hippi- 

FoTgeltinfE  Iliin  vbo  gaTS,  and  might  renima. 
Oh,  patdoii  me ! 

If  natnrs  hath  reboU'd, 
And  from  thT  lijiht  turn'd  wilAillj  away, 
Hakinf  a  midnight  of  bar  agony. 
When  the  deiptiring  paMim  of  her  chap 
Waa  from  iti  idol  atricken  at  one  louoh 
O!  Ihine  Almighty  band — oh,  pardon  mel 
"r  thy  Son'a  anguish,  pardon !    In  the  soul 
I  tempesta  and   ttw  waves  will  know  thy 

FUber,  Bay  "  Peace,  be  itill !" 

I^rewell,  my  babe ! 
Go  from  my  boaom  iiow  to  other  real ! 
With  this  last  kin  on  tbine  oiualtied  brow. 
And  OD  thy  pale  calm  cheek  theae  contrite  tears, 
I  yield  thee  to  thy  Maker ! 

Muion^  Now,  mj  wife, 

IliiDe  own  meek  holiness  beams  ftrth  once  moi 
A  light  npon  my  path.    Now  ithBll  I  bear. 
From  tby  dear  arme,  the  alumberer  to  repose — 
With  a  calm,  triMtfiil  heart. 

Agtw».  Mj  Edmmid !  wbere- 

Where  wilt  than  lay  him  T 

Hiahmd.  Seest  thou  where  the  spire 

Of  yon  dark  cj^reas  reddens  in  the  sun 
To  burning  gold  I — there— o'er  yon  willow-toft  I 
Under  thai  natira  desert  monument 
l^ea  bis  lone  bed.    Oar  Hubert,  aince  the  dawn. 


Which  thou  wih  loam  to  loTe.    1  heard  dte  boy 

CSwnling  it  o'er  his  solitary  task. 

As  waili  a  wood-bird  la  the  thrilling  leaves 


Agntt.  My  penile  son! 

Th'  affecticauts,  the  gifted;— With  what  joy— 
Edmnnd,  rememberest  thoa  T — with  what  bright 

lEs  baby  brother  wti  to  his  arms 

Would  spring  ftaat  rosy  elaep,  and  playAiDy 

Hide  the  rich  cloaters  of  bis  glcaaiiog  hair 

In  that  kind  yonthfiil  breut:  —  CMi!  now  no 

But  itrongthen  me,  my  God !  and  melt  my  heart, 
Even  to  a  well-spring  of  adoling  [can. 
For  many  a  blessing  left. 

{Btadiagmier  lilt  Child.)  Once  more  Arewell ! 
Oh '.  the  paie  piercing  aweetnoas  of  Ihat  look ! 
How  eanit  heaustain'd?   Awsy.aiTay! 

[Ajltr  a  ihtri  pdSM. 
Edmnnd,  my  woman's  nature  still  is  weak — 
I  cannot  see  thee  render  dust  to  dust ! 
Go  tbou,  my  husband,  to  thy  solemn  task  ; 
I  will  rest  here,  and  still  my  soul  with  pnyer 
"nil  thy  return. 

iAisiiaRiI.     Then  atrei^th  be  with  thy  prayer ! 
Peace  with  thy  besom '.  Faith  aJld  heaieiuy  Ottft 
Unto  thj  spirit !    Fare  thee  well  awhile. 
We  must  be  pilgrim*  of  the  woods  again. 
After  this  mournful  hour. 

[He  goti  out  mlh  (At  child.  Aoxn  tnieb  la 
prayer.  After  a  iimt,  eoiccf  tcitlmU  an 
keard  tjn^iy 


Where  the  long  reeds  quiver. 

Where  the  pines  make  moan. 
By  the  forest  river, 
Sleeps  oar  babe  alone ; 
England's  lield  flowers  may  not  deck  hit  gnv% 
Cypres*  shadows  o'er  him  darkly  vraTab 

Woods  unknown  receive  him, 

'Midst  the  migbty  wild ; 

Yet  with  God  we  leave  him, 

Dlesaed,  blessed  child ! 

Dur  teats  guq^  o'er  bit  lovely  dust, 

MoumfliUy,  yet  still  from  heait*  of  trust 

Though  hie  eye  bath  hrighten'd 

Oft  our  woary  way. 
And  hit  clear  laugh  lighten'd 
Half  our  hearts'  dismay ; 
in  hope  we  giro  back  what  was  given, 
Yielding  up  the  beantifiil  to  Heaven. 

And  to  bar  wbo  bore  him, 

Her  who  long  most  weep. 
Vet  ahall  Heavco  restore  him 
From  his  pale,  iwoet  sleep ! 
Those  blue  eyes  of  love  and  peace  again 
Through  her  soul  will  shine,  undimm'<?  by  nam 

Whcie  the  Iraig  reeds  quiver, 

Where  the  pmes  make  moan 
Leave  we  by  the  river, 
Earth  to  earth  alone  ! 
God  and  Father  l  may  our  joumcymga  oc 
Lead  to  wheM  tbe  Ueewd  boy  b  gone ', 
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FVam  the  eiila'i  iiorrow. 

From  the  wandenr's  dread 

or  the  night  and  morrow, 

Eirlj,  brightly  fled ; 

Thou  hut  call'd  him  to  t  meeter  home 

Tlum  oni  lent  one  o'er  the  oceui'a  £iuu 

Now  let  thought  behold  him 

With  hUi^g«l  look 
Where  tbow  mat  enfold  him. 
Which  benipdf  took 
■neTa  bebe*  (o  their  Good  Shepherd'i  breast, 
When  hi*  Toice  their  lender  meeknca  blest. 

Torn  thee  now,  food  mother, 

From  (h  J  dead,  oh,  turn ! 

Unger  not,  jiyatig  brother. 

Here  to  dream  uid  inoiim ; 

OnJj  kneel  ones  n.ore  srauad  the  aod. 

Kneel,  and  bow  mbmitted  hearts  lo  God ! 


EASTEE-DAT 
IN  A  MOUNTAIN  CHUElCH-TARa 

^[^Af  U  a  wakening  on  the  loighty  hilla, 
A  kindling  with  the  ipiril  of  the  mom ! 
Brleht  gl^nu  ire  scatter'd  &om  the  thousand  rilla. 
And  a  mtl  viaioiuTf  hue  is  bom 

On  the  Toung  foliage,  vram 

B~  r  aU  the  embosom  d  woodi — a  silvery  green, 
ide  up  of  spring  and  dew,  harmoniously  se 

And  lo :  where  floating  throagh  ■  glory,  lingi 
Tha  lark,  alone,  amidst  a  crrsCal  ikj  1 
Lo !  where  the  darknees  of  bis  buayul  wings, 
Against  a  soft  and  rosj  clood  oo  high, 

Trembles  with  melody ! 
Whild  the  tkr^echoinf  solitudes  rejoice 
To  (he  rich  Uogh  of  music  la  that  Toice. 

But  purer  light  than  of  the  early  aim 
Is  on  vou  cast,  O  mountains  of  the  BUlh ! 
And  for  your  dnellen  nobler  joy  is  won 
Than,  the  sweet  echoes  of  the  ■k^Iork'i  mitlh 

By  this  glad  morning's  birth ! 
And  gifts  more  precious  by  its  breath  are  shod 
Than  nuiaic  on  the  breeie.  dew  on    ' 


head. 


precious  by  its  breath  are  shod 
n  the  breeie,  dew  on  the  violet' 


Gifts  for  the  siml,  from  whose  illumined  eye. 
O'er  nature's  face  the  colouring  glory  flows  j 
Gifts  ftiAH  the  foont  of  immortality, 
Wbidi,  fill'd  with  balm,  unknown  lo  human  woi 

Lay  hunh'd  in  dark  rcposo, 
no  thou,  bright  dayspring  '.  mod'st  its  wares  o 

By  lliiuu  unsealing  of  tJio  barial-sbme. 


The  ndiant  gale  of  Heamn 
Unfolded— and  ibe  stem,  dark  ahadow  east 
By  death's  oVnwc^ing  wing,  firom  the  eartk^; 


And  yon,  yg  graves !  npoct  wboae  torf  I  stand. 
Girt  with  the  alomber  of  the  hamlet's  dead, 
T^me  with  a  soft  and  teomdling  hand 

coTCiinir  mantle  of  brigbt  moa*  hath  qnul 
O'er  e*ary  narrow  bed  : 


Hadi,  'midat  the  flowrar  sods,  been  piUow'd  ben 

WithoBt  a  bops,  (howe'er  the  heart  hath  bled 

•-  '-1  Tain  yeamingi  o'er  the  uncoosdooa  KerJ 

A  hope,  apapringiog  clear 
fVotn  those  majcMic  Udrnga  of  the  mom. 
Which  lit  the  bving  way  to  all  of  woman  ben. 

Tlion  hast  wept  mouraJfany,  O  fanmon  km '. 
"''-  on  this  gieeoawaid ;  night  hath  heard  thy 

cry, 

Heart-stncken  one '.  thy  precious  dust  abme, 
Night,  and  the  hill^  which  sent  forth  no  i^jy 

Unto  thine  agony! 
But  He  who  wept  like  tlwe,  thy  Lord,  Ihr  gmd^ 
Christ  batb  arisen,  O  k>ve,  thy  tears  shall  aS  te 

Dark  most  have  been  the  gushinr  of  Ihoae  lear^ 
Heavy  the  nnslccpiii^  phantom  of  the  tomb 
On  thine  impossion'd  soul,  in  older  years, 
Wlien,  bordcn'd  with  the  nijgtery  of  its  doMI^ 

Mortality's  thick  gloom 
Hung  o'er  the  sunny  world,  and  with  the  breath 
Of  the  triumphaat  rose  came  blending  thooghts 
of  death. 

S~  Ihee,  sod  Love,  and  by  thy  alitor.  Fear, 
en,  was  the  ideal  robe  of  beauty  wroogbt 
To  veil  that  haunting  shadow,  still  too  near, 
"'""  ruling  BBCteUy  the  conqueror's  thought. 
And  where  the  board  was  fraught 
Wllh  wine  and  myrtles  in  the  summer  biiwcr, 
"  "    e'en  when  diaavow'd,  a  proeenoe  and  a 


hat  dark  night  is  closed :  and  o'er  the  dead, 
Here,   where  the  gleamy  piimroee  tufls  hava 

And  where  the  mountain  heath  a  cooeh  bo* 

And,  sel^Ung  oft  on  Home  gray-lctler'd  ston^ 

The  red-breast  warbles  lone) 
And  the  wild  bee's  deep,  drowsy  murmurs  paa* 
Like  a  low  thrill  of  hariUtrings  through  the  grasa 

Here,  'midst  tha  chambers  of  the  Christian'* 

sleep, 
Wt  o'er  dcalh's  gulf  may  took  with  trusting  ey^ 


And  the  green  hitls  wherein  th^  n 
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Christ  htlh  uiun '. — O  raoantaia  peoki !  sttest, 
Witnosa,  rcBoimding:  glen  and  torTcnl-wsve, 
The  immortal  courage  in  tlio  hnmon  breast 
Spnmj;  from  thot  viclor^— tel!  how  ofl  Uie  bravB 

To  camp  'midst  rock  ind  cave, 
Ncrred  b^  thou  vords,  their  alraggling  fiuth 

haTe  borne, 
Planting  the  cioaa  oB  high  aboT«  the  douila  of 

ThBAlpaharabMrdaweet  hymniii^  lor  to-day — 
Aj,  and  wiid  aounda  of  itemer,  deeper  tone, 
Ibve  thrill'd  their  pinei,  when  thow  thai  ^uielt 


»pray 


Roae  Dp  to  arm!  ths  pace,  higrh 

A  edotirini;  not  Ibnr  own. 
But  from  true  bearta  which  b;  that  ci 
Gare  lokoo  cf  a  trust  that  call'd  no  aoficriilf 

Tbota  daya  ue  put— the  moonlaina  wear  i 

The  aolemn  fplendoor  of  the  martfr'a  blood. 
And  may  thai  awfiil  reccffd,  aa  of  joic, 
Neror  again  be  known  to  field  or  flood '. 
Eta  though  the  fiutbfiil  stood. 


nunmer'a  lightning  came  the  anUa 
Of  his  youne  apirit'a  jey ; 
A  flash  that,  nhercaoe'er  it  broke. 
To  life  audreanit-of  beauty  woke. 

Hia  fair  locka  waved  in  mnny  play, 

By  a  clear  founUin'a  aide, 
Where  jewel-colon  r'd  pebbloa  lay 

Beneath  the  ■hallow  tide ; 
And  pearlj'  apray  at  times  would  meet 
The  glancmg  of  bii  fairy  fccL 

0  twined  him  wrcatha  of  all  apring-flowem. 

Which  drank  that  slreunlGt'i  dew ; 
He  flung  them  o'oi  the  ware  in  ihowcrs, 

HU,  gBziag,  scarce  I  knew 
Which  seem'd  more  pure,  or  bright,  or  wild 
The  ainging  tbunt  or  bughing  diild. 
To  look  on  ell  that  joy  and  bloom 

Made  eaitb  one  Icstal  iceno, 
Where  the  dull  shadow  of  Ihs  tomb 

Seem'd  as  it  ne'er  had  been. 
How  could  one  image  of  decay. 
Steal  e'er  the  dswD  of  auch  dear  day  I 

saw  onee  more  thn.t  aspect  bright — 
"The  boy's  meek  hood  was  bow'd 
In  aiicnce  o'er  the  Book  of  Light, 

And  like  a  golden  cloud. 
The  atill  clond  of  a  pictured  iky— 
His  k>cks  droop'd  round  it  lovingly. 


un  glade, 
,  creature  of  the  skv  and  air. 
Almost  on  wings  he  pUy'd ; 


Unia  Bteadjaally  endure, 
Olory  to  Him  whose  victory  won  that  dower. 
Him,  from  whoae  riaing  alrcam'd  that  robe  of 


The  misls,  which,  gathering  inlo  deathlike  rest. 
Between  the  soul  and  Heaven'i  calm  ether  lay — 

His  love  hith  made  it  day 
With  Ihoaa  that  sat  in  darknesa^—Eorth  and  sea  I 
lift  op  gtad  itroina  for  man  by  troth  divine  made 
free! 


THE  CHILD  RGADINO  THE  BJBLE. 


The  being  bom  to  toil,  to  die. 

To  break  forth  from  the  tomb, 
Unto  liir  nobler  destmy 

Than  waits  the  sky Jark's  plume  1 
I  saw  him,  in  that  Ihoughtfiil  boor. 
Win  the  first  knowledge'  of  hia  dower 

The  tool,  the  awakening  ttal  I  saw. 

My  watching  eye  coiud  trace 
The  shadows  of  ila  new-born  awe. 

Sweeping  o'er  that  Ikir  fiicc : 
As  o'er  a  flower  might  poM  the  shade 
By  aoDui  dreul  aogel'i  jnnion  ma<la ! 

The  sonl,  the  mother  of  deep  fean, 

Of  high  hopes  infinite. 
Of  glorious  dreams,  mysterioos  tears, 

Of  sleepless  inner  sight ; 
L«rel^  but  solemn,  it  arose. 
Unfolding  what  no  more  might  cloao. 

The  redJeaved  tablets,*  undefikd. 

As  yet,  by  evil  thought — 
Oh !  Utile  dreom'd  the  brooding  child. 

Of  what  within  nio  wrought, 

■"All  Uiit,  aiid  sum  tkan  ikkis  •airiMn'ai  epsa  •^ 
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Am)  raTcrcDlly  my  rpirit  atnght   , 
'11m  KTereaoe  of  JUi  gaia : 

A  M^ht  wilh  dew  of  bbnniig  fiwf  U 
To  hsllow  sner-diyi ; 

"I'd  make  Ihe  proud  lieut  maoUf  wiao. 

By  the  Bwcet  lulfa  in  thoM  ctla  ejta. 


ItM 


Liif  > 


Before  me  brigbtlj  thure. 
And  in  the  dnptha  of  itj  rsptja^ 

MjF  KHil  o'erflow'd  with  pranr, 
Poelinj  a  solemn  preaence  nigb — 
The  poorer  of  infant  Htucli^ '. 

O  Father !  mould  mj  hsut  oaoa  DXff 

B;  thy  prevuling  bnath ! 
Teach  me,  oh  1  tc^  ne  lo  tdon 
w'^Cuth; 


A  FOCra  DTTNG  HYMN. 


nh  UnmilM'J  tola '. 


Tut  bhw,  daap,  glMioa*  bnfew! — 1  lift  inbie 

And  den  thee,  O  my  God!  that  I  hwG  met 
And  own'd  thine  Imise  in  the  mijeety 

or  their  calm  temple  itill! — thai  never  yet 
There  hath  thy  &ae  been  ihrooded  &am  my  n^t 
By  ooontidn  bUze,  or  awceping  itoim  of  nifhti 
^  Ib1e«tbee,Om;Gad! 

That  .low  Btill  cleerer,  from  tl>«r  poie  expeue, 


Of  ligiit,  aerenely,  eelemnly  dinns, 
And  lending  to  each  lio>y  rtw  a  ny 
An  of  kind  eyia,  that  woo  my  aeal  awmy : 
lUMth•^0■lTaMl! 

rha(  I  hare  Iteaid  thy  nnce,  nor  been  afraid. 
In  lite  north's  ojiden — 'midrt  the  mountaina 
old. 

And  Ihe  low  Ihrillingi  of  the  Eirest  ihadc^ 
Aod  the  wild  urandi  of  walen  nnoanln 

Ana. 

KOK 


And  if  thy  niirit  on  Ay  chiU  hatli  riied 

Hie  pft,  Um  viaioa  tf  lite  ntwealM  egre. 
To  pierce  the  miit  o'er  Ijft'a  deep  — 
■pread. 

To  reach  the  hidden  fiHuitain-nnw  that  he 
Fa  in  min'a  hmrt — if  I  have  kept  it  free 
And  pcfo    a  coniecralion  unta  thoo : 

'  ' '      thoo,  O  my  God ! 

If  my  lotd'B  utterance  hatJi  by  LImd  been  Eimaglil 
With  tn  awakeninj;  mwci — if  thou  haat  made 

Like  the  wing'd   iixd,  llie   brealMnga  of  my 
thought, 
And  by  tlie  ivift  vinda  bid  them  be  couTcj'd 

To  lands  of  other  lays,  and  Ibere  become 

Native  ai  early  mekfdiiie  of  borne ; 
1  1  bluBtbecOmyGod! 

Dt  fiv  the  brightneea  of  a  mortal  wreatb, 
Not  tbr  a  plaee  'midat  kingly  minatreli  dead. 
It  that,  perchance,  a  Gunt  gale  of  thy  breath, 
A  atill  small  whisper  in  my  temg,  hath  led 
One  ■trailing'  B[Mrit  upwards  to  Uiy  throne. 
Or  bK  one  hope,  ene  prayer — liir  llus  alone 
'  '■       tbBG,Omr  <Jod: 

That  I  have  loved — that  I  have  known  Ihe  lave 
Which  traoblos  in  the  soul  the  tearAil  springs 

Yet,  wilh  a  coloncing  halo  from  above, 
'nn^es  and  glorifies  all  earthly  thing! 

Whale'er  its  anguish  or  its  woe  may  be, 

D.:i, :^g  ijji^  j-j^  intercoune  witli  thee: 

I  Usss  thee,  O  mj  God! 

That  by  the  passion  of  its  deep  diattcas, 

And  by  the  o'orflovbig  of  ks  migfity  prvyor. 
And  by  the  yearning  of  Hk  londcsneas, 

Too  full  tor  wonls  opon  their  stream  to  bear, 
I  bare  lieen  drawn  still  eloeer  ta  thy  ahrina. 
Well-spring  of  love,  the  tinMlKnn'J,  Ihe  divine: 

Ihlesa  One,  Omj  God- 
That  hope  bath  ne'er  my  heart  or  song  fbmkeo, 
High  hope,  which  even  &ob  nystarj,  diMla, 

■Imlj,  rejoicingly,  die  tfainga  hath  taken. 
Whereby  its  torclilight  for  the  race  waa  fed; 
Thai  passing  storms  have  only  Einn'd  the  Gre, 
Which  picre«d  tbcm  still  wiib  its  triiuDphal  tpmt, 
1  blend  thee,  O  my  God! 

Now  art  thou  tailing  me  in  every  gale, 

Eaeh  sound  and  token  of  the  dying  day; 
llwa  Icavcst  me  not,  though  eailj  liA  grawa 
pale. 


Halts  off  lo  radianoc, 
lbt< 


uvingshroi 
I  a  silvery  eloi^. 
n  thee,  O  my  God! 


And  if  this  earlfi,  vrilh  all  iti  choni  atreama. 
And  crowning  woods,  and  soft  or  aalna 

And  Diountain  sanctuaries  for  poet's  dreanu^ 

Be  lovely  still  inmy  di   --~ - 
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Tis  not  Ihat  fauUy  I  woald  lingor  ben, 
B«t  dut  UiT  lba(-i>rinU  on  its  dtut  inMor ; 
I  biM  Umc^  O  m;  Ggd! 


likoU 


The  trneery  Tcining-  cwry  leaf  md  flower. 


Ofrlariact 


3  the  chmgeful  hour; 
Hut  lift^  lut  riiBca  to  mj  thoorhU  can  bring 
Ridt  Tuko*  of  iiiipeiiahu>le  ipnng: 

I  blea  thee,  O  m;  God ! 


Beem  hcraldi  of  Ih'  eli 

The  ipirit-niusic,  impertnrb'd  nnd  clev; 
Tha  liilt  of  aoul,  yet  paasionate  no  more- 
Let  mf  toOi  jaiiiinj  tboao  pore  (trainB,  tdoce ! 
I  bl«M  thee,  O  mj  6od ! 


And  tor  thy  Soo,  the  brirfat  tM  inonung  i 
"Hie  taShret  uid  the  rictor-kinr  of  deilh, 
I  Uen  thee  with  ror  clad  BODg'a  dyinr  brent 
Il3eaitbee,0my  God! 


PDKERAL  DAY  OF  SIR  VfAlXER  SCOTT. 


A  oLORiatn  Toice  halh  ceued ! 
Hoarnfiiliy,  rersnntl; — tha  (hnera)  chant 
Brettho  taverently  I — Thete  it  a  dreoiny  aaiaid, 
A  holW  mnnnDr  of  the  dying  ^ear, 
In  tha  deep  woodi  i — I<«t  it  be  nld  and  aad ! 
A  more  £oIian  melandioh'  tone 
Than  ever  walTd  o'er  taught  ^nga  periahing; ! 
For  that  U  peaeing  ham  Qm  daiken'd  land, 
WhiA  the  green  lommer  will  not  bring  tu  back— 
Tliough  aU  her  eonga  retorn. — The  fimeral  chant 
Br^tSe  msrently !— Tliey  bear  the  mighty  forth. 
The  kingly  rvler  in  the  rralma  of  min 
Tbejr  biai  him  thraogh  the  hoaaehold  patha,  the 

grorea, 
Wliere  every  troe  bad  imnie  of  he  own 
To  hia  qaick  ear  of  knowled^  taught  by 
And  be  ta  ailsnt '. — Paat  the  hving  atream 
lliej  bear  him  now ;  flie  atreain,  wboee  kindly 

On  alirn  ahiH^  hia  true  heart  bomVl  to  heai^- 
And  be  w  ailent  O'er  the  bMtbeiy  biUa, 
Which  hia  own  aoul  had  mantled  with  a  Kgbt 
RIoher  than  automn^i  pnt}^ ''""'  *^  HKve— 
And  be  is  aileat! — he,  wboee  flciile  li|M 
Were  bat  naaaaTd,  aiid,lo!  a  thooaand  latnH, 
From  irterj  peatoral  glen  and  fbra-cUd  ba^tt, 


■teed,  with  eho<d'and  bugle-poal, 
'}in)ii|^  tha  hriglilly  troubled  air, 
huntaman'a  bwd.    And  (till  th^ 


To  Ihoae  fair  aocBGa  imperishably  bonnd, 
And,  (hiin  the  mountain  mist  atill  Hsahiog  ny. 
Startle  the  wanderer  who  hatli  liiten'd  there 
To  the  Bcer^a  voice  :  phontoma  of  ootour^d  thought. 
Surviving  him  who  rtiacd.— O  eloquence ! 
0  power,  whose  brcattiiDES  thoa  could  wake  the 

deadl 
Who  ahall  wake  lice  fiord  of  the  buried  p«it! 
And  art  thou  lAarc — to  these  dim  nationa  join'd. 
Thy  aubje<«  html  bo  long  t'-tbe  wuiA  ii  i&opp'd. 
The  brifhC  lamp  broken  which  tha  gifted  hand 
Touch'd  and  the  genii  came ! — Sing  levaraitlj 
The  tiineral  cliunt '. — The  mighty  bWne  home— 
And  who  ahall  be  liis  mouniers  7 — Youth  and  age. 
For  each  hath  telt  liis  migie — love  and  n-ie^ 
For  he  hath  comrmmed  with  the  heart  of  each ; 
Yea — the  tree  spirit  of  homanily 
May  job  the  Bagnxt  proccnion,  li»'  to  him 
Ita  myalcrin  have  been  tributary  thing*. 
And  all  ita  aocenla  known  : — From  field  or  wivt^ 
Never  was  conqueror  on  bis  battle  bier, 
By  tha  vall'd  banner  and  the  muSIrd  drmn 
Aiid  the  proud  drooping  of  the  crested  head. 
More  nobly  follow 'd  home- — The  laat  abode, 
Hie  voiceless  dncUing  of  the  bard  la  reaob'd : 
A  atill  niaiealic  spot !  girt  solemnly 
With  all  lb'  implonog  beantj  of  decay : 
A  stately  couch  'qiidst  ruins '.  meet  Ibr  bjm 
With  Ms  bright  tsmo  lo  rest  in,  aa  a  king 
Of  <Xher  days,  laid  lonely  with  hia  award 
Beneath  hia  bead    Blng  reverently  the  chant 
O'er  the  honoilr'd  grave ! — the  grace .' — idi,  aay 
Rather  the  ehrbc  ! — an  aUor  for  the  lore, 
Tlie  light,  aofl  pilgrim  stops,  tho  votive  wreitha 
Of  yean  nnbum — a  pl4ce  where  leaf  and  flower 
By  that  which  dies  not  of  the  eovereign  dead, 
ShaS  be  made  hoh^  th|ngs — where  ever^  weed 
Shall  han  ita  portion  of  Ih*  iaspirlne  gift 
ftom   buried  glory  breathed.    And  now,  what 

Making  victorions  melody  aacend 
Hi?b  above  scorow's  dirge,  bciits  the  tomb 
Where  he  that  away'd  the  nationa  thna  ia  laid— 
The  ewwn'd  ^f  nepl 

A  lowly,  towly  aong 


Lowly  and  aolaBn  be 
ITij  childten'icry  lalbee, 

Falte  divine! 
A  fajnnii  of  aupjriiairt  l^cvthi 
OwHing  th»t  lift  aad  d«lb 

A£k««nthin«: 

A  a^iit  en  iu  w«). 
Sceptred  the  earth  lo  away, 

From  Ifaee  waa  tent: 
Now  caH'st  thou  back  thine  own 
Hence  ia  that  radiance  fiaviu 

To  earth  but  l^nL 
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Boneath  thy  hand! 
nU'd  b;  one  h^n,  mm  6ar, 
Now  o'er  *  brother*!  bier. 

Weeping  we  ituid. 

How  hsth  he  ptu'd !— the  lord 
Of  each  deep  boaom  chord. 

To  meet  Ihj  Ugbt, 
(Jnnuintled  ind  alone. 
On  t^  blest  metcy  thrown, 

O  Infinite! 

So,  ftnm  bu  hiiveet  home, 
Must  (he  tired  pouanl  como : 

So,  in  oiB  tnirt. 
■m    _  L  J  __..,  — „ii 


The  fWMd  of  mimy  a  fight — 
What  Oun  ehaU  ba  ita  mifhtl 

The  loft;  Uj, 
ThhX  Toah'd  on  eagle  wing — 
What  ahill  ill  memory  bring  T 

What  hope,  what  >ta;  T 

O  Father :  b  that  hotir. 

When  earth  all  eiiccouriiig  powBT 

Shall  disavow; 
When  spear,  aod  6e)d  and  crovn. 
In  ftinliieBs  are  cast  down — 

Sustain  us,  Thoa! 

By  Him  who  bow'd  to  take 
The  death-cop  for  our  sake, 

Ths  thom,  the  rod  1 
From  whom  (he  last  dismay 
Was  not  to  pass  away — 

Aid  us,  O  G«d ! 

Tremblers  beside  the  grave, 
We  can  on  thee  to  save. 

Father,  divine !         / 
Hear,  hear  our  suppliant  breath, 
Keep  ui,  in  liie  and  death. 

Thine,  only  thine! 


In  the  deep  wilderness  unseen  she  praj'd, 

The  daughter  of  Jerusalem  j  alone, 

With  nU  the  stiU  amall  whispers  of  the  night. 

And  with  the  searching  gtancas  of  the  KUaa, 

And  with  her  God,  akoe : — she  lifted  up 

Her  sweet,  nulTMce,  and  trembling  o'er  her  head. 

The  dark  learoi  thrill'd  whh  prayer — the  lear&l 

prayer 
3f  woman  s  qaenchiesa,  yet 


Befbro  diy  si^bt  in  solilnde  Dnsoal'd 


Hear,  Fatlier !  bear  and  aid ! 
If  I  have  loved  too  well,  if  I  have  shed. 
In  my  vain  fondnew,  o'er  a  mortal  head. 
Gifts  on  thy  sbrinc,  my  God!  num  fitly  laid. 

■  If  1  haTc  songbt  to  Uve 
But  in  one  light,  and  made  a  human  eye 
The  lonely  star  of  mine  idolatry, 
Thou  that  art  Love !  oh !  pity  aiid  Eir^ve ! 

Chasten'd  and  schoot'd  at  last, 
No  more,  no  tnoie  my  stiuggling  spirit  bunu, 
But  fix'd  on  (hee,  from  that  wilo  worship  turao — 
What  have  1  said  ? — the  deep  dream  is  not  f«st ! 

Yet  hear!  if  ttiU  I  love. 
Oh!  still  too  fondly— if.  for  ever  seen. 
An  earthly  image  comes,  my  heart  betwem. 
And  thy  calm  ^oij,  Fallter !  throned  above ! 

If  still  a  voice  ia  ikear, 
(E'en  while  I  strive  these  wanderings  to  cootrolj 


0  Father,  draw  to  thee 

My  lost  aScctlons  back ! — the  dreaming  eyes 
Clear  from  tfaci^  misl--flnstaiil  the  heart  that  die^ 
Give  the  wmh  wol  once  more  its  pinioos  fiee '. 

1  must  love  on,  O  God ! 

This  bosom  must  love  on '.  but  let  tfay  breath 
Tonch  and  make  pore  Ihe  flame  that  know*  no 

death. 
Bearing  it  up  to  Heaven  t — Love's  own  abode ! 


wi^it 


ages  pass'd,  the  wildemesn, 
lark  cedars  and  the  thrilling  night. 
With  her  clear  stars,  and  the  mysterions  wtiida, 
That  waft  all  sound,  were  consetous  of  thow 

How  many  such  hath  woman's  bunting  heart 
Sines  thm,  in  oilence  and  in  'larknass  ueathed. 
Like  the  dun  night-flower's  odour,  up  to  God  T 


PRISONERS'   EVENING   SERVICE.* 


Prtsen  o^  the  iMstmbourg,  in  PariM, 
Jurii^  Me  Reign  of  TViror. 
D'AiTUUHE,  on  aged  Seyalitt — Bi.u(chi,  Us 

J)aagMa,  a  young  girl. 
BbiMht.    What  was  our  doom,  my  ftther  T — In 

I  lay  nnconsciously  through  that  dread  hour. 

B.  B  liliciinilr  dinibnl  bi  H<(h>  Mirii  Wl- 


fzedoyGOOglf 


AND  HYMNS  OF  LIFE. 


Tell  me  the  seolence  l — could  oar  judges  look, 
Withoot  relenting,  on  thy  *il»ery  hair? 
Ww  there  not  metcy,  fetber  T— Will  thej  not 
Restore  as  to  our  luNiie. 

D'Aubigai.  Yea,  mj  poor  child ! 

Thev  >end  oi  hoiaei 

Blaache.  Oh  r  ahall  we  gaie  ogBUi 

On  the  bright  Loire  T — Will  the  old  hamlet  apira 
And  the  gray  timet  of  our  own  chUnu, 
Look  forth  to  greet  lu  through  the  du«kf  elm*  I 
WiU  the  kind  Toi™»  of  our  viUage™, 
The  loving  laughter  in  their  children's  eye*,     i 
Welcoms  m  back  at  last  7— But  how  ia  iJii*  I— 
Father !  thy  glance  is  clouded — on  thy  brow 
There  ajta  no  joy  1 

D'AabignL    Upon  my  brow,  dear  girl. 
There  aita,  I  tnwt,  auch  deep  and  aolamn  peace 
As  may  bcGt  the  Chrisliiii,  who  receives 
And  recognizes,  in  aubmiasive  awe, 
■Hm  aommon*  of  bia  God. 

Blaaeht.  Thon  dost  not  mean- 

No,  nol  it  canikot  be!— Didat  Ihoa  not  say 
Tbey  send  as  jlbome? 

lyAiihignl.        Where  is  the  spirit's  home  I- 
Oh!  nuMt  of  aO,  in  tfaeae  dark  evil  day*. 
Where  aboold  it  be?— but  in  that  world  serene, 
B^ood  the  sword's  reach,  and   the  tempest' 

power- 
Wliere,  but  in  Heaven  T 

Blandtt.  My  Father ! 

ITAubignL  Wt  mat  dU. 

We  must  look  Dp  to  God,  and  calmlj  die. — 
Come  to  mj  heart,  and  weep  there !  for  awhile — 
Giire  Nature's  passion  way,  then  brightly  tiaa 
In  the  aUIl  courage  of  a  woman's  heart ! 
Do  I  not  know  thee  T — Do  I  ask  too  much 
IVom  mine  own  noble  Blanche  T 

Blanche,  (JaUing  m  hit  hotam^  Ohi  daap 
me  tiiat ! 
Thy  trembling  child '. — Hide,  hide  me  in  thine 


y  flower,  thon'rt  young 


Father  t 
ffAvlngni.    Alas',  my 

Tonng,  and  so  ftjr ! — Yet  were  it  worse  roethinke. 
To  leave  thee  where  the  gentle  and  tho  brave, 
TitK  loyal-hearted  and  the  chivalrooa. 
And  tikcj  that  loved  their  God,  have  all  b( 

Like  the  sere  leaves,  away. — For  them  no  hearth 
■nirongh  the  Wide  land  was  left  inviolate. 
No  altar  holy ;  therefore  did  they  fall. 
Rejoicing  to  depart — The  soil  is  steep'd 
In  noble  blood !  the  temfJea  are  gone  down; 


Who  hath  not  panted  as  a  dove,  to  flee. 
To  quit  (or  ever  the  dishonour'd  soil. 
The  burdcn'd  air  1 — Oar  God  upon  the  erosi 
Oar  king  npon  the  acaffold* — let  us  think 


or  thae—mA  fold  endurutoe  to  our  hearts. 
And  bravely  die ! 

Blandit.  A  dark  and  fcarM  way  ! 

An  evil  doom  lor  thy  dear  honour'd  head  ! 
Oh  I  thou,  the  kind,  the  gracious  I — whom  all  eye* 
Bleas'd  as  they  look'd  uqion !— Speak  yet  ayain— 
Say,  will  they  part  us  1 

IXAuingni.  No,  my  Blanche  ;  in  death 

'e  ahall  not  bo  divided. 
Blancht.  llianks  to  God  1 

He,  by  thy  glance,  will  aid  ma— 1  shall  see 
His  light  before  mc  to  the  last— And  when — 
Oh!  pardon  ihcsowcak  ahrirkingaof  thychild— 
When  shall  the  hour  bcIkU? 

■AaUgni.  Oh  !  swiftly  now. 

And  saddcnly,  with  brief  dread  interval. 
Comes  down  the  mortal  stroke. — But  of  that  hont 
As  yet  1  know  not. — Each  low  throbbing  poise 
Of  the  quick  pendulum  may  usher  in 
Eternity! 
AlaruAe,  {hnetUng  hefori  him.)  My  (atber !  lay 
thjhand 
On  thy  poor  Blanche's  head,  and  once  again 
Blesalier  with  Ihy  deep  voice  of  tenderneas. 
Thus  breathing  saintly  courage  Ihioogh  her  soul. 
Ere  we  are  cafl'd. 

D'Auhigpi.    If  I  may  apeak  through  tears  ! — 
WeU  may!  bleu  thee,  fondly,  fervently, 
Child  of  my  heart ! — thou  who  dost  look  on  me 
With  thy  lost  mother's  angel  eyes  of  love ! 
Thou  that  Iiaat  been  a  bri^tncsB  in  my  path, 
A  guest  of  Heaven  unto  my  lonely  soul, 
A  stainless  lily  in  my  widow'd  house, 
Tbet«  springing  up — with  soft  light  ronnd  the* 

ihed-^ 
For  iramortttlilv !— Moek  child  of  God  • 
I  bless  thee — He  will  bless  thee  ! — lo  his  love 
He  calls  thee  now  from  this  rude  stormy  world 
To  thy  Redeemer's  breasL — And  thou  wilt  die ! 
Aa  thou  haat  lived — my  duteous,  holy  Blanche ! 
In  trusting  and  serene  submissiveneaa, 
Humble,  yet  full  of  Heaven. 

Blanehi,  (jiting.)  Now  is  there  strengtli 

Infhaed  through  bJI  my  spirit — I  can  rise 
And  say,  "Thy  will  be  done." 

ITAubigjU,  (poitaing  ttjnoardt.)    Scc'sl  than, 
my  child, 
Yaa  &iDt  light  in  the  west?    The  si^inal  star 
Of  our  due  vesper  service,  gleaming  in 
Hirough  the  close  dungeon  grating !  MoumAiIIr 
It  iejcms  to  quiver;  yet  shall  this  night  pasa, 
T^it  night  alone,  without  the  lilled  voice 
Of  adoration  in  ooi  narrow  cell, 
As  if  unworthy  Fear  or  wavering  Faith 
Silenced  the  strain  t — No !  let  it  waft  to  Heaven 
The  prayer,  the  hope  of  poor  mortality, 
In  its  dark  houronca  more! — And  we  will  sleep — 
Yes — calmly  sleep,  when  our  last  rite  is  dosed. 
[  Thry  ting  togctittr 
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From  kifht  boDn  now  lor  erer  pnw. 
Father !  v'ar  all  thj  worka,  wa  know, 
Tbaa  itUl  ut  iheiUiiig  beaotrV  gUsw ; 
Still  touchii^  cTuj  cloud  and  tres 
With  glory,  eloqu^t  of  Thee ; 
Still  feeding  ill  thj  flowen  wHh  light. 
Thoa|;h  mu  balh  bur'd  it  from  our  aglA. 

We  kiKn*  Thou  rdini'it,  tbe  UnduseiiUF  One, 

th'AllJort! 
And  blew  Ihee  itill  with  free  tad  boonfficMtnirt! 

Wo  »Md  no  more,  O  God !  thy  mj» 

On  earth,  in  these  wild  eril  daya. 

The  red  aword  in  Ih'  opprenor'a  band 

Ii  mler  of  tbe  weq>ing  land ; 

Fallen  are  the  fkithful  and  the  pore. 

No  ahrine  la  epved,  do  hearth  eeeure. 

Yet,  by  the  deep  Toioo  from  the  past, 

Whieh  lellg  ua  theae  thinn  cannot  laa^— 

And  by  the  hope  which  finds  no  ark, 

SaTe  in  thy  breait,  when  atomu  grow  dark — 

We  troat  thee!— Aa  the  nilor  knowi 

That  in  ita  plaoe  of  bright  repoee 

Hii  pole-atar  bums,  though  miat  and  cloud 

May  veil  it  with  a  midnight  ahroud. 

We  know  thou  reign'it !— All  Holy  One,  All  Juat ! 

And  bleaa  thee  atill  with  Lne'i  own  boundlew 


Mart  be  one  fuffijring  till  the  tomb. 
Yet,  by  the  aaguiah  of  thy  Son 
When  hia  laat  hour  came  darkly  on — 
By  hia  diead  cry,  the  air  which  r«nt 
In  terror  of  abandonment — 
And  by  hia  paiting  word,  which  nae 
TWnigfa  ftith  victorioua  o'er  all  woe*~ 
We  know  that  Tboa  mayst  wound,  mayal 

1^  apiiit,  bat  wih  ne'er  forvake ! 

Sad  aujAilianta  whom  our  brethren  aponi. 

In  onl  deep  meed  to  Thee  we  turn! 

i'o  whom  but  Theo  ?— AU  Meccilul,  all  Joat ! 

In  lile,  in  death,  we  yield  thee  boondlen  truat 


Bat  free  a«d  bir  on  high, 
A  natire  of  tte  aky, 

Hit  streamer  met  Hk  bncM; 
It  flow'd  o'er  fearleae  men. 
Though  huab'd  and  childJiVe  thca. 
Before  their  God  they  gnther'd  on  Ihs  aea& 

Oh;  did  not  thonghta  of  horn 
O'ar  each  bold  apirit  corns 

Aa  from  the  land,  awect  gaJeat 
Id  erery  word  of  pmycr 
Hath  not  some  hearth  a  ahare, 
Some  bower,  inviolate  "midat  England^  Taleat 

Yea!  bright  green  apola  that  lay 

In  beauty  ftr  awar,  ' 

Hearing  no  billom  roar; 
Safer  fivm  touch  of  apoil. 
For  that  day's  fiery  toil, 
Me  mi  hi^  bMita,  that  now  whh  bra  gvaVi 

A  aolemn  acene,  and  dread  I 
1^  victors  and  the  dead, 

Ilie  breathless  burning  sky ! 
And,  paaaing  with  the  race 
Of  waTBs,  that  keep  no  trace. 
The  wild,  brief  Bounda  of  human  nclM^f! 

A  etarn,  yet  holy  scene ! 
Billowa  where  atrift  hath  bocn. 

Sinking  to  awfiil  aloep; 
And  words  that  breathe  the  aau* 
Of  God's  omnipotence, 
aking  a  miualcr  of  that  uknt  deqk 

Borne  through  such  hour*  s&r, 
Thy  Sag  hath  been  a  star, 

Where  eagle'a  wing  ne'er  flew.-— 
England!  the  unprofaned, 
"HiOBe  of  the  hcortha  unaUin'd, 
I !  to  the  banner  and  tbe  ahrine  he  tnie* 
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EVENING  SONG  OF  THE  WEAHT 

FaTim  of  Heaven  and  Earth ! 
I  blesa  ttiee  tor  the  night, 
Tbe  soft,  still  night! 
Tbe  holy  pause  of  care  and  mirtl^ 
Of  sennd  and  light '. 

Now  hi  m  glade  and  dell, 
Rower-cup,  and  bud,  and  bell. 
Have  abut  around  the  eleegHng  woodlark's  noal 
Tbe  bee's  long  murmuring  toils  are  dolu. 
And  I,  Iho  o'crweoried  one. 
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OcnrauM  and  o'ommight, 
BkM  thM,  O  God,  O  Father  of  Hm  i^iimi'd, 
With  my  lut  vraking  tbooKh^ 
-  In  tbo  Mill  night! 

T««,  «8  I  lin^  to  wwt. 
By  the  fire's  dying  light, 
Thoa  Lord  of  Borth  and  Hevnm ! 
1  Mow  thee,  who  hut  given 
Cnto  Ufii'i  Biinline  travellori,  the  lagbt, 
Ths  foA,  still,  holj  night ! 


THE  INDIAN'S  REVENGE. 


Scnra — Tke  titort  ef  a  Ltk*  tKmiindtd  bf  dtrp 
teaait,     A  nUtarf  ttMti  on  iU  .  hani*,  eatr- 
Ibif  ma^  and  tyeanwre  trtn.  HttOi- 


Jm  Indian  tiMd '.  I  know  tha  ftedlhy  toaaA— 
Tm  <M  uiiM  qottt  of  eiil,  thtoogh  the  gnm 
Gliding  JO  ■ar^t-lik& 

[Ht  camet  fenaard,  and  meeti  an  bdien 

Enonio,  »  it  tliou  I  I  ten  thy  ferm 
Towtr  stalely  through  tho  diuk,  yet  icaice  mina 

UMcrni  thy  &oe. 

^DTria.  My  ftlher  nKoki  my  name. 

Hannann.    Are   not  the   bunten   &om  the 
chaae  TCtum'dr 
The  night-fire*  lit  T    Why  ii  my  eon  abroad  T 

fnanio.    The  warrior'a  acruw  kntnr*  of  DoUw 

Than  elk  ur  deer.    Now  let  my  fUhor  Imtc 
The  tone  path  free. 

Herrmann.  Tho  forait  way  ia  long 

From  tho  red  ohieflain's  honxi.    Rest  thee  awUh 
Beneath  m;  Byeamorc,  and  we  will  apeak 
or  thoae  things  ftuther. 

Enmtia.  Tell  me  not  oT  rart  I 

My  heart  ia  aloefden,  and  Ibe  dart  night  •will'— 


Hmrnann,  {ulamtSy.)  So,  warrior,  Ihon  nwt 


Hermann.    Wu  that  the  light  fiom  wm 
lone  awill  canoe 
Shooting  acrosa  tho  waters  7 — No,  a  flaab 
From  the  nieht'a  lint  quick  firefly,  Int  again 
In  the  deep  bay  of  ccdara.    Not  a  bftrk 
!■  on  the  wave ;  no  riutlo  of  a  breeze 
Come*  Ihrough  the  fbnst    in  thia  new,  atrani 

worWC 
Oh !  how  myatcrioua,  how  eternal,  loems 
Tha  mighty  mehmcholj  of  the  woods ! 
The  deaen  ■  own  great  gptrit,  infinile ! 
Little  they  know,  in  mine  own  ftthcr-land. 
Along  the  caetled  Rhino,  or  e'on  amidst 
The  wild  Han  mounlaiiu,  <a  the  sylvan  glades 
Docp  in  tho  Odeowild,  they  little  know 
or  what  is  aoliludo !    In  hours  like  this, 
There,   from    a  thotiaand    nooks,   the   cottage 

hearths 
Pour  forth  red  light  tlicough  Tine-hnng  lattices, 
To  guide  the  peasant,  singing  cheerily. 
On  the  home  path ;  whilo  round  hii  lowly  porch, 
With  eager  eyce  awaiting  his  rclum. 
The  clnstcr'd  faces  or  his  children  shine 
TothocJcarharvestmoon.  Be  atill,  fond  thoughts! 
Melting  ray  spirit's  graap  from  heavenly  hope 
By  your  vain  earthward  yearnings.     O  my  God ! 
Dmir  mc  still  nearer,  closer  unto  thee. 
Till  all  the  hollow  of  these  deep  desires 
May  with  thyself  be  fiU'd !— Be  it  enough 
Al  once  to  gladden  and  to  solemniis 
My  lonely  liR^  if  for  thine  altar  here 
Id  this  drend  temple  of  the  wilderness, 
Oy  prayer,  and  toil,  and  watching,  I  mny  win 
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And  hear  me,  and  give  answer  !  If  thy  heart 
Be  grown  thus  restless,  is  it  not  beoanso 
Within  its  dark  folds  tbou  hast  mantled  xtp 
Some  burning  thoneht  of  ill  7 — 
En»aio,{imiktndaenimpilaa»iiy.)  HowahoaU 
Irostl— 
Last  night  the  apirit  of  my  brother  eame. 
An  angry  shadow  in  the  moonlight  streak, 

"    "  Avtngi  mt !" — In  the  elands  this 

I  saw  tho  fivwning  colonr  of  hia  Mood — 
And  that,  loo,  Isd  a  voic& — I  lay  at  ruon 
Alone  beaide  Uie  sounding  wateriall. 
And  through  its  Ihunder-music  spake  a  toniy— 
A  low  lone  jHsrdng  all  the  roll  of  waves — 

id,  "ABtngt  ma ."'— Tbenioca  have  1 

The  (omahiwk,  and  almng  ths  bow  again. 
That  I  may  send  the  shadow  li«m  my  eoiioh, 
And  take  the  strange  sound  from  the  eatanet, 
And  steep  onee  more. 

Hernnann.  A  bettor  path,  my  son. 

Unto  the  stiU  and  dewy  land  of  sleep. 
My  hand  in  peace  can  gnide  thee — e'en  tha  way 
Thy  dying  brother  trod.— Say,  didst  thoa  lorn 
That  lost  oieweUI 

£n«nv>.  Know'it  thca  tuA  wa  grew  up 

Even  as  twin  roes  amidsl  the  wildemos  T 
Unto  the  chase  we  kmmey'd  in  one  path  ■ 
We  etcmm'd  the  lake  in  one  canoe ;  we  lay 
Beneath  one  oak  to  rest. — When  (ever  fanog 
Upon  my  bnming  lips,  my  brother'a  hand 
Was  sllU  beneath  my  beaH;  my  brother'a  t«M 
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CoTcr'd  my  bowm  from  tbe  chiQ  night  ur. 
Onr  lives  were  girdled  by  one  belt  of  ioro, 
Until  he  tum'd  him  Horn  his  fiither's  gfodi, 
And  then  mj  wnl  rcll  from  him — then  the  giaa 
Gran  in  the  wky  bctwoon  our  parted  hamei, 
And  whcrceoc'er  I  wuider'd,  then  it  seem'd 
Thai  ah  the  noodi  were  lilcnt.— 1  went  forUt— 
1  joomej'd,  with  my  lonely  Beart,  ifar, 
And  BO  returo'd — and  where  was  ho  T— the  earth 
Owu'd  him  no  more. 

Hermuimi.  But  thou  thyacl^  lineo  then 

Hut  tiirn'd  thee  from  the  idols  of  thy  tribe, 
And,  like  thy  brother,  bow'd  the  suppliant  lu>e« 
To  the  one  God. 

Etuhm.  Yes,  I  have  leam'd  to  pray 

With  ray  white  father'i  words,  yet  all  the  mora 
My  heart,  that  shut  agaiiul  my  brother's  love. 
Hath  been  within  me  as  an  arrowy  fire, 
Boming  my  sleep  away. — In  the  night  hush, 
'Midst  the  stnogfe  whispen  and  i£ia  shadowy 

Of  the  great  forests,  I  have  eall'd  aloud, 
"  Brother !  tbrgivr,  forff ive !" — He  answei'd  not- 
His  deep  voice,  rising  Ihim  the  land  of  souls. 
Cries  bM  "  Asengt  me  !" — And  I  go  forth  now 
To  slay  his  murderer,  that  when  next  his  eye« 
Gleam  on  me  moumjlilly  from  that  pole  shore, 
I  may  look  up,  and  meet  their  glance,  and  say, 
'  I  have  avenged  theo." 

Herrmann.  Oh !  that  homan  love 

Should  be  tbe  root  of  this  dread  bitterness. 
Till  heaven  through  all  the  tbvcr'd  being  pours 
TransiDutingp  balsam  I — Stay,  Enonio,  stay ! 
Thy  brother  calls  thee  nut  I— The  spirit  world, 
Where  the  departed  go,  lends  baoh  to  earth 
No  visitants  for  cviL — 'T  is  the  might 
Of  the  itrong  pauion,  the  temorsotbl  grief 
At  work  in  thine  own  breast,  which  lends  the 

Unto  the  forest  and  the  cataract. 

The  angry  o^oar  to  Iho  clouds  of  mora, 

Tlie  shadow  to  the  moonlirhL — Slay,  my  son! 


I  named  his  Saviour's  name. 

In  pity  and  in  lot 

£nOTUi>,  (hurriedly.)  Did  he  not  say 
Hy  arrow  should  avenge  him  7 

HerrmaAn.  His  last  words 

Wera  aU  forgiveneas. 

Enonio.  What!  and  shall  the  mi 

Who  pietcod  him  with  the  oliofl  of  treacheiy, 
Walk  fearless  forth  in  joy  ? 

Herrmaim.  Was  he  not  once 

Tiiy  brother's  IHend  ? — Oh  !  trust  me,  not  in  Joy 
He  wallu  the  frowning  forest     Did  keen  love. 
Too  late  repentant  of  its  heart  estranged. 
Woke  in  My  haunted  bosom,  with  its  train 
Uf  iound)  and  ehadoWB-~iuid  shall  he  escape  T 
Eitoiiio,  droam  it  not  '■ — Our  God,  the  All  Just, 
Unt"'  himself  reserves  this  royalty — 
Tne  iiecret  chastening  of  the  guilty  heart. 
The  fiery  touch,  the  scourge  ^t  porifisa, 
Uiavir  ii  with  him ! — Yet  moke  it  not  thy  fcip* — 


For  that  strong  heart  of  tliine —  oh '.  listcs  jel<— 
Must,  in  its  depths,  o'orcomo  the  very  wish 
For  death  or  torture  to  the  guilty  one, 
Ere  it  can  sleep  again. 

£nonio.  M^  lhther«p«>ka 

Of  change,  for  man  too  mighty. 

ifinrnuinR.  I  hut  speak 

Of  that  which  hath  been,  and  again  oiost  be; 
If  thou  wouldst  jcda  thy  brother,  in  the  hSe 
Of  the  bright  country,  where,  I  well  tielicvo. 
His  soul  rejoices. — He  had  known  such  change 
He  died  in  peace.  He,  whom  his  tribe  once  named 
The  Avenging  EagK  look  to  his  nuek  heart. 
In  its  last  pangs,  the  spirit  of  those  words 
Which,  from  the  Saviour's  cross,  went  op  to 

"  Forgiiie  than,  far  they  Imoa  not  what  liey  da. 

Father,  fttrgice  !" — And  o'er  the  elenial  bounds 

Of  that  celestial  kingdom,  undeliled. 

Where  evil  may  not  enter,  he,  1  deem. 

Hath  to  his  Master  pass'd. — He  waits  thee  thcrs— 

For  love,  we  trust,  springs  beaTenword  ftvm  tlw 

grave, 
Inunoital  in  its  holiness. — He  calls 
His  brotlier  to  the  land  of  goldm  Hriit 
And  ever-liTiag-  Ibuntaini — couldtt  tn<m  hear 
His  voice  o'er  those  bright  waters,  it  woold  say, 
"My  brother!  oh!  be  pure,  bo  merciful! 
That  WQ  may  meet  again." 

Enonio,  {hetiiating.)  Can  I  retain 

Unto  my  tribe,  and  unavenged  7 

Herrmann.  To  Him, 

To  Him  return,  from  whom  thine  erring  step* 
vc  watidor'd  far  pjid  long  l^Retum,  my  aon, 
thy  Rtilccnicr  !— died  he  not  in  love— 
9  smlcsB,  the  divine,  the  San  of  God — 
Breathing  tbrgivcneas  'midst  oil  agonies. 
And  ae,  dare  me  be  rutliksa  7 — By  His  aid 
SluJt  thou  be  guid<^  to  tliy  brotiier's  phice 
'Midst  the  puic  spirits. — Oh!  retrace  the  way 
Back  to  thy  Saviour  !  he  rejects  no  heart 
E'en  with  llie  dark  stains  on  it,  if  true  tears 

r  them  showcr'd. — Ay,  wocp,  tliou  Indian 

For  hy  the  kindling  moonlight,  I  behold 
Thy  proud  lip's  working — weep,  relieve  thy  soul ! 
Tears  wilt  not  shame  thy  manhood,  in  the  hour 
Of  its  great  confiict 

£iii>Rio,  (gicing  up  hie  aeapent  to  /fermons.) 
Father,  liikc  thu  bow. 
Keep  th';  sharp  arrowa  tiil  the  hunters  call 
ForUi  to  the  chase  once  more.— And  let  me  dweO 
A  little  while,  my  father  !  by  thy  aide, 
Thot  I  may  hoar  the  blessed  words  again — 
Like  water-brooks  lunidat  tiic  summer  hills — 
From  tliy  true  lips  fiow  forth  j  for  in  my  hoalt 
The  musie  and  tlie  memory  of  their  sound 
Too  long  hove  died  away. 

Herrmann.  0,  welcome  back. 

Friend,  rescued  one !— Yes,  thou  ahalt  bo  my  guen. 
And  we  will  pcay  beneath  my  sycamore 
Together,  mom  and  eve;  and  I  will  apread 
Thy  eoue)i  beside  my  fire,  and  sleep  at  last — 
Aner  the  visiting  of  holy  llioughts — 
With  dewy  wing  shall  sink  upon  thiue  cyo»— . 
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Enter  my  home,  ind  wetconiA,  welcome  back 
To  peace,  to  Okid,  tboo  loat  uid  Toiuiil  tgunl 

[73(y  ge  into  the  ceUn  tagtthtr — Heki- 
MANN,  lingeriytg  for  s  tnomtnf  En  lAc 
thraheld^iaAt  up  U  Vie  ttarry  ikta. 
Father  '.  that  from  unidat  to  glorious  werldi 
Nuw  Inok'st  on  □>,  thj  children !  make  tbu  hottr 
Blessed  for  ever !  Msj  it  Bce  the  birlh 
Of  thine  own  image  in  the  unfuthomM  deep 
or  ui  immortal  sout ; — a.  thing  to  name 
With  rcYcrentiil  thought,  a  solemn  voHd '. 
To  Tliee  more  precious  than  those  thousuid  stars 
Boming  on  high  in  thy  majestic  Heaven ! 


THE  DAY  OF  FLOWERa 


Cdnk  to  the  vtaoda,  my  boj ! 
Conn  to  the  streams  and  bowery  din^ea  fintb. 
My  happy  child '.  The  spirit  of  bright  hann 
'Wooea  US  In  ererj  ivind ;  fresh  wild-Iesf  toenU 
From  thickets  where  the  lonely  stock-dore  broods. 
Enter  oar  lattice ;  filliil  wmga  of  joy 
Float  in  with  each  soft  current  of  the  ur; 
And  we  will  bear  their  ammnoikii  we  will  gin 
One  day  to  flowers,  and  sunahine,  and   glad 

thoughts. 
And  thou  ihalt  revel  'midit  &ee  natore's  wealth, 
And,  for  thy  mother,  twine  wild  wreattu;  while 


Quivering  and  glistening  with  each  ftinlest  pia. 
Yet  breaking  not — a  bridge  I'or  fairy  ahapcs. 
How  delicate,  bow  wondrous  1 

Yea !  my  boy ! 
WcU  may  we  take  the  Etrcam'a  bright  windinf 

Our  woodland  guide,  lor  He  who  made  the  atreaio 

Mode  it  a  clue  to  haunts  of  lavelineiB, 

For  ever  decptning.     O,  forget  him  not. 

Dear  child  '.  that  airy  gladness  which  Ihou  feel'Hl 

Wailing  thee  alW  bird  and  butterfly. 

As  \  were  a  biceie  within  thee,  is  not  lev 

IRi  gift,  his  blessing  on  thy  epring-time  haora. 

Than  this  rich  outward  sunshW,  mantling  all 

The  leaves,  and  grass,  and  ciossy  tinted  (tone* 

With  summer  gkiry.    Stay  thy  bounding  atep. 

My  metni  wanderer  \  let  us  rest  awhile 

By  this  clear  pool,  where,  in  the  shadow  flun|[ 

From  aider  bouglis  and  osiers  o'or  its  breast, 

The  soil  red  of  the  flowering  willow-herb 

"   vividly  is  pictured.    Seems  it  not 

en  melting  to  a  more  transparent  glow 
In  that  pure  glass  I    Oh  I  bcautifiil  are  streams'. 
And,  through  ail  ages,  human  liearts  have  loved 
Their  music,  still  accordant  with  each  mood 
'     IS  or-of  joy.    And  love  hath  grown 
worship,  wliich  hath  left  its  trace 
On  eculptured  um  and  altar,  gleaming  still 
Beneath  dim  oUve-bougtu,  by  man*  a  limnt 
Of  Italy  and  Greece.    But  we  will  take 
Our  tesaoD  e'en  fVom  erring  hearts,  which  bleas'd 
The  river  Deities  or  fbtmlain  Njrmphs 
F«r  the  cool  breeze,  and  for  the  jreahening  shade, 
And  tlie  sweet  water's  tune^    The  One  supreme. 
The  oU-soslaining,  eTer-preaent  God, 
Wlio  dower'd  the  soul  with  immortally. 
Gave  also  thttt  delights,  to  cheer  on  earth 
Its  Beeting  passage^  therefore  let  Q 
Eachw     •    ■ 


Come  to  tlte  woods,  my  boy ! 

Wbatl  wouldst  thou  lead  idreBdy  to  the  path 

AlongtbecopsewoodbrookT  Come  then t  in  truth 

Heel  playmate  for  a  child,  a  blessed  child, 

la  a  glad  aii^;ing  atream,  heard,  or  anbean 

Knging  its  melody  of  happiness 

Amidst  the  reeds,  and  bounding  in  free  m 

To  that  sweet  cbime. — Withwhatasparklu 

It  fills  the  shadowy  dingle]  now  the  wing 

Of  Kane  low-skimming  swallow  sbakea  bright 

apray 
Fiath  to  the  nmshino  ftota  its  dimpled  wave ; 
Now,  &om  some  pool  of  crystal  darknesa  deep, 
Tlw  treat  springs  upward,  wilh  a  showery  gl^in. 
And  plaahing  sound  of  waters.  What  twift  rings 
Of  mazy  inaects  o'er  the  shallow  tida 
Se«m,  sa  they  glance,  to  scatter  sparks  of  light 
From  bumish'd  films  1  And  mark  yon  silvery  lino 
Of  goesamer,  so  tremulously  hung 
Across  tlie  narrow  current,  trma  the  tuft 
Of  hazels  to  the  hoary  poplar's  bough  '. 
Bee,  in  the  ut'o  trwupMsnce,  how  it  w*t 
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Each  bird-note,  quivering  'midst  light  t> 

And  every  rich  celestial  tint  unnamed. 
Wherewith  transpierced,  the  clouds  of  m< 


Kindle  and  mdt  away ! 


Andn 


In  gratefU  thoughts  rejoicing,  let  us  bend 
Our  footsteps  onward  to  the  dell  of  flowers 
Around  the  ruin'd  mansiofi.    Tboo,  my  boy. 
Not  vet,  1  deem,  hast  visited  that  Ic^n 
But  lovet;  spot,  whose  loveUnesa  ibr  tkti 
Will  wear  no  shadow  of  subduing  thought — 
No  colouring  from  the  past     This  way  oor  pMh 
Winds  through  the  hazels  ;^-niark  bow  brightly 

The  dragon-fly  along  the  sunbeam's  tine, 
Croning  the  leafy  gloom.     How  fiill  of  ti&. 
The  life  of  song,  and  breezes,  and  freo  wings, 
la  all  the  murmoring  shsde  1  and  thine,  O  lAtns 
Of  alt  the  InHghteet  and  the  happiest'^icre, 
IMyhleased  child  1  my  gifl  of  God  1  that  nuk'st 
My  heart  o'erfiow  wilh  summer ! 

Hast  UuMt  MvioM 
Thy  wreath  so  sonn !  yet  vrill  wo  biter  not, 
d  gorgeow 
■ns^thednal 
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1^  hmth-fUywet  ipcMd  ito  porpla.    Wa  mu 

Tha  copac,  and  through  yon  broken  tTense, 
Sh[idaw'd  bj  iioopiog  walnut  ibliage,  leuch 
Tha  ruio'a  gUde. 

And,  la !  belbra  ns,  &ir, 
Tet  deaoiate,  amidat  the  golden  day, 
It  atiuida,  thnthaoairof  ulenoe!  wedded  now 
To  verdant  nature  by  tbo  o'enuantling  growth 
or  leaf  and  lendrii,  whii-h  fiind  woman's  hand) 
OncD  tored  to  train.    How  the  rich  waU-flower 

From  every  niche  and  moBsy  eomicv  floala, 
Gnibalmine  ita  deOiT  !  the  be«  alons 
la  murmuring  from  ila  caaomcnt,  wbonoe  nomori 
Stiall  the  nreot  oyei  of  laurhiog  children  ibior. 
Watching  eomc  homeward  fbolalep.    See !    nn 

Fr<Hn  the   old  fretted  atone-woik,   what  thick 

Of  jaamine,  borne  by  wasto  einberance  down, 
Trail  through  the  gram  their  gleaming  itua,  and 


The  air  with  monmttil  ftagrance,  for  it  apeaki 
Of  life  gone  hence  J  and  the  fiint  aoutham  b(eath 
Of  myrtle  loaves  from  yrni  tiwsaken  pOToh, 
Startles  the  soul  with  ewectneea  [  jet  rich  knoti 
Of  garden  flowers,  far  wandering,  and  lelflainm 
Through  all  the  aunny  hollow,  apresd  around 
A  fluBh  of  youth  and  joy,  free  nature's  joy, 
Undimm'd  by  human  change.    How  kindly  here 
With  the  low  thyme  aad  daudae,  they  have  blent : 
'    And,  under  archei  of  wild  eglantine, 
Dnx^ingfrom  this  tall  elm,  bow  etnngely  (ecou 
Tlie  Itail  gumcisloa  o'er  the  turf  to  enuw 
Its  pearly  flowOT-learei  down ! — Oo,  hapi^  bc^ ! 
Rove  thou  at  will  amidat  theae  roring  iweeta, 
Whilst  I,  beside  thia  &llen  diaUbms, 
Under  the  tall  mosi-roae  tree,  long  nnpnuted, 
Rest  where  thick  eloitaring  panaiea  weavs  uiMBd 
Their  many-tinged  moaajc,  'nlidat  dark  grass, 
Bedded  like  jewels. 

He  hath  bconded  on,    ' 
Wild  with  delight  I— The  crimson  ui  hia  cheek 
Furcr  and  richer  e'en  than  that  which  lies 
In  this  deep-hearted  roae-cup  1 — Bright  mosa-roee  I 
Though  not  BO  lorn,  jel  suiely,  gracions  tree  > 
Once  thou  wert  cheriah'd  !  and,  by  hmaaa  love, 
Tlirongh  many  a  summer  duly  visited 
For  thy  bloom-otleriiigs,  which,  o'er  Icstal  board. 
And  youthfkl  brow,  and  e'en  the  shaded  ooncb 
Of  Iwig  secluded  aickness,  may  have  shad 

Yet  BhaD  there  still  be  joy. 
Where  God  halii  pour'd  forth  beauty,  and  the  Toii 
Of  human  lovo  shall  still  be  beard  in  prais* 
Over  hi*  gltmous  gifts  ! — O  Father,  Lord! 
The  All-Benaficent!  I  bless  thy  name. 
That  thou  hast  mantled  the  green  eartk  witk 

Linking  our  hetit|  to  natnre!  By  the  lore 

Of  their  wild  bloaaonu,  our  young  fixttstepe  first 

Imo  her  deep  recesses  are  beguiled. 

I  [er  minsler  cells  j  dark  glen  and  threat  bower. 

Where,  thrilling  with  ila  earlieat  sense  of  thee. 

Amidst  the  low  religiooa  whisperings 


And  shircry  Uaf.Boiin^  of  the  soUtude 
The  spirit  tnk«s  to  worship,  and  is  made 
Thy  living  temi^    By  the  brcMh  of  flowets, 
Thou  callcat  us  from  citj  Ihronga  und  cans, 
Back  to   the   nooda,  the   hirda,   the  mountan 

"niat  Btngof'liicc!  back  to  free  childhood's  heart 
Fresh  with  the  dews  of  tenderness  :— Thou  bidd*^ 
The  lilies  of  the  Held  with  placid  smite 
Reprove  man's  feverish  strivings,  and  infiiae 
Through  his  worn  soul  a  more  unworldly  Ul^ 
With  tbeir  soft  holy  breath.  Thou  hast  not  left 
Hia  purer  nature,  with  ita  fmc  desires, 
Uncared  for  in  this  universe  of  thint ! 
The  glowing  rose  attests  it,  tlie  beloved 
Of  poet  hearts,  touch'd  by  their  fervent  dieama 
With  spiritual  light,  and  made  a  source 
Of  heaven.BscendJRg  thoughts.     E'en  to  Mintage 
Thmi  lend'st  the  vernal  bliu : — The  old  man's  <^ 
Falls  on  the  kindling  hloawms,  and  his  aool 
RemcmbcTB  youth  and  love,  and  hopi^ully 
Tuma  onto  Uiee,  who  call'st  eartli's  buried  gems 
From  dust  to  splcndoer ;  aa  tlie  mortal  seed 
Shall,  at  thy  summcns,  fhna  the  grave  spring  i^ 
To  put  on  glory,  to  be  girt  with  power. 
And  fill'd  vpith  immortality-     Receive 
Thanks,  bleesinrs,  love,  tbr  theae,  tlijr  laviah  bocM, 
And,  most  of  au,  their  heavenward  infltienocBi 
0  Thou  thai  gav'tt  us  flowers  1 

Return,  my  boy. 
With  all  thy  chaplets  and  bright  bands,  relural 
See,  with  how  deep  a  crimson  eve  hMh  tnaeh'A 
And  glorified  Uie  ruin !  glow-worm  light 
Will  twinkle  on  the  dew-dropa,  eie  we  reach 
Our  home  again.    Cemc,  with  thy  last  sweet 

At  thy  Uees'd  mother's  knee,  lo-mght  duU  thanks 
Unto  OUT  Father  in  his  Heaven  arise, 

E"  adness,  all  '     ' 

day  of  A 


Jot!  Ihslofltona  is  restored! 
Smuhine  eomes  to  hearth  and  board, 
Prom  the  l>r^>lF  coimtries  old 
Of  the  diamond  and  red  gold ; 
From  the  dusky  archer  bands, 
Roamers  of  the  fiery  sands ; 
From  the  doacrt  winds,  whose  breath 
Sautea  with  luddeo  silent  death; 
He  hath  reach'd  his  home  again. 

Where  we  ainj* 
In  thy  praise  a  fbrient  strain, 

Ood  our  King! 

Mightiest!  rnilo  Thee  he  tum'd. 
When  the  noon-day  Gcroest  bum'd; 
When  the  (buntain  spring*  were  ftr. 
And  the  sounds  of  Arab  war 
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Bmll'd  i^ica  tbs  lultr;  Uut, 
And  the  tandj  columBa  put, 
Vata  Thes  ho  cried  •  and  ThM, 
Herciibi !  didit  bear  hu  tow  ! 
Iluiretbre  onto  Thee  iftia 


r  King! 

llioa  wett  with  bim  on  the  main, 
And  tlio  anoiry  moiiataui-ahuii, 
And  the  rivera,  dirk  and  wide. 
Which  throu^  Indian  fiu'Mti  glide. 
Thou  dktat  guard  him  Irom  the  wi^ 
or  the  lion  m  hi*  path. 
And  the  ■mnn  on  Iha  breeu, 
And  the  dropping  poiaoD-treea ; 
Tlutreibn  from  our  hooMbold  tnlii 

O.l  dull  tp-ing 
Onto  Hiee  a  blesaing  itnin, 

<3odouTlUngl 

Tbw  to  bU  lone  wttcbuiff  wife 
Hat  brooght  beek  the  lij^bt  oT  lift  t 


Thou  hut  ipared  hia  lovii^  child 
Home  to  greet  hint  &Dn>  tht  w" ' 
Though  the  nnu  of  et 


On  hi*  cheek  hare  aet  thoir  dje*, 
Tboi^  long  l«il*  and  alaepleia  Esraa 
On  hu  brow  hare  Uonch'd  the  hain. 
Vet  the  night  of  &ai  i*  flown, 
fU  U  bting  and  our  own ! — 
hrihlon  !  iptead  hi*  featal  faouJ, 
Hang  hi*  mantle  and  hia  ewonl 
With  the  annoDT  ca  the  wall, 
While  thia  long,  long  eilent  lull 
Ji^rfbJlj  doth  hear  again 

Voice  and  atnng 
Swell  to  Thee  tbs  exalting  atitiM, 

GodoarKiDgl 


A  PRAYER  OF  AFFECTION. 

BLnaiHOB,  O  Father,  ahower ! 
FtlberoTnwrcisa!  round  hi*  predooi  head ! 
On  hi*  kMie  walk*  and  on  hi*  tboaghtiii]  bour, 
And  the  pure  Tieinu  of  hi*  midnigbt  bed, 

neMing*  be  ahed ! 

Father!  I  pray  Thee  not 
For  earthly  treaaurt  to  that  mod  belored. 
Fame,  tbitune,  powt  r ; — oh !  be  hi*  *pirit  pron 
By  theae,  or  bj  thmr  ahKnce,  at  Th;  willl 
But  let  th;  peace  be  wedded  to  hit  lot. 


Let  nch  a  aense  of  Hiee, 
Tij  watching  preeenoo,  thy  anati 
Hia  bosDin  goeat  inalieruMy  be. 
That  wbereaoa'er  be  more, 
A  heavenly  light  aerene 
Upon  hia  Mart  and  mien 


Hay  ait  andiBiai'd  I  a  gladnesa  rest  hi*  own, 

Unipeakabte,  and  to  the  world  unknown ! 

Boch  aa  than  diildbood's  morning  land  of  dreatn^ 

Ramen)ber'd,liiJDtl;,  gleanu, 
Faintly  ramambet'd,  and  too  awiltly  Sown! 

60  let  him  walk  with  Thee, 

Hade  by  Tby  spirit  free  i 
And  when  tboa  coll'il  him  thjm  hi*  mortal  plaEa 
To  hia  laat  hour  be  still  thai  awectnesa  given. 
That  joylul  truat  1  and  brightly  let  him  part. 
With  lamp  dear  burning,  and  unlingering  boai^ 

Mature  to  meet  in  heaven 

Hia  Savioor'a  &ee ! 


THE  PAINTER'S  LAST  WORK.* 


Th-eao.    The  fcTer'a  hue  hath  left  thy  cheek. 

Thins  eye*,  that  make  the  day-apring  in  nxj 

dear  and  still  tmce  uiore! — wilt  thoB  look 
forth  7 

Now,  while  the  sunset,  with  low-atreoming  light— 
The  light  thou  lovist — hath  made  the  um-woi4 

AD  burning  bronic,  the  river  molten  gold  1 
Wilt  thou  be  raised  upon  thy  couch,  to  meat 
The  rich  air  Gll'd  with  wandering  acenU  and 
•oundaT 
lall  I  lay  thy  dear,  dear  head  onca  mote 
On  this  true  boaom,  lulling  thee  to  rest 
With  our  own  evening  hymn  1 

BugtM.  Not  now,  deu  :oit% 

My  soul  ia  wakeful — lingering  to  look  forth. 
Not  CO  the  sun,  but  thee  T— Doth  the  light  aloep 
On  the  stream  tenderly? — and  are  the  itema 
or  our  own  elm  trees,  by  its  alchemy, 
So  richly  changed  7  and  is  the  aweeUirier  iceot 
Floating  around  7 — But  I  have  said  fiircwdl. 
Farewell  to  earlJi,  Teresa  ! — not  to  Ihco ; 
Nor  yet  to  our  deep  love,  nor  yot  awhile 
Unto  the  spirit  of  mine  ait,  which  flowa 
Back  on  my  aoul  in  mastery. — One  last  work ! 
And  I  will  ahrine  my  wealth  of  glowing  thougbia, 
Clinging  affcctiona,  and  undying  bi-pos. 
All,  all  in  that  memorial  1 
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TertMo.  Oh,  what  dream 

la  thi>,  miae  own  Eugene! — Wuta  thou  Dot  Uiqr 
Thy  acarcB  KUutAng  ttieaglhi  keop  thj  rich 

tlioughts 
For  btpjner  dajal  tJicj  will  not  melt  away 
Ulie  passinf  music  from  the  lute — dour  friend! 
Doareit  of  mends '.  Ihou  canat  win  back  at  will 
The  glorioua  visiona. 

Eugtnt.  Va!  the  mueen  Und 

or  glortaui  Tiiiona  hath  sent  forth  a  voice 
To  coll  rac  bence. — Oh  I  be  thou  not  deceived '. 
Bind  U  thf  bcart  no  tarthlu  hope,  Teteu  [ 
.   1  must,  mult  leave  t'lce  l-^Yet  be  strong,  mj'  lore. 
As  Ihou  hist  stili  been  goollo. 

Ttraa,  O  Boi^e ! 

What  will  this  dim  world  be  to  mc,  Eiigens ! 
WhcD  waaUnE  thj  bright  soul,  the  Ilia  of  all  T 
Mf  only  sunshine  I — How  can  I  bear  on  } 
How  can  we  parti    Wc  that  have  loved  so  well, 
With  clasping  epirita  Ilnt'd  so  long  b;  grief| 
flj  toara,  by  prayer? 

Eagtai.  E'en  iherefart  wc  can  part 

With  ao  immortal  trust  that  auch  high  lo»a 
Is  not  of  things  to  peiiah. 

Let  me  leave 
One  record  ftill  of  its  ethereal  flame 
Brightening  through  death's  cold  shadow.   Onc« 

■gain, 
Btand  with  tby  meek  handi  folded  on  thy  breart. 
And  cyci  half  vcil'd,  in  thine  own  soul  atworb'd 
As  in  thy  walchings,  ere  I  sink  to  aleep ; 
And  I  will  give  the  bonding  flower-Uke  graco 
Of  that  soft  form,  and  Iho  ■till  sweetness  throned 


Ontl 


t  pale  I 


roicetoH  iovo,  a  life  that  shall  outlast 
TTieir  delicate  cartlily  being.    There!  Ihy  head 
Bow'd  down  with  beauty,  and  with  tenderness. 
And  lowly  thought — oven  thus — my  own  Teresa  [ 
Ob!   the  quick  glancing  radiance  and  bright 

That  once  around  thee  hung,  hsTo  melted  now 
Into  more  solemn  light — but  holier  6a, 
And  dearer  and  yet  lovelier  In  mine  eyes. 
Than  all  that  sumnicr  flush '.    For  bj  mj  coach. 
Id  patient  and  serene  dcrotedness, 
Tinuhast  made  (hose  rich  hues  and  sunny  smiles 
Thine  offering  milo  mo.    Oh!  1  may  give 
Those  pensive  lips,  that  clear  Madonna  brow. 
And  the  sweet  oarnestneas  of  that  dark  eye, 
Unto  the  canvM  ;— 1  may  catch  the  flow 
Of  all  thoNi  drooping  locks,  and  glon^ 
With  a  solt  halo  what  is  imaged  thus— 
Dut  how  much  rests  unbrcathcd '.  my  (aithliil  one. 
What  thou  hast  been  to  me  !    This'  bitter  world, 
This  cold  itnanswcrine'  wd''d,  that  hath  no  vuce 
To  greet  the  gentle  spirit  that  drives  boclt 
Ail  birds  of  Eden,  which  would  sojourn  here 
A  tittle  while — how  have  I  tum'd  away 
From  its  keen  soullcsa  aar,  and  in  thy  heart 
Found  ever  the  sweet  fountain  of  response, 
To  quench  my  thirst  for  homo  ! 

The  deat  work  growa 
tkncaln  my  hand, — the  last ', 

Ttrna,  (faliiaq  on  hit  ntck  in  (eori.) 

Eugene,  Eugene ! 

Brink  nol  my  heart  with  thine  cicsas  of  love  '. — 


Oh !  roust  I  lose  thee— then  that  htst  been  Mill 
Tbe  tendereat — best — 

Etigtnt,  Weep,  weep  not  thas,  beloved  1 
Let  my  tme  heart  o'er  thine  retain  its  power 
OF  soothing  to  tbe  last! — Mine  own  Teresa! 
Take  strength  &om  strong  afiimitiiinl — Let  oa 

Ere  this  brief  giarting,  mingle  in  one  strain 
Of  deep,  fijli  thanki^ving,  for  God's  rich  bocm — 
Oar  perftet  love  ! — Oh  :  Messed  have  wo  been 
In  that  high  gill !  Thousands  o'er  earth  may  pass 
With  hearts  on&eshen'd  by  the  heavenly  dew. 
Which  hath  kept  mrs  tiom  withering. — KneA, 

And  lay  thy  hands  in  mine. — 

\Slit  hneiU  httide  tht  aauli ;  As  ff^ 

Thy  children's  thanks.  Creator !  for  the  love 
Which  then  hast  granted,  through  all  earthly 

To  spread  heaven's  peace  around  them  i  which 

bath  bound 
Their  spirits  to  each  other  and  to  thee. 
With   links   whoieon   unkindness    ne'er  hilh 

breathed. 
Nor  wandering  thoufrhL  We  thank  tbee,  gTMMMi 

For  all  ita  treasured  memories^  lender  cam. 
Fond  words,  bright,  bright  sustaining  laak%  n^ 

Through  tears  and  Jot-  0  Father  1  most  of  aB 
We  thank,  we  bless  Thee,  for  the  priceless  trust 
Throagh  Hyredeeming  Son  vouchsafed,  to  those 
That  love  ia  Thee,  oF  union,  in  Thy  sight, 

in  Thy  heaven's,  immortal!  —  Hear  OB 

Take  home  oar  fond  nffections,  purified 
To  spirit-radiinee  from  all  earthly  stain ; 
Eialted,  solenuiiied,  made  fit  to  dwell. 
Father  !  where  all  things  that  are  lovely  meet  ' 
And  all  things  that  are  pure — fbt  eretmote, 
With  Thee  and  Thine ! 


SAViDua  that  of  w 
Molhci-aorrow  didat  ni 
TJiou  with  whose  lost  anguish  strove 
One  dear  thought  of  earthly  love ; 
Hear  and  aid ! 

Low  he  lies,  mj  predoua  chuo. 
With  his  spirit  vrandoring  wild 
From  its  gladsome  tasks  «nd  ptaj. 
And  its  bright  thoughts  fkr  away  :— 
Saviour,  aid ! 

Fain  aits  heavr  on  his  brow, 
ETen  though  slumber  seal  it  now ; 
Round  his  lip  is  quivering  strile. 
In  his  hand  unquiet  life  i 

Aid,  oh !  a>d ! 
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From  bis  tbver'd  hoart  u 

Give,  oh !  give  hit  yoaag  sodI  back 

Into  it*  own  ckntdlen  track ! 

Hetttand  aid! 

Tbou  that  nid'it,  "  aieatt,  ante  r 
ETen  when  death  had  quaich'd  the  ejea, 
In  thii  hour  of  griePt  deep  aighiog, 
When  o'eiweaiied  hope  i>  dying ! 
Hear  and  aid! 

Yel,  ob !  make  him  thine,  all  thine, 
Savioar !  whether  Death'a  or  mine ! 
Yet,  oh !  pour  on  human  lore, 
Sti^igth,  trait,  patience,  from  abore ! 
Hear  and  aid! 


NIGHT  HYMN  AT  SEA- 


NicKT  linlu  on  the  wan. 
Hollow  gosta  are  aighing, 

Sea-birda  to  their  cave 

Th  rough  the  gloom  ore  flying. 


Her  solemn  beauty  andprimeral  dew, 

I  call  Tou, graciooB  Eomie!  Oh!  ooino,rerioM 
Awhile  Uiat  holy  ireahoeee,  and  renew 
Life's  morning  dreoma.    Come  witu  the  mic^ 
the  lyre, 
Daughtera  of  Judah!  with  the  timbrel  riaa! 
Yb  of  the  dark  prophetic  caatcm  eyoB, 
Imperial  in  their  visionary  lire; 
Oh  I  ateep  my  loal  in  that  old  gloiiou*  time, 
Wlien  God'*  own  whisper  ahook  the  cedaia  of 
your  clime ! 


Tbou,  in  HeaTCD  nnaJeepin^, 
O'er  thy  children  vigil  keeping. 
Hear,  bear,  and  lavel 

Stan  look  o'er  the  eea. 

Few,  and  huI,  and  ahronded ! 

Faith  OUT  light  muit  be. 
When  all  else  it  clouded. 

Thou,  wboae  voice  came  thrilling. 

Wind  and  billow  atillinff. 

Speak  once  morel  onr  prayer  fiilMing- 
Power  dwella  with  Thee  1 


FEMALE  CHARACTERS  OF  SCRIFTUKE. 

A  SEKIEB  OP  SONKETEL 


0«tn<:<lMiil>tl>.fM<ii 

AlllbtA.iikik.te.flbi 

tutrnrU 

A*  the  tired  Toyager  on  itormy  eCM 
Invokea  the  c«nuig  of  bright  turda  ftoDl  abore. 

To  waA  hbn  tidinga  with  tiie  gentler  breoie, 
Ordiu  iwcetwoodithat  bMrnobillowa'n 
Bt>  fiom  the  dcpthi  of  day*,  when  earUi 


Sliaaming  through  all  your  ipiritual  m 
Aa  in  calm  clouda  i^  pearly  atillnesa  bright, 
Showers  weave  with  lunibuio,  and  ttanapieroa 
their  tligbt 
Ethereal  eradler — From  yoar  heart  subdued 
All  haughty  dreamt  of  power  had  wing'd  their 
fl^t, 
And  left  nigh  place  (or  martyr  tbrtitude, 
True  &ith,  long  suffering  Ioto — Come  to  ma, 

And  a«  the  teas  beneath  yooi  nuuter't  tread 
Fell  into  crystal  smootbnese,  round  him  spread 
Like  the  dear  pavenient  of  his  hesTenly  home ; 
So  in  your  preeenoe,  let  the  aonl'a  great  deep 
Sink  to  the  gentleneti  of  in&nt  aleep. 

III. 


AtetV  for  Israel's  God! — Spear,  crest,  and  helm. 
Lay  by  the  billows  of  the  old  Bed  Sea, 

Whan  Miriam's  voice  o'er  that  scpuleh  al  realm 
Sent  on  the  blaM  a  byron  of  jubUoe; 

With  her  lit  eye,  and  long  hair  floating  fiee, 
Queen-Uke  she  atood,  and  ^orious  was  the 


'en  aa  inatlnct  with  the  tempestnons  glee 

Of  the  dark  vratera,  [aesing  o'er  the  alaiu. 
A  eong  for  God't  own  victory! — O,  thy  layt. 

Bright  Poesy  1  were  holy  in  their  birth  i — 
How  natb  it  died,  thy  leraph  note  of  piaiae, 

bi  the  bewildering  melodiee  of  earth  1 


TIm  ^ume-lihe  swaying  of  the  aubom  com. 
By  soft  winds  to  a  dreamy  motion  fium'd. 

Still  brings  me  back  tbinc  image— Ob  1  fbrlom, 
Yet  not  Ibnaken,  Ruth !— I  eee  (bee  stand 
Lone, 'midst  the  gladnrsaof  theharreitband 

Lone  as  a  wood-tnrd  on  the  ocean's  fbam, 
Fairn  in  its  weariness.    Thy&therjand 

Smiles  Ar  away!  yet  lo  the  sense  of  boiiie, 
That  finest,  pnrcet,  which  can  tecognize 
Home  in  afiettioa'e  gtauAe,  for  ever  true 
eats  thy  calm  heart ;  and  if  thy  gentle  eyes 
Gleam  tremulons  throai;<i  lears,'!  is  riot  ti>  rat 
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"  And  Rii|>^  ths  itaiiliiac  of  Aiah.  kuk  MekalolKa*' 
MUmi  IIh  tiLrdl  of  Ua  >ii  u  rM  cm  lim  b»  tv.  HC 

iMun  i>r  Ik  owd  i>f  iiui>t."-a  Su.  ui.  10. 
Wba  irnlchoa  on  tbe  monntaiB  with  tbe  desdi 
Alone  before  the  nwfulncm  of  lug-ht  ? — 
A  Kor  awuiting  the.  deep  niirit'i  might  T 
A  warrior  guudincr  loine  dark  pam  of  dread  I 
Ko,  &  lorn  woniui!— On  her  drooping  bead. 
Once  proudly  gracvliil,  heav;  beita  the  rain 
Bhe  recka  not — living;  for  the  onbunsd  lUiii 
Onlj  to  K>re  the  vulture  from  their  bed- 
So,  night  by  night,  hei  vigil  hath  >bs  kept 
With  the  pale  itan,  and  with  the  de«*  b»lli 

Oh !  (lircly  aome  bright  Fieaenee  from  above 
On  thoae  wild  rocka  the  lonct;  one  muit  aid  1 — 
E'en  ao ;  a  atrengthensr  through  ill  iloral  and 

Th'  unconquerable  Angel,  mightiaat  Leva! 
VI. 


-Aad  tl»  mmni.  I  dwaU  anOM  mim  on  paspla.''- 
t  £i«i.  i>.  13. 
■■  1  dwell  among  mine  own." — Oh '.  bappj  (hon ! 

Not  for  the  aunny  cluiten  of  the  Tine, 
Nor  for  tho  olivoa  on  the  mounlsin'a  tirow ; 

Nor  the  flocks  wandering  hj  the  flowei}>  line 

Of  (treama,  that  make  Um  giasn  land  when 
they  ahine 
Lragfa  (e  the  light  of  waters — not  for  Umw^ 
Nor  the  aoft  ahndow  «f  anoextral  tr«ea, 

WhoM  kindly  whisper  floala  o'er  tbee  and 

Oh'  not  for  that  I  call  thee  richly  bleat. 
But  &r  the  maeknoM  of  thy  woman's  breart, 
Wbare  that  aweet  dqdh  of  atiU  Mmtentme 
Lioa; 
And  fbr  thy  holy  honaebold  Ion,  wfaioh  ding* 
Unto  all  ancient  and  ftrailiar  things, 

k  fbrlianie'i 


Weaving  fiom  eaah  aome  link  E 


nng  mm  e 


Lowlieit  of  woman,  and  most  glorified! 

In  Ihy  stilt  beanly  ricting  cahn  and  \aaa, 
A  bngUoaiB  roond  thee  grew  ■■■and  by  thy  aide 

Kindling  tbe  air,  a  form  ethereal  r' 

Sqlomn,  yot  br~ 

A  quoen  iittd  r 

A  aUtEly  prophsteBi  of  lictsry 
FiQOi  hit  proud  lyn  bod    ' 


E'en  as  a  flowei  with  giacioua  raina  o'erftaoght 

Thy  virgin  bead  bouealh  its  crown  didit  bow 

And  take  to  thy  mosk  bieut  tb'  all  holy  word. 

And  own  thyself  the  haruiauiid  of  iht  Z^rd, 

VIII. 

THE  Bona  or  THK  Tiaoiii. 

Tet  la  a  eon-burst  Sashiog  mountain  snow, 

Fell  tba  celestial  touch  of  lirs  ere  long 
On  the  palo  atilineas  of  thy  thoughtAil  tuow. 

And  thy  calm  apiril  Ughten'd  mlo  nng. 

Unconscionaly  pcrchnncc,  yot  free  and  ttreog 
Flow'd  the  majeelic  joj  of  tuneful  v-oida. 

Which  living   hatps  tlia  cboiifl   of  Heaven 

Might  well  have  link'd  with  Ihc^  divineat  chorda, 
FuS  many  a  strain,  borne  br  on  glory's  blast. 
Shall  leave,  where  <aice  its  baugbtv  music  paa'd. 

No  more  to  memoir  than  a  rocd'a  faint  sigh ; 
While  thine,  O  childlike  virgin  !  through  all  lima 
Shall  aend  ila  lersent  breath  o'er  every  (dime, 

Being  of  God,  and  therefore  not  to  die. 

IX. 


Moving  to  pUasnre'a  ury  melodiea, 

Thyaeir  the  idol  of  tfa«  ecehanted  atnin. 

But  from  tby  beanty'a  garland,  brwf  and  vaii^ 
When  one  by  one  the  roaoJeavta  had  been  torn, 

Wban  thy  heart's  core  had  quirer'd  to  the  paia 
Through  every  liife-nerve  •Wit  by  arroivy  acorn ; 
When  thou  didst  kneel  to  poor  aweet  odrauaibclh 

On  the  Redeemer's  fbet,  with  many  a  aigh, 
And  ahowering  tear^dn^  of  yet  richer  wurlh 

lluu  all  those  eoslly  bahns  <^  Arahy  ; 

» .u___  ■ lonjfof  joy  inHoavwi, 

a  bank,  tbe  penitent  fa- 


Ob!  blest  beyond  all  daugbtars  of  the  earth! 

What  were  the  Orient's  thrones  to  that  low  seal 
Where  thy  huA'd  spirit  drew  celestial  birth  1 

Maiy '.  meek  lialener  at  tJic  Snviour's  feet! 

No  Givarisb  ctia  (o  that  divine  retreat 

hr  woman's  heart  of  silent  worship  brought. 

But  a  fresh  ohjLdhood,  heaHmly  Inith  to  meet. 
With  love,  and  wonder,  and  BBbmiBstTe  thought 
Oh!  forthoholynaielof  thy  breast, 

'Hidst  the  world's  eager  tunes  and  heuiefi 
ayi"f  i 

Tbon,  vhoae  ealm  aoul  waa  Ilka  a  weU-qvinf 

So  deep  and  still  in  its  tlanspaient  rea(^ 
That  e'en  when  noontide  banii  upon  the  hiDa, 
Santa  caw  bright  aolemn  star  all  its  lone  minw  fillii 


Om  irrief,  one  GUlh,  O  aa 
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Wu  in  jonr  bowmi  ■thou,  wboae  itep^  n*^ 


Bj  keen  hope  fluttering  in  the  heut  which  bled, 
Bore  Ihee  u  wing^  the  Lord  of  Life  le  greet ; 


Fall  iveBpinz  *t  the  bleat  Deliicrer'a  {bet, 

Wham  e'en  to  heavEnly  teare  tli;  woe  could  more, 

And  whic)i  to  Mm,  the  All  Svcine  and  All  Juit, 

Wm  toYcliosI,  that  quick  leal,  or  bwly  trust  T 

Ob  !  queation  not,  and  let  no  law  be  given 

To  those  uuTeilingg  of  ita  deepest  ahrino. 

By  the  WTonj;  apiril  made  in  outward  siEn : 

Free  lervice  from  tbe  heart  is  all  in  all  to  Heaven. 

XIL 


Tboa  halt  thj  record  in  the  monarch'*  hall ; 

And  oo  the  waten  of  the  fiu  mid  *ea  j 
And  wbare  the  mifrhtr  inoiuitain.ahadowa  &1I, 

TU  Alpine  hanSetkeepa  a thoorbt of  tbee : 

Where'er,  beneath  eonie  Orientu  tree. 
The  Cbriiitiaa  traTelter  reaU — where'er  the  child 

Looks  npwuii  from  the  Esgliih  mothet'a  knee. 
With  earnest  eye*  in  wondBring  reverence  mil ' 
There  art  thou  known  —  where'er  the  Book 

Light 


Never  did  dorion'a  royal  blut  declare 
"  ich  tale  of  victory  lo  a  bnathlon  crewd, 

Ai  the  deep  aweelneM  ef  inu  word  could  boar. 
Into  thy  heart  of  hearty  O  woman !  bow'd 
By  strong  aSection's  anguish  1 — one  low  word — 

"  Haryf"  —  and  all  we  triumph  wnmg  fiofo 
death 
Was  thna  rcreal'd !  and  thoa,  that  lo  hadst  err'd. 

So  wept  and  been  fiirgivon,  in  trembling  laitL 

Didst  cast  thee  down  bclbie  th'  ell-conquorinf 
Son, 
Awed  by  tho  mighty  gift  thy  tcan  and  leva  ba£ 


Bean  hope  and  beaUng,  there,  beyond  all  blight, 

la  borne  Ihy  memory,  and  all  pmiao  above ; 
CHi  1  say  whU  deed  so  lifted  thy  sweet  name, 
Hary!  lo  that  pore  sileat  pUoe  of  &met 
Ooe  lowly  offering  ol  eioeeding  love. 

XIIL 
Uk»  those  pole  slon  of  tempest  beora,  whoae 


By  the  dsatlkcloud  within  the  SaviotD's  eve, 
E'on  tin  away  the  heavenly  spirit  pass'^ 

Stood  in  the  shadow  ef  his  agony. 

O  blessed  &ith !  a  guiding  lamp,  that  hoar, 

Waa  lit  fi>r  woman's  heart ;  to  her,  whose  daw< 
la  all  of  lore  and  suffering  from  her  birth ; 

Still  liatb  ^oor  act  a  voice—lhrongh  fear,  throoi 


Wecner !  Id  Ihea  how  brigM  a  nram  was  given 

Ansr  thy  long,  Isng  vigil  of  denair, 
WiMn  that  Ugh  voice  which  bunal  roclo  bad 

nirilTd  with  immortal  tones  the  nknt  air ! 


Then  wu  a  tatk  of  giory  bH  thins  own. 

Nobler  than  e'er  l£e  still  small  voice  angn'd 
To  lips  in  awtiil  muaic  making  known 
The  stormy  splcndoora  of  some  propbot's  mind. 
"  Christ  ia  anscn  1"  by  thee  lo  wake  mankind. 
First   ftom   the   aepulcbre   those  words  were 
brought! 
ThoQ  wert  to  send  the  mighty  nishiiu:  wind 
First  on  its  way,  with  those  high  tidings  Moght — 
ChriM  hat  aritm!" — Tbou,  (tot,  the  lin  on 
thrall'd, 
Earth's  outcast.  Heaven's  own  tansom'd  one,  werl 

coll'd 
In  human  hearts  to  give  that  mptore  birth ; 
Ob!  raised  ftom  shame  lo  brightness! — then 

doth  lie 
Hie  tendereat  meaning  of  M(  miniatrr. 
Whose  undespairing  love  still  own'd  the  spiriTs 
wertk. 


THE  TWO  MOKUMENta 

M!  bkM  an  Oht  wbg  IniiriMng  "tmB." 


BAimi«  htmg  droo^g  ftom  on  high 

In  a  dim  dihedral's  nave, 
Making  a  gorgeous  canopy 

O'er  a  noble,  noble  grave !. 

And  a  marble  warrior's  form  beneathi 
With  helm  and  crest  irray'd. 

As  on  bia  baUle  bed  of  death, 
I^y  in  their  cdmaon  riwda. 

Triumph  yet  lingered  in  his  m, 
Bro  by  the  dark  nigbl  assN, 

And  his  head  was  pilTow'd  hanghlQj 
"~i  atandaid  and  on  shield. 

And  shadowing  that  proud  trophy  put 
Wilh  the  glory  of  his  wing. 

An  eagle  aUt—jtt  Hom'd  tke  wUle 
Panting  through  Heaven  tn  aptinx. 
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He  nt  npMi  ■  ihiverM  Itnoe, 
HioTB  by  Um  Mmlptor  boand; 

Bat  in  Uw  Ugbt  of  hii  lifted  gUnea 
Wta  lAat  irhich  Korn'd  the  ground. 

And  ■  baming  6oail  of  gcm-Uke  hnea 
Piom  I  storied  wiadow  pouj'd, 

Tbere  fell,  there  centred,  to  niffnn 
Tb«  cntqueroi  uid  bit  iwotd. 

A  flsod  of  hues '. — but  one  rich  dje 

O'er  all  lupremoly  (pread, 
With  a  purple  robo  of  rowlty 

Mantling  the  mightj  deuL 

Meet  ma  that  robe  Bx  Aim  whan  nama 

Woi  a  trumpet  note  in  war. 
His  pathwuv  itill  the  march  ol  &me. 

His  eye  Iob  bottle  stsr. 


le  colonc'd  light  out  raj, 
?icrB  a  law  and  palo  menkuial  stooa 
Dy  the  couch  of  glory  lay. 

f'sw  vere  the  fond  words  chisell'd  iktrt. 

Mourning  tor  parted  worth ; 
But  the  very  heart  of  kve  and  pr«y«r 

Had  given  their  sweetnea  inth. 

They  apoko  of  ono  whoae  lift  had  been 

As  a  hidden  streamlet's  couriK, 
Bonring  on  health  and  joy  unseen, 


.  .    ..'a  land  awaj. 
Had  won  fin  God  the  earth**  enlhrall'd. 
By  words  of  ailirery  fway. 

These  were  Jot  victoriei — yet  enroU'd 

In  no  high  song  of  (ame, 
The  pastor  of  the  moontaiii'fbld 

Lm  but  to  Heaven  hii  nsmi. 

To  Heaven  and  to  the  peasant's  hearth, 

A  bleMed  honnludd  sound — 
And  finding  lowly  love  on  earth. 

Bright  and  more  bright  befi>re  ma  gleam'd 
That  sainted  iman  still; 

:t  mooiuight  memorT  teem'd 


Oh !  how  my  silent  spirit  toni'd 
From  thnw  proud  trophies  nighj 

How  my  full  heart  trithm  me  bum'd 
Like  //ini  to  live  and  die! 


THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  DEAD 

FoRorr  thein  not  1  though  now  their  nam* 

Be  but  a  mournful  sound, 
Though  bnr  the  hearth  its  uttcranoo  elaia 

A  sliUness  round : 

Hiough  (or  their  sake  this  eaiih  no  mora 

Aa  it  hath  brcn,  may  be. 
And  aliadows,  never  inaiV'iI  before. 


And  though  their  image  dim  the  sky, 


They  have  a  breathing  influence  there, 
A  charm  not  clsewhcie  tbood ; 

Sad— yet  it  sauctilic*  the  air, 
The  stream,  the  ground. 

Then,  though  (he  wind  an  alter'd  tone 
Through  the  young  foliage  bear, 

'nionf^  every  flower,  of  something  fooa^ 
A  tinge  may  wear: 


SiT 


<»,flyitnol!_    . 

Thus  in  their  presence 
A  record  links  to  every  loaf^ 

There,  where  they  dwelt. 


SliU  trace  the  path  which  kmw  their  ttead. 
Still  tend  their  garden  t^prCT, 

Still  commune  with  the  holy  dead. 
In  each  lone  hour. 


The  Wy  dead  I— oh !  bloat  ne  are, 

lliat  we  may  call  them  so. 
And  to  their  image  look  afar, 

'Hirough  all  our  woel 

Blert  that  the  things  they  loved  en  earth 

Aa  relics  we  may  hold, 
That  wake  sweet  thoughli  of  parted  woctilt 

By  springs  untold '. 

Blest,  that  a  deip  and  chastening  power 
Thus  o'er  our  loula  is  given. 

If  bat  Id  bird,  or  sonf ,  or  flower. 
Yet,  all  for  Hoavon. 


AHGEL  VISITSL 


Aa*  ye  br  erei  to  your  akies  departed! 

Oh !  will  ye  visit  this  dim  world  no  r 
Ye,  whoso  brtsht  wings  a  solemn  apland 

Though  Eden's  frnh  and  flowering 
voreT 


dim  world  no  more  ! 
I  solemn  aplandonr  dalM 
and  floweriOK  ahadneT 
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AND  HYMNS  OF  LIFE. 


Man  wuidei'd  fiwo  Kia  Piradise  una; ; 
Te,  6™ii  rOTgeUblneaa  bis  heart  to  waken. 

Came  down,  high  ^eila !  in  nunj  a  latsr  day. 
And  with  tbo  Patriaichs,  under  Tine  or  oak, 
'iVidst  nountide  calm  or  hush  of  ereniny,  apokB. 

Fran  jou,  the  veil  of  midnight  darkneti  rending, 
Came  the  lich  mf  iteriea  to  the  Secpet'a  eje, 

lluit  uw  youc  hosts  ascending  and  deicending 
On  those  bright  steps  between  the  earth  and 
sky; 

Tren|bline  he  woke,  and  bow'd  o'er  elorj'a  trace, 

And  nor^pp'd,  awo-atrnck,  in  that  tearflil  phtce. 

Bj  Cbebai'a*  brook  je  paaa'd,  such  radiance 

As  mortal  nnon  might  but  ill  endar« ; 
Along  the  atieam  the  Bring  chariot  bearing, 


\a1 
Haply  of  those  that,  on  the  moon-lit  plains, 
WbAm  good  tidings  onto  Syrian  swams. 

Tet  caie  more  task  wis  youn !  your  hearcnlj 
dwdling 
Te  left,  and  by  th'  unaeal'd  aepnlchral  Btone, 


Wbeo,  'midst  the  palm^rees,  n 


bm  whogi 

'enel  J  brai . 
Dreaau! — bnl  a  deeper  tiuHight  our  aouli  may 

OiM^  One  U  near — a  sfurit  holier  stiB ! 


A  PENITEirrS  RETDEN. 


TkilBnblDl 


Mr  Cither's  house  once  more 
In  its  own  moonlight  beauty  !    Yet  around, 
Something  amidst  the  dewy  cahn  profimnd. 

Broods,  nerer  mark'd  befine '. 

la  it  the  brooding  night. 
Is  it  the  ahivery  creeping  on  the  air, 
That  makes  tlie  home,  so  ttimquil  and  so  Sdr, 

O'erwhelniing  to  my  sight  I 

All  Bolemnized  it  BCcmii, 
And  stiU,  and  darkcn'd  in  each  time-worn  hoOf 
Since  the  rich  clustering  roses  met  my  Tiew, 

As  nov,  by  starry  gleimu. 

And  this  high  elm,  where  last 
I  stood  and  lingcr'd — where  my  sisters  HUido 
Our  mother's  Mwcr — I  deem'd  not  that  it  east 

So  far  and  dark  a  ahade  ! 

How  spirit-hke  a  lone 
Sighs  through  yon  tree !    Hj  fither's  plaoe  waa 

At  evening  hours,  while  soft  winda  waved  his  h^. 
Now  those  gray  locks  are  gone ! 

My  soul  grows  faint  with  fear ; 
Even  na  if  ongef  sleps  had  mark'd  the  sod. 
I  trembia  whOTe  I  more — the  VMce  of  Gvd 

b  in  lbs  foliage  here! 


oakes  my  bom 

ia  that  fl™n  thine  own  bosom  hath  depBi1«d 
The  inborn  gtodd'iiing  light  1  ' 

No  outward  thing  is  changed; 
Onl^  the  joy  of  purity  is  fled, 

'  ang  from  nature's  melodies  sstruged, 
Tnou  hear'st  their  tonea  with  drMU. 

Herefbreithe  calm  abode. 
By  thy  dark  apirit,  is  o'crhmiff  with  shade , 
AjuI,  therelare,  in  the  leaves,  the  Ttrioe  of  Goit, 

Hakea  thy  sick  heart  ofiaid ! 

The  night-flowers  nnmd  that  don 
Still  bnaths  pure  &agranc0  on  the  untainted  W 
Thou,  thou  alone  art  worthy  now  no  mera 

To  f»m,  and  rest  (bee  tbm 
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And  mint  I  turn  awif  I —  , 

Hwk,  huk ! — it  u  my  ciotbeT'i  *mm  1  heu- — 
Ijuliler  Ihui  once  it  aaeia'i — yet  aoft  ind  dm — 

DcHh  *ba  not  seem  to  pn;  T 

Hy  nune ! — I  caught  the  loand '. 
9h .  Ucnod  tone  of  Ioto-— the  deep,  thB  mild — 
Mother,  taf  mother ;  now  lecnite  thy  child, 

Tiike  back  the  lost  and  found ! 


A  THOUGHT  OF  PAIUDISE 


ilftoaUHHulilnlFli 


OtLttn  epot  of  holy  ground ! 

ir  thou  conldot  vet  be  tbaai. 
Far  b  deep  wooda,  with  aD  thy  elany  flower* ; 

If  not  one  mllying  breath 

Of  time,  or  change,  or  doath, 
Ilad  touch'd  the  venul  glOTy  of  thy  boven; 

Might  onr  tired  pilgrim.&et, 

Worn  b7  the  deaert'e  best, 
I  Hi  the  bright  &eebiMu  of  thy  turf  repoMt 

Might  out  eyei  wander  there 

Through  hesTen'i  transparent  dr. 
And  rest  on  colour*  <^  the  inuaortal  roaa? 

Say,  would  thy  bohny  akiea 

And  finntain-nnlodiea 
Our  heritage  oflnt  delight  reetorel 

CoUd  thy  loft  hooay-dew* 

Through  all  our  veini  diffiae 
1  be  early,  child-like,  truitliil  aleep  once  more  I 

And  might  we,  in  the  ihade 

By  thy  tall  cedara  made, 
With  angel  toioee  high  communioo  bddl 

Would  their  sweet  solemn  lone 

Gire  back  the  music  gone, 
Our  Being's  harmony,  so  jarr'd  of  old  1 
Oh!  no — fliy  tunny  hours 
Might  come  with  UoBwm  efaowers, 
All  thy  yovng  leaves  to  spirit  lyrei  might  thrill ; 
But  US— should  we  not  bring 
Into  thy  realms  of  eprinr 
"nie  ehadowi  of  uur  souls  to  haiml  at  slillt 

What  could  lily  floweii  and  airi 

Do  for  our  earm-bom  cares  T 
Would  the  world's  chain  melt  off  and  leave  oj 
fieef 

No!— past  each  Bring  stream, 

SliB  wnold  KHiH  ftver  dream 
TTm*  Hid loniwaiidenrt,maeliM men Ar thee 


Should  we  ma  shrink  with  ftcr. 

If  angel  steps  were  neat, 
ilinf  our  burden'd  souls  within  ns  diet 
How  might  our  passions  Ixook    ' 
The  still  and  eeuching  look. 
The  star-like  glance  of  seraph  puri^  I 


LET  US  D^ABT. 


NmHT  hung  on  Balem's  towers. 
And  a  brooding  hush  profbond 

Lay  whore  the  Roman  eagle  shone. 
High  o'er  the  tents  around. 

The  tents  that  rose  by  thouaanda 
In  the  moMilifht  glinuneiinf  pals; 

Ljke  while  wave*  of  a  ftoien  aea, 
FiUmg  an  Alpine  vale. 

And  the  temple's  nassy  ahodow 
Fell  broad,  and  dark,  and  stiU, 

In  peace,  as  if  the  Holy  One 
Yet  watch'd  his  choaen  MIL 

But  a  fbarfiil  sound  waa  beard 
In  that  old  lane's  deepest  heart, 

As  if  mighty  wings  rosh'd  by. 
And  a  dr^d  voice  raised  the  eiy, 
"Let  OS  depart!" 

Withb  the  Aled  aU 

E'en  then  fierce  discord  raved, 
Though  o'er  night's  heaven  the  ooxaal  ti 

Its  vengeful  token  waved. 

Th«n  were  shouts  of  kindred  wii&rs 


Of  the  Uoody  vintaga  nigh. 

Though  the  wild  red  spear*  and  bit 

Of  many  •  meteor  boat. 
Went  SasMng  o'er  the  holy  stars. 

In  the  sky  now  seed,  now  loet. 

And  that  feirnil  sound  was  beard 
In  the  Temple's  deepest  hMft, 

As  if  migh^  wings  rush'd  by. 
And  a  voice  cried  moumliuly 
"  Let  US  depart !" 
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Bat  witfain  the  bled  ci^ 
There  wu  rereby  th^  night ; 

The  wine-cup  ind  the  timbrel  note, 
And  the  blue  of  buMjoet  lichL 

The  tbotidepa  of  the  dinoer 


While  the  cluh  of  brother  we^wiu 
Made  JigbtDing  in  the  air, 

And  the  djin^  it  the  palace  gatat 
Lay  down  m  tjuir  deipur. 

And  thst  leaifiil  rauid  waa  heard 
At  the  Temple'e  thriUinf  beut, 

A>  if  mighty  wingi  rvuh'd  br. 
And  a  dread  voice  railed  the  017, 
"Litut  defOTt!" 


ON  A  PUTTDEB  OF  CHRIST  BEARDH 


tt  the  dwk  itiUneai  koodinv  in  the  ekj, 
Hotieat  of  laff^reri  i  ronndthj  p«.th  of  w< 

And  by  the  weight  of  mortal  agmy 
Laid  on  thy  dnx^iiiig  form  and  pale  t 


I  knk'd  onoe  more,  and,  aa  the  rirtoe  ibed 
F<vth  &om  thj  robe  of  old,  u  iell  ■  isy 

or  victory  fiom  thy  mien !  and  immd  thy  beai 
The  halo,  melting  ^it-like  awav, 

Seem'd  of  the  Terj  eoul'i  toight  riem^  born, 

To  ^oii^  all  Booow,  ahame,  and  ecom. 


And   ttpwarda,   through 

Gtaem,  in  mote  rereraica,  woman'i  eameit  ^e, 
lit,  •■  a  nes  whence  in^rard  li^t  is  atreaming, 

Withquenchleaa  &ith,  and  deep  love'i  fervmcTi 
Githfiring,  like  inoenae  rotnd  aome  dim-TeiTd 

About  the  Forn,  ao  moomfhllj  ditine ! 

Oh '.  let  thine  image,  oa  e'en  then  it  roae. 
Lire  in  mj  aoiU  Gir  ever,  calm  and  clear, 

Uaking  itaelr  a  temple  of  repoae, 
Beyond  the  breath  of  human  la^  at  ft«i ! 

A  bd^  plactv  where  through  all  atorma  may  lie 

One  bring  beam  of  day-apring  ftom  en  high. 


fcOMMUNINGS  WITH  THODGHT. 


BnvMt,  my  thooghta,  oome  home ! 
Ye  wild  and  wing'd!  what  do  je  o'er  the  deepi 
And  wheretbre  thiu  th'  abyai  of  time  o'er«we«Pk 

A*  birda  the  qcsen  foam  1 

Swifter  than  ■hootiDg  atar. 
Swifter  than  glancee  of  the  uorttieni  light, 
Upepringing  thnnigh  the  purple  heaven  of  night. 


r  yore,  where  harih 


Through  die  north'a 
Where  bannen  thriU'd 

But  graaa  vavea  now  o'er  thoea  that  fin^  and 

Hear^Jighl  hath  left  thefr  walla. 

Through  fbreata  old  and  dim. 
Where  o'er  the  ieavea  dreed  magio  aeemc  to 

And  BometliDea  on  (be  haunted  aditode 
Riaee  the  pilgrim's  hjmn : 

Or  where  eome  fountain  lie*. 
With  latm^cupa   through    oriEol   (pie«-wDodi 

gleaming  1 
There  luve  ye  been,  je  wandercre !  idly  dreaming 

Of  man'a  leat  paradiw  '. 

Return,  my  thooghta,  retarn ! 
rea  wait  your  prcaenee  in  l " 
id  voicea,  not  of  music,  call 

Harab  voice*,  cold  and  at 

Oh !  DO,  return  je  not ! 
StiU  filther,  loftier,  let  your  loaringa  be ! 
Go,  bring  me  strength  &am  joumejinga  lo^ht 
and  &ee 

O'er  many  a  haunted  qiot. 

Go,  acek  the  mailyr'a  grave, 
'Midit  the  old  mountama,  uid  the  iliwiila  virtj 
Or,  through  the  ruin'd  citiea  of  the  paat, 

Fellinv  the  wiae  and  hme! 

Go,  viait  cell  and  shrine 
When  woman  hath  enduisd  ^-fbtoa^  wnac 
through  Bcom, 

er'd  by  &me,  yet  aHentl;  Ufbetat 
r  promptinga  more  ditHne  1 


,9  lizedoy  Google 


MRa  HEMANS*  WORKS. 


Go,  (hoot  the  gulf  of  death ! 


Hifher,  md  jet  more  toA ! 
■ko  off  the  ctuubering  chain  which  eulh 
would  by 


Lo  !  the  dretd  worka  of  Eg7|it'i  boned  king* 
Temple  ind  pyrunid  bejoad  him  rise, 

Regil  and  still  u  everlasting  things  '. — 
Tain  poropa '.  from  Hiio,  with  that  pore  flowerj 
cheek. 
Soft  shadow'd  by  his  mother's  drooping  bead, 
new-born  S|nril,  mighty,  and  yet  meek. 
O'er  the  whole  world  like  vernal  ait  absD 

And  bid  all  earthly  grandeurs  cost  the  crown, 
BeCoe  the  snSering  and  Ihe  lowly,  down. 

IV. 


SONNETS, 
DEVOTIONAL  AND  HEUORIAL. 


An  the  brightJlDss  from  eastern  garlands  glow 


And  all  the  hovering  shadows  o 

Dark  evil  winga  tool  flight  befbre  the  strain, 
And  showers  of  hdy  qoiet,  with  ita  &11, 
"    ■    a  the  Mai :— Oh  1  who  may  tu 


A  thnaic,  the  Ark's  dread  chenibim  between. 

So  let  thy  presence  brood,  though  now  unseen, 

O'er  those  tvra  powers  bj  whom  the  harp  is 

Feeling  and  Tbonght ! — till  the  rekindled  chords 

Give  the  ksig-buried  tone  back  to  unmottal  words ' 

II. 


What  hoosebold  tbooght*  around  thee,  as  their 

ding  reverendy  !  of  sniiaus  looks  beguiled, 
Hy  mother's  ayea,  upon  thy  page  divine. 
Each  day  were  best  >r-her  accents,  sranhly  mild. 
Breathed  out  thy  lore :  whilst  I,  a  £eainj  child, 
Wsnder'd  on  breeie-like  Andes  ofl  away. 
To  aome  lone  tuft  of  gleaming   spring.flon 

Some  fresh  diseoveT'd  nook  for  woodland  {day, 
Sonte  secret  nest ; — yet  woold  the  solemn  Word 
At  tubes,  with  kindlmga  of  young  wonder  beard, 


Heart  blessings  on  the  holy  di 


Rhb  IB  oU  lulu  neon, 
under  a  palm-tree,  by  the  green  old  Ifile, 

LoU'dim  hismother'a  breast,  the fiir child  lies,  I      _  .,.-., ,  — ^ 

With  dove-like  tveathlngm  and  a  tender  smile,  Throogli  all  the  aAer  year*,  whi<^  saw'ja  m 

Brooding  above  the  slnmber  of  his  ejes.  Lowly,  yet  stiQ  majeatic  in  the  might, 

Whib,  thrangh  the  otillQes]  of  the  burning  skies,  |     The  ognwiow  glo^  of  the  Saviour's  k>ve ! 


In  adoration,  o'er  his  crsdle  ebed. 
Roses,  deep-fill'd  witb  rich  midsummer's  red. 
Circle  his  hands ;  but  in  his  grave  sweet  eye, 
Tfaoug-ht  seems  e'en  now  to  Wake,  and  prophecy 
Of  ruder  coronals  tiir  that  meek  head. 
od  thus  it  was !  a  diadem  of  thorn 
Earth  gave  to  Him  who  mantled  ber  with 

flowers. 
To  Him  nho  paur'd  forth  blessings  in  sofl 
showers. 
O'er  all  her  paths,  a  cup  of  bitter  scorn ! 
And  (M  rejnne,  Ibr  whom  that  cap  He  took 
"'     *  'floms  that  mock'd  our  hope,  o'er  idols  (hat 


stthatii 


Of  youth,  and  sinking  with  a  still'd  surprise. 
The  pride  of  life  befi»e  those  holy  eyes, 
1  my  quick  heart  died  tboogbtfiillj  away, 
basn'd  to  mute  confessions  of  s  sway, 
Awiiil,  though  meek ;  and  now,  that  from  the 

Of  my  soul's  lyre,  the  tempest's  mighty  wiagt 
Have  struck  forth  tonea  which  then  awaken'd  lay  i 
Now,  that  aitiuiid  the  deep  hte  of  my  mind. 
Affections,  deathless  aa  itaelf,  have  twined, 

Oft  does  the  pale  bright  vimoo  still  B<M  by ; 

111  more  divinely  sweet,  and  speaking  mns 
Of  One  whose  pit;,  thiimed  on  that  sad  brow. 

Sounded  all  depths  of  love,  grief;  death,  bn> 
manit,' 

VI 


Of  beavMily  beauty,  a  transmitted  light. 
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And  honour'd  be  all  childhood,  for  the  lake 
Of  that  high  lave  [  let  reverential  care 

Watch  to  behold  lbs  inunorbj  ipirit  wike, 
And  ihield  il>  first  bloom  fioni  nnhotj  aif ; 

Owninff  in  each  joui^  luppliant  glance,  the  tiga 

Of  clainu  upon  a  heritage  divine. 

VII. 


A  child  'midst  ancient  moiuitains  1  han  stood, 

Where  the  wild  fslcona  make  their  lordlj  nest 
On  hh[h.    The  B{Hrit  of  the  nlitude 

Fell  Bdenmlj  upon  my  ia&nt  bieast, 
nwugh  that  I  pray'd  not;  but  deep  thooghta 
haveprusd 

Into  my  being  oince  it  breathed  thai  air. 
Nor  oodd  1  mw  coo  momeDt  live  the  gnoA 

Of  anch  dread  acoiea,  withoat  the  spring*  of 

Cerflowing  all  mj  aooL    No  miosten  riM 
Jjkfi  them  in  pure  conunanion  with  the  skiei, 
Vast,  olent,  open  mito  night  and  day ; 
SomightUiBo'erburdBD'dSonaf  man  havelelt, 
When,  turning  where  inTJdtte  itillnca  dwelt. 
Ha  aouglit  high  moontaina,  them  apait  to  {Kay. 

VIIL 


"  CobUs  U»  Blia  of  Hi*  SaU." 

Iloitrenl  when  the  Snioor's  calm  benignant  eye 

Fell  on  your  gentle  beauty — when  fnun  you 

That  heavenly  lenon  from  all  bearta  he  drew. 

Eternal,  univeital,  as  the  aky — 

Then,  in  the  boaoai,or  your  polity, 

A  voice  Me  set,  as  in  a  (emple-ihrine, 
Thallife's  quick  travellers  ne'er  might  pass  you  by 

Unwam'd  of  that  Fwect  onide  divine. 
And  thongh  too  oft  its  low,  celestial  eoond. 
By  tbe  hsTsh  notes  of  work.day  Care  la  drown'd, 
And  the  loud  steps  of  vain  onlulening  Haste, 
Yet,  the  great  ocean  hath  no  lone  of  power 
Mightier  to  reach  the  soul,  in  thought's  hitah'd 

Than  yours,  ye  Lilies!  eboaen  thosand  graced! 


"Aad  bsboU  Uh  bird!  sT  iha  III." 
Te  too,  Uie  free  and  fearless  Birds  of  air, 

Were  charted  that  hoar,  on  missionary  wing, 
Tlie  same  bright  lesson  o'er  the  aeas  to  bear. 

Heaven-guided  waodMeM  with  the  wind*  of 

liing  on,  befcffe  the  storm  and  aller,  ring ! 
And  call  us  to  jour  echoing  vroods  away 
From  worldly  cai«s ;  and  bid  our  spirits  bring 

Faith  to  imbibe  deep  wisdom  from  your  lay. 
So  may  these  blessed  vernal  strains  renew 
Childhood,  a  childhood  yet  more  pore  and  true 

E'en  than  the  first,  within  th'  awaken'd  mind 
While  sweetly,  joyously,  they  tell  of  life. 
Hut  knows  no  doubts,  no  questionings,  no  strife. 

But  hangs  upon  its  God,  unconscioiwy  resign'd. 


"  Aod  U  thai  n*  teJ  M  as  Slid  basas  u  wsak." 
Ht  that  teas  dead  rose  iw  and  mke — He  niokat 

Wat  it  of  that  majestic  world^nnknowu  f 
Thoae  words,  which  first  the  bier's  dread  atleniM 

Came  they  with  revelation  in  each  tone  t 
Were  the  far  cities  of  the  nations  gone. 

The  sdemn  halls  of  consdousnm  or  ideep^ 
For  man  nncurtain'd  by  that  spirit  lone. 

Back  from  their  portal  gummon'd  o'er  the  d»ept 
Be  hoah'd,  my  soul!  the  veil  of  daiknev  lay 
Still  drawn:— thy  Lord  call'd  back  the  ndoa 

departed. 
To  spread  his  trulh,  to  comfort  hii  weak-hearted. 
Nut  to  reveal  the  mysteries  of  its  wsy. 
Oh !  take  that  Icswn  home  in  silent  fitilh, 

strength  to  miet,  not  gusstfM 

XL 


Tbe  Palm  — the  Tine— the  Cad«i  — eadi  halh 

To  hid  &ir  Oriental  shapes  ^ance  by. 
And  each  quick  glistening  t?  the  Lainel  b«wer 
Wafts  Grecian  images  o'er  &ncy's  eye- 
But  thou,  pale  Olive  I— in  thy  branches  lis 
Far  deeper  spells  than  prophet-grove  of  old 
Might  e  er  enshrine : — I  could  not  hear  thee  aigh 
To  tbe  wind's  ftinteet  whisper,  nor  behold 
One  diiver  of  thy  loaves'  dim  sUvery  green. 
Without  high  thoughts  and  solemn,  of  that  scene 
When,  m  the  garden,  the  Redeemer  praj'd — 
When  pole  stus  look'd  upon  his  &inting  bead. 
And  angels,  ministering  m  silent  dread. 
Trembled,  perchance,  wiUtin  CAy  trembling  ahadn. 

XII. 


On  Judah's  hiUa  a  weight  of  darkness  hanr, 
Felt  ahuddering^y  at  noon : — tike  land  had  driven 
A  Gnest  divine  back  to  the  gales  of  Heaven, 
A  lifK  <rtKnc«  all  pat«  fbnnts  of  healing  sprang. 
All  grace,  all  truth :  —  and,  when  to  anguiui 

From  the  sharp  cross  th'  enlightening  spirit  fle^ 
O'er  the  Ibrsaken  earth  a  pall  of  dread 
By  the  great  shadow  of  that  death  was  flung. 
O  Saviour!  O  Atonerl  thou  thai  fain 
Wouldst  make  thy  temple  in  each  human  breut. 
Leave  not  such  darkness  in  my  soul  to  reign. 
Ne'er  may  thy  presence  from  its  depths  depan, 
Chased  thence  by  guilt  !—<Hi!  turn  not  tAou  away, 
The  bright  and  morning  star,  my  guide  to  perftol 


tuiffht  an 
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!   ^ba  nlence  oT  the  biHa 
— fboDti  and  chorU  rill* 
inj:— to  its  iniDost  gUda 
■t  with  th;  whiiMl  (hlilfi, 

__ _  liiMM  ca  enrj  duds. 

Tet  muit  tbe  Ihonghtfiil  wHil  of  nun  inrait 
WUh  deuei  cxnuecntuHi  those  pure  bnw, 
Whicb,  HTer'd  from  all  loond  of  eaith'i  Dnreit, 
Hear  naught  but  aQMiliuit  or  adoring  Mnina 
Rise  beaTenwud. — Ne'er  nay  nxA  or  caro  poaaeaa 
TTttir  claim  m  hnman  heart*  to  nlenm  toider- 

XIV. 


Piercing  nme  dark  raiine  •■  and  manj  a  ddl 
Knew,  throogb  it»  ancient  rock-rcf  essea,  well, 
Tb;  ecntk  pretence,  wbich  halli  made  them 

iniir.Btamia ;  oh !  not  with  b«an(y'i  eje. 
Nor  the  proud  fflaDGe  of  |feniu*  kecnlj  bnriuDf 
"   '    '*    '      if  onw ' 


Crowning  a  flowery  elope,  it  itood  akne 
In  gmtaoat  aioctit;.    A  bright  riU  wound, 
CarMaD|ly,  about  (he  hoi;  nound ; 
And  warnfed,  with  a  nerer-dying  tone, 
Amidrt  tbe  tombs.    A  hoe  of  aeea  gone 
Beem'd,  from  that  iiied  porch,  t^  ^mn  gle 
Of  tower  and  croas,  pale  qniveriDg  on  the  stream, 
Cer  all  th'  ancestral  woodlands  to  be  thrown, 
And  something  yM  mora  deep.    The  air  i 

fiinght 
With  noble  memories,  whispering  man;  a  thonghl 
Of  England'!  &thera;  loftilj  serene, 
Ther  Oat  had  toil'd,  walcb'd,  atniggled  to  secure, 
Wthin  ench  fthrica,  worship  free  and  pure, 
Rogn'd  ttiere,  the  o'enhadowing  sinrila  of  Uie 

XT. 


For  tbon,  a  holy  iheplierdees  and  kind, 
Through  the  pine  forests  W  the  upland  rills. 
Didst  roam  to  seek  the  cluidrcn  of  the  hills, 
A  wild  nH-tected  Hock  I  to  eeek,  and  find. 
And  meeldj  win!  there  feedinf;  each  young  mind 
With  balms  of  heavcnlj  eloquence ;  not  tAnie, 
Daoghter  of  Christ '.  but  his,  wboM  lore  diTina, 
Its  own  clear  ipiril  in  thy  breast  had  shrined, 
A  boming  light  1  Oh!  beautiful,  in  trnth. 
Upon  the  mountains  are  the  leel  of  those 
Who  bear  hii  tidings  '.    From  thy  mora  of  yondi. 
For  this  were  all  tlw  journeying*,  and  the  ckiaa 
""  that  long  path,  HMTen's  own  bright  aahbath- 


'h  theuntjnted  pane. 


BliMiiiga  be  round  it  still!  that  gleaming  ftae, 

Iiow  in  its  mountain  gtm!  olr* " 

KaUaw  the  sunshine  through 

And  oft,  borne  in  upon  some  hoiu  Dnew, 

Tbe  deep  sound  of  tbe  erer-pealing  seas. 

Fining  the  bdlowa  with  in  arUhemJone, 

There  uieeta  the  Toice  of  psalms !— yet  not  i 

For  nemorieg  lulling  to  tbe  heart  aa  theae, 

I  Mesa  thee,  "midst  thy  rocks,  gray  house  of 

But  fat  Ihar  sakes  who  onto  thee  leoair 
From  the  hili-cabma  and  the  ocean-ahorc. 
Ob !  may  the  fisher  and  the  moonbuneer. 
Words  to  sustain  earth's  toilmg  children  bei 
Within  thy  lowly  walls  br  — —  --■ 

xn.  . 


Wert  thou,  I«uise  !  the  sun's  decaying  light. 
Oft,  with  its  latest  melancholy  glow, 
Redden'd  thy  eleep  wild  way :  Uie  starry  night 
Oft  met  thee,  croaaing  some  Ime  eagle's  hei^t. 


rest. 


1  thy  Satiour^ 


THE  PAtMEH. 


IT  Ihon  coma  from  the  fkr-olT  land  at  last! 
Then  that  hast  wander'd  long ! 
Thou  art  come  to  a  home  whence  the  smile  hath 

With  the  merry  voiee  of  aong. 

For  the  sunny  glance  and  tbe  bounding  heart 
Thoa  wilt  seek — but  all  are  gone ; 

lliey  are  parted  e'en  as  waters  part. 
To  meet  in  tlie  deep  alone  ! 


Say  what  hast  thou  bronglit  from  the  ditfanl 

Fm  thy  wasted  youth  to  pay  ? 
Ifast  thou  treasure  to  win  thee  Joys  once  more  t 
Host  thou  TassaJs  to  smooth  Uiy  way  I 

"  I  have  brought  but  the  palm  branch  in  my  hand, 
Yet  I  call  not  my  bright  youth  lost '. 

I  have  won  but  high  thought  in  the  Holy  Land. 
Yet  I  count  not  too  dear  the  cost! 


.  „Gooj^lc 


SCENES  AITD  HYMNS  OF  LirE. 


'  I  look  on  the  Iwtm  of  Uw  de&thlsn  lre«— 

IIkw  rvEorcb  <£  taj  track ; 
And  better  then  jooth  in  ita  flash  ot  gUe, 

An  the  memoriei  they  gne  me  back  1 


■Thej  epeek  of  scenci  which  b*.Te  now  become 

Bright  pictures  in  m j  breut ; 
Where  taj  npirit  Gnd>  ■  glorioui  home, 

And  the  love  of  m;  heirt  can  reit. 

■  Hw  eolonn  ym  not  fiom  Amt  aw*  j. 

Like  tints  of  ihower  or  tini ; 
Ob  t  beyond  all  beanuee  that  know  deoay, 

la  the  wealth  my  soul  bath  woa ! 

"  A  rich  light  thanoe  o'er  m;  li&'a  decUne, 

An  inborn  lieht  ia  cut ; 
For  the  sake  of  (he  palm  Iran  the  holy  tbrina, 

I  bewail  not  mj  bright  day*  pact !" 


LINES 
TO  A  BUTTERFLY  RESTING  ON  A  SKULL 

CauTDki  of  air  and  light '. 
OuUem  of  that  which  will  not  &do  or  die  1 

Wih  tboa  not  speed  thy  flight. 
To  ehasa  the  aouth  wind  through  the  glowing  aky! 

What  lores  thee  thus  to  atay. 

With  ailence  and  decay, 
fli'd  on  the  wreck  of  cold  mortalityT 

The  thonghta,  onoe  chunber'd  there, 
Uavo  gathei'd  up  their  treasurea,  and  are  gone  j — 

Will  the  dual  tell  thee  where 
That  which  hath  bunt  the  priwm-tuHue  ia  flown  1 

Kiae,  nursling  of  the  day  !  * 

If  thoa  WDuldst  trace  its  way — 
Earth  has  no  voice  to  make  the  aecrel  known. 

Who  seeks  the  Tanish'd  bird. 
Near  the  ^Hiled  neat  and  brofcen  ahelll 

Far  tbenco,  by  us  unheard. 
He  ungs,  rejoicing  in  the  woods  to  dwell ; 

Thou  of  the  sunshine  bom. 

Take  the  bright  wings  of  mom ! 
'niy  bipe  springs  heavenward  from  yon  rain 


THE  WATER-LILY. 
Tin  'H'lUr-LtlM,  tb*t  an  n«  la  Ibi  calm  dHi  ws* 

Oh  !  beauClftil  thoa  art, 
Thoa  ■culptnre-liu  and  stalely  HiTor-Qtuea ! 
Qrowiiing  the  de|>tlH,  as  with  the  light  serene 

Of  annrehearL 


Bright  UIj  of  the  ware ! 

Rising  in  iearleas  grace  with  every  awall. 

Thou  seem'st  as  ifa  spirit  meekly  bravo 

Dwelt  in  thy  cell : 

UAing  alike  th j  heed 


Hie  waters  be. 

What  is  like  thee,  fair  flower. 
The  gentle  and  the  firm  ^  thus  bearing  up 
To  tha  blue  Bhy  that  slabastci  cap, 
'  As  to  l£e  sluTwer  7 

Oh !  Lore  ia  moat  like  thee, 
The  Ion  of  woman;  quivering  to  the  bhst 
lliroagh  every  nerve,  jc\.  rooted  deep  and  bat, 

'Midst  Life's  dork  sea. 

And  Faith— O,  ia  not  faith 

Like  then  too,  Litv,  springing  into  light, 

Stilt  buDjanlly,  above  the  biUows'  might, 

'Through  the  storm's  breath  7 

Yea,  hnk'd  with  such  high  thooghl, 
Flower,  let  thine  imago  in  my  bosom  lie ! 
Till  something  there  of  its  own  purity 

And  peace  is  wrought : 

StooFthlng  yet  more  divine 
l^un  the  clear,  pearly,  virgin  lustre  abed 
Forth  fi-om  thy  breast  upon  the  rivet's  bed. 

As  from  a  ahrine. 


THOUGHT  raOM  AN  TTALIAN  POET. 


Far  hall)  my  spirit  saoght  a  place  of  rat — 

Long  on  vain  idoli  its  devallan  abed ; 
Some  have  Ibrsakcn  whom  I  loved  the  best. 


And  fis  on  thee,  th' iJncitangmg  One,  my  heat t 


CHRIST  WALKING  ON  THE  WATKH 

Fu*  waa  witUn  the  toeung  bark. 
When  stormy  winds  grew  loud, 

And  wBvea  came  rolling  high  and  <U;  a 
And  the  M  mast  was  bow'd 
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And  men  itood  bieathlsM  in  ibea  dread, 

And  baffled  in  thur  >kiU— 
Bat  One  wti  there,  who  roae,  tad  wjd 

To  Ibe  wild  sea— &e  itiU! 

And  the  wind  eeued — it  ceued ! — thit  wm 
PsM'd  through  tbe  floom^  Aj; 


And  Blnmber  settled  on  the  deep, 

And  silence  on  the  blast ; 
Ther  unk,  u  Sowers  that  Told  to  ileep 

When  sulliy  day  is  post 

Oh !  thou,  that  in  ita  wildest  hour 
Didst  rule  the  tempest's  mood, 

Send  thy  meek  spirit  forth  in  power 
Soft  on  our  Kxili  to  brood. 

Thoa  that  dldat  bow  the  billow's  pride 

Thy  mandalo  to  falfil. 
Oh !  speak  to  passion's  raging  tide. 

Speak,  and  saj,  "Ptact,  be  tlUI ,"' 


A  FATHER  REABINO  THE  BIBLE. 

T  WAi  earljr  day,  and  sunlight  stream'd 

Soft  through  a  quiet  room, 
.That  hush'd,  but  not  forsaken,  seem'd. 

Still,  but  with  naught  of  gloom. 
For  there,  serena  in  h^ipy  age, 

Whose  hops  is  ftom  abore. 


Pure  fell  the  beam,  and  meekly  bright. 

On  his  gray  holy  hair. 
And  touch  d  Uie  page  with  lenderesl  light. 

As  if  its  shnne  were  there! 
But  oh  I  thai  patriarch's  aspect  abone 

With  something  lovelier  hx, 
A  radiance  all  the  spirit's  own. 

Caught  not  from  sun  or  star. 

Some  word  of  life  e'en  then  had  met 

Hie  calm,  benignant  eye. 
Soma  ancient  promise,  breathing  yet 

or  ImmoHalilj : 
Sumo  Martyr's  prayer,  wherein  the  glow 

Of  quenchless  tuth  sUrrivos; 
Kor  CTBtj  feature  said — "  /  itnoio 

That  my  Redeemer  lioet .'" 

And  silent  stood  his  children  by. 

Hushing  their  very  brcalt-, 
Belbre  the  aolcmn  sanc'.ilr 

Of  thoughts  o'craweeping  death. 
Silciil— yet  did  not  each  yoonf  bnast 

Willi  ioTB  and  reverence  molt? 
Oh  I  blest  be  tho«  fiiir  eirls,  and  bleat 

Th      home  where  God  IS  61*' 


THE  CHILD'S  FIRST  GRIEF. 


Oh  !  call  my  brother  back  to  me  '. 

I  cannot  pUy  ikne  '■ 
rhe  Bvunmet  comes  with  dower  and  bee— 

Where  is  my  brother  i^ooe  T 


The  flowers  ran  wild— the  flowers  we  Mw'd 

Aroond  onr  garden  tree  ; 
Our  vine  is  drooping  with  ita  load-.— 

Ob '.  call  him  back  to  me '." 

Ho  woold  not  hear  thy  voice,  &ir  child; 
He  may  not  come  to  thee  ; 
The  fkce  that  once  like  spring-time  smikd. 
On  earth  no  more  thoutt  see. 


Such  unto  hi 

(3o — thou  must 

Thy  brother 


bright  liie  of  joy, 
n  was  givan ; 
pUy  alone,  my  boy ! 


And  has  he  left  his  birds  and  flowers ; 

And  must  I  call  in  vain  7 
And  through  tlic  long,  long  summer  boor*, 

"'Ur  he  not  come  again  T 

And  by  the  brook  and  in  the  glade 


EPITAPH 

OVER  THE  GRAVE  OF  TWO  BROTm-BR 

A  CHILD  AND  A  YOUTH. 

Thou,  that  const  gaie  upon  thine  own  lair  )»;, 

And  hear  his  pnjcr's  low  murmur  at  thy  kaet. 
And  o'er  his  dumber  bend  in  breathless  joy. 

Come  to  thia  tomb  '.  it  hath  a  voice  lor  lhi«l 
Pray  ! — thou  art  blest— ask  strength  til  eonow'a 


IS  thine,  lays  here  its  broken  fti-w 


Thou  that  art  gathering  from  the  smile  of  yiiQlh, 

Thy  thousand  hopes — rejoicing  to  behold 
All  liio  heart's  deptbs  bclure  Ihco  bright  with 
truth. 
All  the  mind's  treasure  silently  unfold; 
Look  on  this  tomb ! — tor  thee,  too,  speaki  the 

grave, 
Whnrq  Uod  hath  seal'd  the  fount  of  hope  he  gaf« 


■  C,niw\c 


NATIO^fAL  LYRICS,  AJTD  SONGS  FOR  MUSIG 


HYMN  BV  THE  SICK  BED  OF  A  MOTHER 

Fatheb  '.  tlut  in  the  olive  abule 
When  the  dark  hour  cune  on, 
Didit,  with  a  breath  oT  beaienly  aid, 

8u«cg:then  thj  Son ; 


And  Than,  that  when  the  atarr;  ik; 

Saw  the  dead  atriA  bef^un, 
Didit  teach  adoriiv  ^il^  to  crj, 

"Thj  waibedooel" 

Sy  thy  meek  ipiiit.  Thou,  of  all 

That  G'«r  have  monni'd  the  chief— 
Thou  Saviour !  if  the  stroke  mtut  fall, 
Hallow  thii  grief! 


Caut  on  the  boson  of  Ih;  God, 
Your^ spirit!  rest  thee  now! 

ET*n  wlula  wtlh  us  thj  foatstepa  trod, 
Ilia  Bonl  was  on  Ihy  biow. 

Dust,  to  its  narroir  house  beneath ! 

Soul,  to  its  place  on  high ! 
They  that  have  seen  Ihj  look  in  doolh. 

No  more  ma;  lear  to  die. 

Lone  DTO  the  paths,  and  sad  the  bowers. 
Whence  thj  meek  smile  is  gene; 

But  oh!  a  brighter  home  than  ours. 
In  beaTOD,  ts  Itow  thine  own. 


^tionai  a.firtc»»  anv  Sbons^  tov  jWuciic. 


XVTBODVOTOBT  BTAMZAS. 


9  OF  SONG.    ' 

b,  of  friAdear.  Iwunr,  love,  and  bopa, 


Wane  shaQ  the  minstrel  find  a  Ihema  I 
— Where'er  for  freedom  shed, 
'   bare  blood  hath  dyed  some  ancient  strevj 
Amidst  the  monntains,  red. 

Wbere'er  a  rock,  a  fonnt,  a  grore. 

Bean  record  to  the  laith 
Of  lore,  deep,  holj,  ^rrent  lore, 

Victor  o'er  feur  and  death. 

Where'er  a  (Jlieflain's  crested  brow 
Too  soon  hath  been  itruck  down. 

Or  a  bright  Titgin  head  laid  low, 
Weanng  its  youth's  Brat  crown. 

Wliere'er  a  spire  ptunts  np  to  heaien. 


Itan'i 


heart,  and  hope,  and  prajer. 
a  bleaeed  Home  hath  been. 


\  idace  of  ivy,  darkly  ereen. 
Where  laoghter's  light  is  o'er 


Or  where  a  yearning  heart  of  old, 

A  dream  of  ihepherd  men. 
With  fcrma  of  more  than  earthly  moold 

Hath  peopled  grot  oi  glen. 

There  may  the  bard's  high  themes  be  Gnmd- 


-e  may  the  bard  s  high  th 
'We  die,  we  pass  away : 
But  faith,  iove,  pity — these  sr 
To  earth  without  decay. 


ipseal       „ 
Yet  not  the  less,  like  youth's  bright  dTBBn^ 
Hie  eihanstlesa  Bood  rolls  on. 


RHINE  SONG 


IS  of  ibe  Bkin.  >t  EhRsbtsiliuin.  lir  IW  Omuta 
[« ilam  oT  lb*  rltti,'  bi  uid.  '  ii»r  all  bunl  ibnk 
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0  TBI  tm  Of-—"  II 


ia  Koatmm  k  toliel  hi 


It  U  the  Rhiiw !  our  mountuii  vioejiTdi  Uviii^, 

I  iw  the  bright  flood  shine,  I  ««e  the  bright 

flood  chine : 

Sing  on  the  march,  with  ereiy  burner  waving — 

SiBg,  brothers,  't  is  the  Rhine  '.  Sing,  brothers, 

'til  the  Rhine  • 

The  Rhine !  the  Rlune,  our  own  imperial  R 
Be  glory  on  thy  Imck,  be  glorj  on  thy  In 

We  left  thy  shorea,  to  die  or  lo  deliver ; — 
We  bear  thee  Freedom   back,  we  bear  Ihee 

Freedom  back  1 


ra  wu  heard  of  otd — a  lov,  iweet  icaig. 
On  the  blue  aeii  by  Dcloa :  &om  that  iih;. 
The  Sun-God'e  own  dofuain,  a  gentle  giH, 
Gentle — yet  all  in«pircd  of  soal,  of  mien. 


Hall '.  Hail  1   mj  childhood  kmw  tbe  roah  of 

Ei'n  ai  my  mother's  aong ;  er'n  aa  my  mother' 

Tliat  ■oiuid  went  past  me  on  the  field  of  elaughlei 
And  heart  and  arm  grew  (trong !  And  heart 
and  arm  grew  Mrong . 

RoH  proudly  on !  —  brave   blood  U  with  thee 
■weeping, 
Ponr'd  out  by  sons  of  thine,  poni'd 
of  thine. 


Home ! — Homo  ! — thy  gUd  wave  hath  a  lone  of 
Hiy  path  is  by  my  home,  thj  path  i>  by  my 
E^TOi  now  my  children  connt  the  bonra  till  i 


I   O  ranaom'd  ones,  I 


On,  tell  the  Kaa,  that  chain  shall  bind  thee  i 
Sound  on  by  hesilh  and  ahrine,  aound  on  by 
hearth  and  shrine  1 

BiBg  through  the  hiUe,  that  Ibooart  free  for  ever- 
ufl  np  taj  Toice,  O  Rhine !  Lift  op  thj  voice. 


A  SONO  OF  DELO& 


to  the  dying  '. — but  for  iter. 

The  child  of  beanty  and  of  poeay. 
And  of  soft  Grecian  skies — oh  I  who  msy  dream 
Of  all  that  &am  her  changeful  eye  flash'd  6>r^ 
Or  glanced  more  quiveringly  through  starry  leai^ 
As  on  her  land'a  rich  visiou,  Suae  o'er  lane 
Colour'd  with  loving  light— ahe  gased  her  last, 
Her  yamig  life's  h^  Uat  bourf   Irom  her  pale 

And  burning  cheek  she  threw  the  ringleti  back. 
And  bending  forward — as  the  spirit  swayM 
The  reed-like  form  still  to  the  shore  bclored. 
Breathed  the  swan-music  of  her  wild  fannrcU 
O'er  dancing  wares  : — "Oh!  Unger  yet,"  she  cried, 

"  Oh  1  linger,  Unger,  on  the  oar, 

Oh  !  pause  upon  the  deep  1 
That  I  may  gaze  yet  once,  once  tnbre, 
Whcio  float!  the  golden  day  o'ci  &ne  and  steep. 
Never  so  brightly  smiled  mine  own  sweet  ahore} 
— Oh  '.  linger,  linger  on  the  parting  oai ! 

the  laurels  fling  back  ahowcn 

)ft  light  stiU  on  man;  a  abrlne ; 

e  path  to  haunts  of  flowers 

Througli  the  dim  olives  lead  its  gleaming  Une; 

I  hear  a  sound  of  flutes — a  awolT  of  mmg — 

ikfine  is  too  low  to  reach  that  joyous  ttu^ig  \ 

"  Oh !  linger,  linger  on  the  oar 

Beneath  my  native  sky  ! 
Let  my  life  p«rt  from  tliitl  hrigbt  shore 
With  Day's  last  crimson — gazing  let  me  die  ! 
Tbou  bark,  glide  slowly !— ^owly  should  1m  botiM 
The  voyager  that  never  ihall  return.      * 

"Afi 

With  song  and  wreath  from  bower  to  bo»e  , 
Kstera  went  bounding  l^e  yonng  Oreadi  ftve- 
Wbilc  I,  through  limg,  lone,  voieelegi  hour*  apu^ 
Have  lain  and  liiten'd  to  my  healing  heart 

"Now  wasted  by  the  inborn  Gre, 

I  sink  to  early  rest ; 
The  ray  that  ht  the  incenae-pyro, 
'  Leaves  unto  death  its  temple  in  my  breast. 
I  — O  sunshine,  skies,  rich  flowers !  too  aoiin  1  g(^ 
I  While  round  me  thus  trinmphanllyyc  gkw: 
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"  Bright  Isk !  might  but  Ibine  echoea  keep 

A  tone  of  mj  nrewell. 
One  Uix4er  accenl,  low  and  deepi 
Shrined  'midat  thv  tbunta  and  luiiiiled  i^cki  I 

dircU! 
Hkht  my  hit  breath  aend  mnaic  to  thj  abure ! 
— Oh !  linger,  aeamen,  hnger  <bi  the  oar  I 


ANCIENT  GREEK  CHANT  OF  VKTTORT. 


lo !  the^  come,  Ihey  come '. 

Gulands  for  every  ilirine  S 
Strike  lyres  to  greet  tliem  lioine ; 

Ib-ing  roM*,  pour  ja  wine! 

Swell,  aweU  the  Dorian  flute 
Thrmurh  the  blue,  triumphant  aky  I 

Let  the  Stlem'a  tone  Mlnte 
The  Bona  of  rictory. 

With  tlie  offering  of  bright  blood 

They  luve  ranioal'd  hearth  and  lomb^ 

Tineyard,  and  field,  >md  Bood  i— 
lo !  thej  come,  they  oome ! 

SiDg  it  wliere  dt>«*  m<r«. 

And  bj  the  giittsring  aea. 
And  o'er  each  hero'a  grave, — 

Sing,  ^g,  the  land  ii  &ee ! 


Eadi  hath  bronght  back  hi*  shield  j- 
Maid,  greet  thy  lover  home  1 

Mather,  from  thai  proud  field, 
lot  thy  Bonis  come! 

Who  mnrmnr'd  of  the  deul  T 


Uea  in  Ita  glory  low. 

Breatbe  not  thoae  names  to-day  I 

They  ihall  have  their  pruiw  ere  Icmg^ 

And  a  power  bH  hearti  to  away, 
In  ever-burning  song. 

Bat  now  (bed  flowera,  poor  wine. 
To  hail  the  conquerora  home ! 

Bring  wreatha  for  every  ahrine — 
lo!  they  come,  (hej  comet 


THE  DE:ATH-S0N6  OF  ALCESTiR 

Sns  osme  lorth  in  her  bridal  robes  amy'i. 
And,  'midst  the  graceful  atataea,  round  the  haD 
Shed  line  the  culm  of  their  celeilial  mien, 
Sbail  ptJe,  yet  proudlj  beanliful,  aa  they; 


Flowera  in  her  bosom,  and  the  (tsr.iike  Ekim 
or  Jewell  trembling  from  her  braiited  hair, 
And  dtatk  upon  hor  brow  I — but  gloriooa  death. 
Her  own  beart's  chtHce,  the  token  and  the  seal 
Of  lore,  o'ermaiteiing  lovei  which,  till  thai  hour 
Almoft  an  anguish  in  the  broDding  weight 
Of  ita  unutterable  tendemcas. 
Had  hntden'd  her  fiiU  »iil.    But  now,  oh !  now, 
from  the  spirit's  dcptha, 
The  |Masion  and  the  mighty  melody 
i'*f  !■-  immortal  voice,  in  triumph  broke, 
I  itToug  rushing  wind ! 

The  Boft  pure  air 
Came  floating  through  that  hall ; — the  Grecian  air, 
Laden  with  music — Sule-notes  from  tits  vales, 
Echoei  of  song — the  last  sweet  sounds  of  life ; 
And  the  glad  sunsliine  of  the  golden  clime 
Stieam'd,  as  a  royal  msniie,  round  her  form. 
The  glorified  of  love  I  But  she— sho  look'd 
Only  on  Aim  for  whom  'twal  joy  to  die. 
Deep — deepest,  holiest  joy ! — or  if  a  thought 
Of  the  warm  sunlight,  and  the  seeotcd  brede. 
And  the  aweet  Dorian  songs,  o'crswept  the  tide 
Of  hei  onswcrving  soul — 'twas  but  a  thongltf 
That  own'd  the  summcr-lovelineas  of  life 
For  him  a  worthy  ofiering '. — So  she  stood. 
Wrapt  in  bright  silence,  ss  entrsncGd  awhile, 
"nil  her  eye  kindled,  and  her  quivering  ftame 
With  the  swift  breeze  of  inspiration  ^ook. 
As  the  pale  priestess  trembles  to  the  breath 
Of  inborn  orscles '. — then  fiush'd  her  cheek, 
And  all  the  triumph,  all  the  agony, 
Borne  on  the  battling  waves  of  love  snd  dealln 
Ail  Irom  her  womsii^B  heart,  in  sudden  *mg. 
Burst  Cke  k  fount  of  fire. 


**I  go,  I  go! 
I,  thou  gtJdeu  Sun,  I  go, 
n  thy  Cf  hi  lo  '     " 


Thmi  Sun,  t       ^ 

,  \     lodwelir 
Tfaoa  shall  not  find  my  place  below, 
Dim  is  thai  world — bright  ann  of  Greece,  bi*- 
well!" 

The  Laurel  snd  the  glorious  Rose 

Thy  glad  beam  yet  msy  see, 
But  where  no  purple  summer  glows, 
O'n  the  dark  wave  /  haste  &om  them  and  Ihaa 

Yet  doth  my  spirit  bint  to  parti 

—I  mourn  thoe  not,  O  Sun  1 
Joy,  solemn  joy,  o'erfiows  my  heart, 
ig  mo  triumphal  songs  ^'— my  crown  is  wut . 


Langh  ai  to  grace  a  conqueror's  closing  hour 

For  thee,  fbr  titi,  my  bosom's  lord  ! 

Thee,  my  soul's  loved !  I  die ; 

Thine  is  the  larch  of  life  restored. 

Mine,  mine  the  rapture,  mine  the  Tietorrl 

Now  may  the  boundless  love,  that  lay 

Unfathom'd  still  before. 
In  one  consuming  burst  find  way. 
one  bright  flood  all,  all  its  riches  poor 
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Thou  knoir'd,  thoa  know'st  what  li 

III  gtoTj  and  iU  might- 
Are  Ibcy  not  written  oo  my  bniwT 
And  will  th&t  image  ever  quit  thy  lightt 

No !  deathlera  in  thy  ftilhfU  tveaM. 

There  shall  my  memory  keep 
Its  own  bright  aW-fdace  of  rest, 
While  o'er  my  grave  the  cypreaa-branchei  WMpt 

—Oh !  the  glad  light }— the  ligbt  ia  &ir. 

The  eoft  brecie  warm  and  free, 

And  rich  notes  lill  the  acenled  air 

And  all  aro  gifts — my  love's  last  gifts  ta*thee ! 

Talie  me  to  thy  warm  heart  onco  more ! 

Night  falls — my  pulse  beat*  tow — 
Seek  not  lo  quicken,  to  restore, 
Jar  is  in  emry  pang — 1  go,  1  go ! 

I  feel  thy  tears,  I  feel  thy  bresth, 

I  meet  thy  fond  look  still ; 
Keen  is  the  alrite  of  love  and  death; 
Faint  and  yet  binter  groirs  my  bosom's  thrill 

Yet  swells  the  tide  of  rapture  strong, 
Though  mists  o'ershade  mine  eye; 
— Siiw,  Foan  I  sin^  ■  conqueror's  song ! 
For  thee,  (or  thte,  my  spirit's  lord,  I  die !" 


THE   FALL  OF  D'ASSAS. 


'AwUM,  CHllad  th*  Fmcli  Daoist.  fell  atMj 


Aloin  through  gloomy  forest  shades 

A  soldier  went  by  niffht; 
No  moonbeam  pierced  Uie  dusky  glades. 

No  star  shed  guiding  light 

Yet  on  his  vigil's  midnight  round, 

llie  youth  alt  chccrly  pass'd ; 
Uiichcck'd  by  aught  of  boding  sound 

Thai  mutlet'd  m  the  blast 

n'hcre  ivere  bis  thoug-hts  that  lonely  hour? 

— In  bis  far  home,  perchance ; 
Ilw  father's  hall,  liis  mother's  bower, 

'Midst  the  gay  vines  of  France : 

Wsnilering  from  battles  lost  and  woo, 

To  hear  and  bleas  again 
Tbe  lolling  of  the  wild  Garonne, 

Or  murmur  of  the  Seine, 


— Hushl  Hark!— did  stealing  steps  ^  tf  t 
Came  not  fiiint  whiapers  near  t 

No !  the  wild  wind  hath  many  a  ligb. 
Amidst  the  foliage  sere. 

Ha^  yet  again  1 — and  from  his  band. 
What  grasp  hath  wrench'd  the  blade  t 

— Oh !  single  'midst  a  bostUe  band. 
Young  soldier !  thou  'rt  betray'd ! 

"8ikoo«r  in  nnder4oiKa  they  cry — 

"  No  whisper — not  a  breath  ! 
The  sound  that  warns  thy  comiades  ni^ 

Shall  sentence  thee  to  death." 

—Still,  at  the  bayonet's  point  he  stood. 

And  strong  lo  meet  (lie  blow  ; 
And  shouted,  'midst  his  rushing  blood, 

"  Arm,  ann,  Auveigne !  the  Ibe  f 

The  stir,  the  tramp,  the  bugle^eall — 

He  beard  their  tumults  grow ; 
And  sent  his  dying  voice  virongh  all — 

"Aavrrgite,  Auitergntt  thtjoe!" 


iright  City . 
till,  with  a 


magic  BOOg 

dreamy  sense  of  cceUay, 
Pills  thy  soft  summer  air'; — and  while  my  glane* 
Dwells  on  thy  pictured  loveliness,  that  lay 
Floats  thus  o'er  Fancy's  ear  ;  and  Ihus  to  Ihoe, 
Daughter  of  sunshine !  doth  the  synoi  sing. 

"Thine  is  the  glad  wave's  flashing  play. 
Thine  is  the  laugh  of  the  golden  day. 
The  gtdden  day,  and  the  glorious  night. 
And  the  vine  with  its  clusters  all  balh'd  in  liglit . 
-Forget,  fingct,  that  thou  art  not  free ! 

Queen  of  the  summer  tea. 

Faronr'd  and  crown'd  of  the  earth  and  sky ! 
Thine  are  all  voices  of  melody. 
Wandering  in  moonlight  through  fime  and  lowei 
Fkiatini  o'er  fountain  and  myrtle  bower ; 
Hark !  how  they  melt  o'er  thy  glittering  as& ; 
— Forget  that  thou  art  not  free ! 

"  Let  tbe  wine  flow  in  thy  marble  halls '. 
Let  the  lute  answer  thy  foantain  fijls  < 
And  deck  Ih^  feasts  with  the  mjrtle-bougb ; 
And  cover  witb  roees  thy  glowing  brow  '. 

" of  the  day  and  the  suniiner  sea. 

Forget  that  thou  art  not  fi«e!" 
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9a  dolb  ibe  Sjmi  luVi  wliUe  spaiklin^  w&tm 
Duux  to  her  chuiL    But  sternly,  maumfalljr, 

O  ci^  of  the  deep  I  fiom  Sibyl  grots 
And  Roir.aii  tombs,  tbe  echoea  of  thr  sbcav 
Tsks  up  the  cadence  of  her  stnia  auuis, 
Monnnring — "  Theu  art  natfTte  f 


.■  bu  bid  IknweO  (» 


(»T 


FucE,  moumeTB,  peace ! 
Be  hmh'd,  be  silent  ia  thie  hour  of  diead  '. 

Our  criea  would  but  iDCrcuo 
The  ■ufferei'a  pmes ;  let  tcsra  nuluiud  b«  ihcd, 

Ceue,  Toise  iS  weeping,  c«ue  ! 

Snatain,  0  friend ! 
UpoD  thy  Aithfiil  breut, 
llie  hesd  that  uaki,  with  mortal  pain  oppreat ! 

And  thou,  sssistanCfl  lend 


Alas  I  how  long  a  atrife ! 
Wliat  anguish  struggles  in  the  paitiug  breath. 

Era  yet  immortal  life 

Be  won  by  death  ! 
Death !  Death !  thy  work  complete ! 
Let  th^  aad  hoar  be  fleet, 
Spoed  ID  thy  mercy,  the  rsleariog  aigh  I 


And  on  the  mooraer  ceaaeleaa  care  bestow, 
That  hia  ear  catch  not  gtief  a  fiinweal  cria*. 


a  when  all  joy  to  fled, 
neaTen  lends  anpport  to  thoae 

Who  <ni  hia  care  in  puma  hope  repose. 
Then  to  tbe  bleaaed  ikies 

Let  oar  nbmiidve  prayera  in  cfaoraa  rise. 

Ptiy!  praj!  pray' 
What  otcer  task  hare  mortals,  bom  to  teon, 
Wlmn  fate  ountrols,  with  aduuntine  away  } 

O  ruler  of  the  sphcrea  I 
3o*e '.  Jam !  enthroned  immortally  on  high. 

Our  aopplication  hear '. 

Nor  plunge  In  bitterest  woes, 
Him,  who  nor  Ibotatep  moves  not  liRa  hk  eye, 

But  as  a  cbiU,  which  only  fcnowa 


SONGS  OF  A  GUARDIAN  SPIRIT. 


Nub  tbee,  atill  ikear  thee '.  —  o'er  thy  pathway 

gliding, 
Ihueen  I  psaa  thee  with  the  wind's  low  sigh ; 
Lite's  veil  enfblda  tbee  still,  our  eyea  dividing, 
Yet  Tiewless  lore  floata  roond  tbee  ailantty ! 

Not  'midst  the  festal  throng. 
In  halla  of  mirth  and  aong ; 
But  when  thy  thoughta  are  deepest. 
When  lidy  teara  thou  weepesl. 

Know  then  lla<  love  ia  nigh! 

When  the  nighl'a  whisper  o'er  thy  harikatriiiga 

creeping. 
Or  the  sea-music  on  the  aoonding  shore. 
Or  breeiy  anthems  through  thelorest  aweefung. 
Shall  move  thy  trembling  apitit  to  adore ; 


On  thy  fii]]  heart  returning, 
Shall  wake  its  Toieeiese  yearning; 

Then  feel  me  near  once  more  I 

Near  tbee,  stBl  near  thee ! — Imit  thy  soul's  deep 

dreaming! 
— Ob !  loTB  is  not  an  earthly  rose,  to  die  [ 
Br'n  when  I  soar  where  fi^  stars  are  beaming. 
Thine  image  wandels  with  me  through  the  sky 

The  fieUs  of  air  are  fi^ 
Yet  lonely,  wanting  thee ; 
But  when  thy  chains  are  Ailing, 
When  beaven  its  own  is  colling. 

Know  then  th  j  gnuls  is  nigfa 


THE  SISTERS.t 


"  I  oo,  sweet  lister ;  yet,  my  heart  would  fanger 
with  thee  ftin, 

And  unto  every  parting  gift  some  deep  remem- 
brance chain; 

Take  then  the  braid  i^Eastem  pearls  which  onev 
I  loved  to  wear. 

And  with  it  bind  for  fhetal  soenes  the  dark  wbtcs 
of  thy  hair ! 

Its  pale  pore  brightneii  will  beseem  those  nven 
Ueaaeaweil. 

And  I  shall  need  such  pconp  d»  more  in  my  looe 


■  , Google 


MRS  HEMANB'  WOBEB- 


"  Oh  ■pedt  not  Uiiu,  my  lienor!  whj  put  ftom 

kindred  ton  t 
ThronEh  ftrtire  »cBne»,  when  thon  Mt  pwe— my 

■lepa  no  mow  ahall  tame  ! 
How  MuU  I  bow  I  kBdy  haai  mai  »  rocUdM 

throng? 
I  ehodd  but  mui  eailh't  dearMi  TOice  in  erary 

tone  of  mng  i  ,         ,  j  _ 

Keep,  keep  the  taud  of  Eaiteni  perf*  oc  tot  me 


-  Oh  wouldrt  thon  rtriTe  %  woond^  lurd  &om 

■helter  to  detain  1 
Or  wouWrt  Ihoa  oil  >  fiiil  freed,  lo  weu^  life 

fiweet  niBler,  take  the  ^den  ero«  that  I  bl 

wocn  »o  long, 
And  bathed  with  many  a  bnming  tear  6r  aoc 

woe  and  wrong- 
It  oonJd  not  itill  my  beatiDg  heart !  but  may  il 


Of  peace  and  hope,  my  rentla  oi 
ptea'd  to  thioe  Vf 


"  Take  back,  take  back  the  cum  of  gold,  onr 
iiMthsi'BriatAthee, 

It  would  but  of  Ihii  parting  hour  a  bitter  to- 
ken be;  . 

With  f^eial  splendom  to  mmo  eye,  it  would  bnl 
ndly  shine,  ,         _.  , 

And  teH  of  earthly  treaantea  lort,  of  joy  no  Icoger 

Oh!  Biater!  if  thy  heart  be  thoa  with  buried 

grief  oppross'd. 
Whew  wouldat  thon  pour  il  fijrth  ao  i 

my  fiuthtiilbreaitl" 

»  Urge  me  no  mora !  a  bli^  both  fiUen  npon  mj 
I  sboold  but  diirken  (iy  yotmg  life  with  fhiitle« 
But  lake  at  leaat  the  hitg  I  lorod,  and  guard  i 

And  Kwietimea,  from  it«  silvery  itringa,  coie 

of  memory  wake ! 
Knf  to  thoao  chindi  by  slarlight's  gleam  onr  own 

sweet  vesper-hymn. 
And  think  that  I  too  chant  it  then,  &r  in  my 


"  Tm,  1  will  take  ths.ulTwy  lutfr— and  I  wiB  ^ag 


Oh  niter  1  mter!  are  Iheae  notes  amid  toj 
Do  they  not  Ungsr  aa  In  kxre,  on  the  & 

Siisnu  not  tni  sainted  mother's  ndce  to  murmur 

in  tlie  strainT 
Vlnd  lister  ■  gentlest  Leoncr !  saf.  diall  it  plead 

lUTain? 


Have  we  not  been  to  tliee, 
Tejiderand  true? 

"  Take  not  thy  sonny  smila 

Far  friun  onr  heaitb ! 
With  that  sweet  light  wiU  ide 

Summer  and  inirth. 

"  Leave  ui  not,  leale  in  not ! 

isD  thy  heart  roami 
A'ilt  thoo  not  pine  lo  hear 

Vwcca  from  hooie  I 

"  Too  sad  our  love  would  he, 

IT  thoD  wert  gone  ! 

Tom  to  us,  lea™  us  not! 

Thou  art  out  own !" 

A  sister,  hnih  that  thrilling  lole,  di  ca 

haunting  lay, 
n  deeply  pierce  those  wild 
I  cannot  stay, 
ry— weary  IS  my  heart!  Ihearawhi^et'd 

a  the  leaf  and  Uda  the 


i,rt,y* 


For  weary — i 

In  every  bwea 

Uosaom  — 
I  cannot  breathe  in  freedom  hero,  my  spirit  pmM 

to  dwell 
Where  the  world's  voico  can  reach  no  more  i—t» 

calm  thee !  Fare  thee  weQ !" 


SONGS  OF  A  GUABDIAN  SPIRIT. 


llxiriwM 
Bailonli' 


Ob  !  drotm  thon  not,  mj  gentle  earthly  k>T« ! 

Mme  still  to  be ! 
I  bore  Uirongb  death,  to  brighter  lands  aboTC^ 

Hy  thoughts  of  tlu^ 

Yei !  iha  deep  menMry  of  our  holy  tears, 

Onr  mingled  prayer, 
Onr  soSeiing  lore,  tbroogh  lone  deroted  yow^ 

Wait  with  me  there. 

It  was  not  vain,  the  balknr'd  and  the  Irie^- 


Itw 


inl 


XoQ2l^_^ 
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Oom  our  own  p 

I  un  Dot  ^ 
In  tita  deep  calm  of  midnigfat'i  whupering  bonim, 

Thou  art  not  loiu 


loTe'i  Btlestini;  bowers,  Know'st  thoa  the  monntain  T — high  ita  bridge  U 
When  the  mule  Koki  tbro'  mill  end  cknid  bii 


Not  Imus  when  b;  tbe  haunted  itreun  thoa 
waapeat, 

That  itreim,  whose  tone 
Hnnnnn  of  tbooghls,  tbe  licheat  and  the  deapeat, 

We  two  hare  known : 

Not  loDO,  when  maomlull;  nme  itrain  mwakinf 

Of  dare  kof  paat, 
Ftmh  thy  loR  e;ea  the  aodden  lean  are  bteakinf , 

Silent  and  itit: 

Not  lone,  when  upwards,  in  load  Tinoni  tnining 


MjbomeiiiKartbee,lovedoneI  and aroond thee. 

Where'er  thou  art; 
Tbo'  itill  mortality'a  thick  eland  hath  bonnd  thee, 

Doubt  not  tl^heett! 

ir  deem  thjielf  ibisaken— 

ich  oft  t 
re  of  bwiea  1 


HIQNOire  BONO. 


L*Dd  wo  dit  CUroMB  Uiihal 


Wbeie  the  gild-oran^  lights  tbe  dnakj  norel 
High  wavea  the  lanrel  there,  the  mjrtia  flowers. 
And  thro'  ■  itill  blue  hearen  the  iwaet  windi 

EDOw'rt  Iboa  it  well  ? 


KlMvUthoili  the  dwelling  T — there  the  idllan  riie, 
Soft  (hinas  the  baO,  the  pointed  chamlwrs  glon 
And  forms  of  marble  seem  with  {dlyinr  ayes 
To  saj — "  Poor  child !  n  hat  thus  hath  wrmu 

(heewoer 
■Caow'st  thou  it  wen  T 

Tbtn,  there  with  thee, 
JmrpcotBctor!  homewBrd*mi|[ht  I  dee! 


There  lurk  the  dragon-race,  deep  cavis  among. 
O'er  beetling  rocks  there  £muiii  the  torrent  apnty 
Know'st  thou  it  well  T 

With  thee,  with  thee, 
lliera  lies  my  path,  Ofttber!  letusOee! 


THE  LAST  SONG  OF  SAPPHO. 


SoiniD  on,  thou  dark  unalamharing  sea ! 

Hy  dirge  is  in  thy  maan  : 
Hj  spirit  finds  reaponaa  in  thee, 
1*0  its  own  ceaseless  cry — "Alone,  alone  t" 


Soond  on,  then  dark  nnrinmbariny  sea  T 
Somid  in  thy  scoi ■"  — "' ' 

[ask  not, alien  n 

And  yet  I  loved  that  earth  eo  well 

Wilb  all  Ua  knely  thiDgal 
— Waa  it  for  thia  the  daaUi-wind  M 
On  my  rich  Ijre,  and  qoeDcb'd  its  liTing  stringsT 


Bath  pour'd  ca  dessrt  sands  Us  wealth  away. 

Yet  gkuy'a  Kght  hath  tooch'd  my  aams, 

The  lanrel-wrBath  ia  mine — 
—With  a  lone  heart,  a 


aweary  ft 
I  to  make  I 


tidden  wrecki,  loat  gems,  and  wasted  gold 

Tbon  sea-bird  on  tbe  billow's  cresL 

Tltoa  hast  thy  love,  thy  bomej 
They  wait  thee  in  the  quiet  neat. 
And  I.  th'  .maoufhl,  uDwalrh'd.lbr  —1  lou  eooia 


„t,i.a,G00glt' 
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I,  with  thii  winged  natnn  fraught, 

TheM  Tisiona  wildtT  &«e, 
Hiu  batrndleai  love,  ihb  fier;  thoDgh^- 
— .Jbiw  1  ocnn»— oh !  giTemepe&Gcdukna! 


DIROE. 

Wnu  shill  we  mike  her  gn<r«  1 
—Oh !  where  Ihe  wild^wera  ware 

In  the  &ee  air! 
Where  ahower  luid  atiiging-Iiird 
'Midrt  the  young  leaiea  are  heard— 

There — la;  her  there! 

Hsreh  wie  Ihe  world  to  her — 
Now  nuif  aloep  miniiler 

Bahu  for  each  ill ; 
low  on  sweet  naturc'i  breast, 
1^  dw  meek  heart  find  rsM, 

Deep,  deep  and  (till ! 
Marmiir,  {flad  waters,  by ! 
Faint  gales,  with  bappj  aigh. 

Come  wanderiDg  o'ar 
That  green  and  mowj  l>^ 
Where,  oa  a  gentle  head. 


What  Ihoug-li  for  her  in  Tain 

Falls  now  the  brieht  ipring-nin, 

Flaya  tbe  ao^  wind ; 
Tet  atilf,  from  where  ahe  lie*. 
Should  btencd  tffoathinga  riae^ 

Graciooa  and  kind. 

Ilierelbre  let  aoog  and  dew 
Thence,  ti  the  h^rt  renew 

lASs't  vernal  glow ! 
And,  o'er  that  faolj  earth 
Scents  of  the  riolel'a  birth 

Still  come  and  go  '. 
Oh !  then  where  wild  flowers  waTC, 
Haka  ye  ber  moeay  grave 

In  the  free  air  I 
'  Where  abower  and  singing-bird 
■Jfidst  the  young  leaTea  are  beard — 

There,  lay  her  there ! 


A  SONG  OF  THE  E 


Pitirt  JUutiUiit. 

Ron !  what  dost  thon  h«rc  T 

Bridal,  royal  rcee ' 
How,  'midst  grief  and  fear, 
Caut  thou  thoa  discloae 
Thai  fervid  hue  of  love,  which  to  (hjr  b«art4eaf 
glows? 


Roue  \  too  much  array'd 

For  triumphal  hours, 
Iiook'st  thou  through  the  ahade 

Of  these  mortal  bowers, 
to  disturb  my  soul,  thou  ciown'd  coe  oi  all 

As  an  eoglo  soaring 

Through  a  sunny  sky. 
At  B  claiioQ  ponring 
Nolea  of  victory. 
So  doat  tim  kindle  thoughts,  for  earthly  lift  too 

Thoughts  of  rapture,  flushing 

Youthful  poet's  cheek ; 
Thoughts  of^  glory,  rusbing 
Forth  in  song  to  break. 
But  finding  the  spring-tide  of  rapid  aoog   too 

Yet,  oh !  festal  rose, 

I  have  seen  thee  lying 
In  thr  bright  repose 

PilW'd  with  the  dying, 
crimson  b/  the  Up  whence  hie'a  qold  Uood 
was  flying. 

Simmer,  hope,  and  love 

O'er  that  bed  of  pain. 
Met  in  thee,  yet  wo™ 

Too,  too  trail  a  chain 
In  its  embracing  links  the  lovely  to  detain. 

Smil'st  thon,  gorgeoos  flower  1 

— Oh !  within  the  spells 
Of  thy  beauty's  power. 
Something  dimly  dwella, 
irionce  with  a  world  of  sorrows  and  &r» 


All  the  soul  forth  Sowing 

In  that  rich  perfume. 
All  the  proud  hfe  glowing 

In  that  radiont  bloom. — 
Have  Ihey  no  place  but  htrt,  beneath  tba  q'w. 
shadowing  tomb  1 

Crown'at  thou  but  the  daughten 

Of  our  tearful  race! 
— Heaven's  own  parcat  waters 

Weil  might  wear  Iho  trace  ' 

Of  thj  eoDsummota  form,  melting  to  softer  graoa 

WiU  that  clime  enfidd  thee 

With  immortal  airT 
ShaU  we  not  behold  thee 

Bright  and  deathless  there  T 
In  spiritJnstre  clothed,  transcendsnUy  more  ftir  t 

Tea  1  mj  fkncy  sees  thss 

In  that  light  discloee, 
And  its  dream  thus  Irees  thee 

fVom  the  mist  of  woes. 
Darkening  thine  earthly  bowera,  O  bridal,  nijvt 
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NIGHT-BLOWING  FLOWEBS. 

Chiuucm  of  niifhl!  nnfolding  meekly,  dowlf 
To  the  Bwect  breathing)  of  tJic  shulowf  faoun, 
"Vheu  duk-blua  heavenB  look  aoAeBt  and  nuxt 

(Uid  glovr-worm  light  is  in  the  fnrait  botvon; 
To  ■olemn  thiogi  uid  deep, 


taint  perliune 
va  uie  uicDi  acruie  of  night. 

'Call  it  ni4  waited,  the  acent  ve  lend 

To  the  brecie,  when  no  step  is  nigh ; 
Oh  thiu  for  ever  the  earth  ahould  eend 
Hot  gratefiil  breath  on  high ! 


Dghts,  all  purified 
From  earth,  je  aeem  allied ; 
O  dedicated  flowera! 


Tilt  Iho  mild  moon,  on  high  aerenely  aailing, 
Looki  on  voa  tenderlj  and  udlj  kind. 
—80  doth  love'a  dteuning  heart 
Ihvell  froni  the  throng  apart. 
And  but  to  riiadea  discloeo 
The  inmost  thought  which  glowi 
With  it!  pure  Ufe  entwined. 

Shot  from  the  aounda  nherein  the  da;  rejoicei^ 
To  no  Iriumphant  aong  your  petala  thrill, 
But  aend  Ibrth  odoura  with  the  faint  aofl  Toicea 
Riaing  from  hidden  itrcamB,  when  all  ia  BtilL 
So  doth  lone  prayer  arise, 
Hmgling  wiln  aecret  aigha. 
When  grief  unfblda,  like  jon. 
Her  brraat,  lor  heaTenlj  dew 


WANDERER  AND  THE  NIGHT-FLOWERS. 

Caii.  back  yoor  odoura,  lovely  flowcra, 
TVoin  tho  nieht-winds  coll  them  b&ck, 

*nd  Ibid  your  leaves  lo  the  laughing  hoara: 
Come  brth  in  the  aanboam'ii  track. 

Tba  lark  Ilea  cooch'd  in  her  graaay  neat, 

And  Iba  honey-bee  ia  gone. 
And  all  bright  things  are  awaj.to  ngt. 

Why  watch  je  here  alone  I 


1  mng  in  the  (tarry  akieiT 

l^ko  ye  no  joy  in  the  day-apring't  birth, 
When  it  huidlea  Uio  aparka  of  dew  I 

And  tho  thousand  atraina  of  the  forcat'a  mirth 
Shall  they  gladden  all  but  yau  T 

Stmt  yoar  awect  bells  till  Iho  &wn  cornea  out 

On  the  aonny  turf  to  play. 
And  the  wondland  child  wiih  a  liizy  ahoot 

Goes  dancing  on  it>  way '. 


That  apring  through  the  gloom  of  the  darkcat 
Looking  alone  to  heaven !" 


ECHO  SONG. 

Ik  thy  eavem.hall. 

Echo  I  art  thou  iteepingt 
By  tho  fountain's  &11 

Dreujii;  ailcnce  keeping  T 
Yet  one  sod  note  boras 
From  the  ehepherd'a  horn. 
Wakes  thee,  Echol  into  music  leaping  '. 
— Strange  anrecl  Echo !  into  music  leaping. 

Then  tho  woods  reioice. 

Then  glad  aonnda  are  aweUing 
From  each  siater-roice 
Round  thy  rocky  dwelling ; 
And  their  iweeUiess  fills 
Ail  the  hollow  hiUs, 
With  a  thousand  notes,  of  one  \ite  teUiag  t 
— SoAly  mingled  notes  of  one  life  tellinf . 

Echo !  in  my  heart 

Thos  deep  tlioughta  are  lying, 
Bilcnt  and  apart. 

Buried,  yet  imdying. 
'^'"    —le  gentle  lone 


ect  E^o !  Even  like  thee  replyinf. 


THE  MUFFLED  DRUM.* 

T^c  muffled  drum  waa  heard 

Id  the  Pyrenees  by  night, 
With  a  duU  deep  rolling  sound 

Which  tdd  the  hamlela  roond, 
Of  a  aoUier'a  burial  rile. 

Bnt  it  told  them  not  bow  dear. 

In  >  home  beyond  the  main. 
Was  the  warrior  youth  laid  low  that  boot. 

By  a  mountain  atream  of  Spain. 

The  oaka  of  England  ivaved 
O'er  the  slumbers  of  his  race. 

But  a  pine  of  the  Ronceval  made  mean 
Abore  hii  lait  lone  ptate  : 
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When  Uw  muffled  drum  wu  hwrj 

In  Uio  Frrcnees  by  lig^^ 
With  &  duU  dcop  tailing  sound. 

Which  call'd  lAtuige  «choci  round 
To  the  K>ldier'>  boriil  rilth 

Brief  waa  the  •otruwing  titer* 
By  the  atrcsn  fiom  &ltls  mi. 

And  toning  on  ita  wne  the  plunm 
Of  many  a  ilatel/  head ; 

But  a  mother — aoon  to  die, 

And  a  lieter  long  to  weep, 
Rv'n  tbcD  ncra  breathing  prayer  fiir  htm, 

In  that  home  beyond  the  deep ; 

While  the  muffled  drum  waa  beard 

In  tho  PTrences  bj  night. 
With  a  dull  deep  rdung  aound. 

And  the  dark  mnea  moum'd  around 
O'er  the  soldier'a  burial  rile. 


THE  SWAN  AND  THE  SKY-LABK. 


IIIiDaT  tha  limg  recda  t?iat  o'er  a  Grecian  itream 
Unto  tha  &int  wind  aigh'd  malodioaaly, 
And  where  the  aculpturo  (d*  a  broken  afaHno 
Sent  out,  throagh  shadowy  grasa  and  thick  wild 

Dim  AlabaAcr  gteami — a  lonely  Swan 
Warbled  hia  dcath^chaont;  and  a  poet  atood 
Ltatcning  to  that  atrange  muaic,  aa  it  ahook 
'i'Jie  liliei  on  tho  ware ;  and  made  the  pinea 
And  all  the  burcli  of  the  haunted  shore 
Thrill  to  its  paaaion.    Oh  !  the  lonea  were  awi 
Ev'n  piiniulfy — aa  with  the  aweetneaa  wrung 
From  parting  lore !  and  to  the  Toet's  thought 
Till  was  their  language. 


And  &n  ;e  well,  joung  flower* ! 
Ye  will  not  mourn !  ^e  will  ahed  odour  still 
And  wave  in  glory,  colouring  erery  rUI, 

Known  to  my  youth's  &csb  hours. 


Mine  are  the  v 


-  mine  ure  uie  wings  of  the  soaring  nonv 

Mine  are  tho  freah  gnlua  with  diyjipring  I 

Only  young  rapture  con  mouat  so  high — 

—Sing,  aing  dirough  the  echwiig  aif !" 

And  ye,  bright'lbuDls,  that  lis 

I'ar  ui  the  wbiipermg  forests,  lone  and  deep,  ^                           ,   -  . . 

Uy  wiognomore  shall  slir  your  shadowy  tl^p —  Of  many  thoughts,  the  lialening  Pact  cried, 

-i*veel  jratera !  I  must  die.  — ■■  Oh  I  thou  art  mighty,  thou  art  wwideifill. 


But  thoa,  sweet  boon,  loo  late 
Bour'd  im  my  parting  breath,  Tain  gift  of  song  ! 
Why  com'at  thou  thua,   o'cnnaatoring  rich  aitd 

In  the  dark  hoar  ef  bie  t 

Onir  to  wake  the  aigha 
Of  echo-TMces  from'  their  sparry  ocU ; 
Only  to  say—"  O  annahine  and  blue  skies! 

0  lije  and  love,  larewcU !" 

Thus  flowM  the  deMl>«baant  on ;  while  moorm. 

(hllj 
Low  wind*  and  wavea  made  answer,  and  the  (oom 
Buried  ia  rocks  along  the  Grecian  stream. 
Rocks  and  dim  eavcma  of  old  Friqihecy, 
Woke  to  respond:  and  all  (he  air  wu  MM 
With  that  one  sighing  sann<^— »  Amaell,  Fk»»- 

— Fill'd  with  Ite  sound  I  high  la  tha  lalin  bloa 


'd  n-ith  song ; — such  Irce  triumphant  sg 
Ears  were  not, — as  if  breaking  hoarta 

Had  not  a  place  below — and  Ihu*  that  atnun 

Spoke  to  the  Poet'a  ear  eiultingly. 

.  aho  hath  laid, '  Rejda 
The  wild  woods  thrill  to  her  merry  volcvi 


'  There  ii  joj  in  the  mountains ;  the  hright  waTea 

Like  the  bounding  stag  when  he  breaka  ftom  docpt 
Mirthfully,  wildly,  the;  Baali  along— 

— Let  me  bcarcns  ring  with  soog  !— 

There  is  jtiy  in  the  forests ;  the  bird  of  nij^ 
Hath  made  the  leaves  (remblo  with  deep  itaSgbtl 
But  mine  is  the  glory  to  aunahine  given — 
Sing,  sing  thto'  the  echoing  heaT'n ! 
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Myilrcii 

Of  wood 


I  Nature  '.    Not  in  th;  frra  nngt 
f  wooda  and  wilda  dune,  thou  blended  UiDi 
The  dirgt-note  nod  (he  Kiiig  of  fbatiTslj 
But  in  one  itart,  one  ehan^^Al  human  lisut 
—  Ay,  and   within  <me  hoar  of  Uut   itronf 

Tbm  ciQ'it  their  muiic  tarlb,  with  all  h>  tMM 
To  atartle  and  lo  pierc« ! — Uw  dying  Swin'i 
And  the  ^d  Sky-LukV  —  Tiiumpb  and  Dea- 


SONGS   OF   SPAIN.* 

No.  I. 

AKUIENT  BATTLE  SONa 

PuHO  forth  the  pnnid  banner  of  L«aa  wain '. 

Let  tha  high  word  "  Ca$tUt"  go  reaounding  thro' 

Spain! 
And  thou,  &ee  Aitmiaa,  encamp'd  on  the  height, 
Pour  down  thj  darJt  aona  to  the  *intB^  of  £ght : 
Wake,  wake !  (he  old  aoi]  wfaere  thy  chHdron  re. 

pOBO, 

Sonnda  hollow  and  deep  lo  Ae  ttampHrv  of  foea 
The  Toicoa  are  mighty  that  swell  from  Sie  past, 
With  Amgon'a  cry  ea  the  ahrill  momitain-bUat| 
The  aiMienl  Kemu  give  strength  to  our  tread. 
Their  {nnea  mtmnur  aoog  where  bright  blood  hath 

be«n  ahed. 
— Fling  forth  the  proad  banner  of  Leon  vain, 
AndBhaatya''Cutile:  to  the  reacnebr  Spain 


THE  ZEGRl  MAID.  X 


TtlK  lUmmer  leavea  were  aigbingi 

Around  Che  Zag^i  laiid, 
To  her  low  sad  song  replying, 

As  it  Gll'd  the  olive  ^utde. 
■•  Alaa !  for  her  that  lovdh 

Her  land's,  her  kindred'a  Gm  I 
Where  a  CSirlatian  Spaniard  r•Tetl^ 

Slioald  a  Zegri'i  ^lirit  goT 

"  From  thy  glinee,  my  gnnlk  mother  ! 

I  unk,  with  shame  oppreas'd, 
And  the  dark  eye  of  my  brother 

la  an  arrow  to  my  breasL" 
— Where  summer  leavea  were  sighing, 

Thos  Bang  the  Zwri  iBaid, 
While  the  crimson  lEy  was  dying 

In  the  whispery  olive  shade. 

ami  bi  tMoni  Holtn.  u 


■*  And  tor  all  this  heart's  wealth  wwtsd, 

Tiiis  woe  in  secret  Ix^ne, 
Thia  flower  in  young  UA  blaatBd, 

Should  I  win  back  aught  but  sovnT 
By  aught  but  daily  dyinc 

Wonid  my  lone  Irath  be  repaid  ?" 
— Where  the  olive  leaves  were  aighing, 

Hios  Bang  the  Zegii  maid. 


THE  RIO  VERDB  SONG, 


Flow,  Rio  Verde ! 

In  melody  flow  i 
With  her  that  w^dh 

To  slomber  from  woaj 
Bid  thy  wave's  mwio 

Roll  tbrou^  tur  diMi 
Grief  ever  loveth 

The  kind  loiMaf  stre 

Bear  her  lone  splril 

Aisr  OB  the  KHin< 
Back  to  her  chUdbood, 

Her  li&'s  fsir^  gnmod 
Fosa  like  the  wiuojKT 

Of  love  thai  is  sin»— 
Flow,  Rio  Verde ) 

SofUy  flow  on.! 

Dark  class;  water. 

So  critDBos'd  tf  yoi«! 
Leva,  dealh,  and  mmv 

Know  thv  siMii  akin, 
ThanahoBMslkMHlMs 

For  griaTa  daepsit  ton 
—Flow,  Rb  Vande, 

SofUy  flow  on. 


SEEK  BY  THE  SILVERY.  DAEBO 

Seek  I>7  tlw  silmfT' Dmt^ 

WhMvnmins  flowvn  han  blowai  . 
TImm  halh  ah*  IsA  DB  IbatslapaT 

— Weep,  weejs  the  mBiA  ii  gme 

Seek  where  oar  Lady'aiaa^ 
Smiles  o'er  (he  pine-hung  sl«»B, 

—Weep  fiw  the  pHtadt  «ec* ' 
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Brek  in  Uie  porch  where  vineJc&Tea 

O'enhule  ber  ftlher*!  head ; 
—Are  Ait  gnj  hain  left  lonely  1 

Weep !  her  blight  nul  la  fled. 


Bf  ANISH  EVENING  HYMN. 

An !  now  let  prayer  uid  music 
Meet  ID  lore  oa  eutfa  and  eea ! 

Now,  aweet  Mother  1  may  the  WMiy 
Turn  ftom  thie  cold  world  to  thee  1 

From  tbs  wide  and  reatleu  waten 
Hear  the  sailor's  hymn  arifO ! 

F>om  hi*  watch-fire  'inidst  tbo  metutaiiu. 
La !  to  thee  the  shepherd  cries ! 

Yet,  when  thus  fiill  hearts  find  voioea 
If  o'erbardca'd  louli  Ihero  be. 

Dark  and  silent  in  their  anguuh, 
Aid  ttioae  captivesl  set  thnm  fi'ee  1 

Toueh  them,  every  iboDt  unscolinfr. 
Where  the  frozen  tears  lie  deep ; 

Thoo,  the  Mother  of  all  Sorrows,  ' 
Aid,  oh!  aid  to  pRLj  and  weep ! 


BIRD,  THAT  ART  SINGING  ON  EBRffS  SIDE. 

Bod,  that  art  ^ngiog  on  Ebrn's  aide. 
Where  myrtle  ihulows  make  dim  the  tide, 
Doth  sorrow  dwell  'midit  the  loaTes  with  thee  t 
Doth  tone  KTul  thy  full  heart  to  Siee  ? 
— Bird  of  the  midnight's  porplo  sky  ! 
Teach  me  the  spell  of  thy  melod;. 

Bird  !  U  It  blighted  offiiction's  pain, 
Whence  the  sad  sweelneH  flows  thro'  thy  strain  T 
And  i>  the  womid  of  that  arrow  atiU'd, 
When  thy  lona  miislc  the  leaTes  haire  filTd  1 
—  Bird  of  the  midnight'a  pmiile  »ky ! 
Teach  me  the  spell  of  thy  melody. 


Chaims  on  the  cities !  gloom  in  the  air ! 
■T-CoToe  to  the  hills !  frssh  bieeica  are  Ibme. 
Silence  and  fear  in  the  rich  orange  bowers  I 
— Come  to  the  rocks  where  fieedom  halh  towns 
Cotaa  from  the  Darro ! — changed  ia  lla  lone ; 
Come  where  the  streams  no  bondage  have  known . 
Wildly  and  proudly  foaming-,  iJiej  leap, 
Singing  of  freedom  ftom  steep  to  iteop. 

*  Tkt  Zsnce  ■  as  eunatlr  wild  ta<  luf*  lir  un^u  Moor 


Come  from  Alhombra !  garden  and  gtove 
Now  may  not  shelter  beauty  or  love. 
Blood  on  the  waters,  death  'midst  the  flowers! 
— Onlj  the  spear  and  the  rock  ore  ottrs. 


vm. 

THE  BONG  OF  MINA'S  SOLDIERS. 

W(  heard  thy  name,  O  Hins ! 

For  through  our  hills  It  rang; 
A  sound  more  strong  than  tempeet^ 

More  keen  than  armour's  clang. 
The  peasant  left  his  rintoge. 

The  shepherd  graep'd  the  spear — 
— We  heard  thy  name,  O  Hina  1 
■    '      -am  here. 


As  eagles  to  the  day  .spring, 
As  torrents  to  the  eea. 

From  every  dork  Sierra 
So  luah'd  out  heart*  to  thee; 


Thj  spirit  is 
'rhineeye 
ly  name  ou 


Iij  (pint 

'rhine  eye  oui  beacon^ign, 
Hiy  name  our  trumpet,  Mma ! 


MOTHER,  oh;  sing  ME  TO  REST. 


HoTHEa!  oh,  alngme  torest 
A*  in  my  brigbt  days  departed  i 
Sing  to  thy  child,  the  sick-hearted. 

Songs  lor  a  spirit  oppresa'd. 

Lay  this  tlied  head  on  thj  breait 


Take  back  thy  bird  to  it*  nest! 
Weary  is  young  life  When  blif 
Heavy  this  love  unrequited; — 

Mother,  oh '.  sing  me  to  rest ! 
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TUa  S^J  of  the  spear  and  the  burner. 
Of  irmingi  and  hurried  farcwclla ; 

Riae,  rise  on  your  mountBinB,  ;c  Spuiiarda! 
Or  >Urt  from  jour  old  battlcrflelU. 


Proud  maika  where  tbeir  children  lu 


THE  CURFEW-SONG  OF  ENGLAND. 

Hire  !  finm  the  dim  church  tower. 

The  deep  alow  cuHew's  chime  '. 
— A  heavy  sound  unto  hall  and  bower, 

In  England'a  olden  time  '. 
BiiUf  '\  was  heard  b;  him  who  came 

From  the  fields  of  his  toll  at  night. 
And  who  might  not  see  his  own  hearth-Suns 

Id  bii  chlJareQ^e  eyea  ujako  light* 

Stemlj  and  ladlv  bsard, 

A>  It  quench'a  the  wood-fire's  flow. 
Which  had  cheer'd  the  board  with  the  mirthfiil 

And  the  r«d  wine'i  foaming  flow ! 
Unti]  that  anllen  boding  kaell 

Hung  oat  from  CTerf  ftne. 
On  harp  and  lip,  and  apirit,  tell. 

With  a  freight  and  with  a  chain. 

Woa  lor  the  [olgrim  then. 

In  the  wild  deer's  forest  &r '. 
No  cottogs-lamp  to  the  haunts  of  men. 

Might  guide  him,  ai  a  star. 
And  woe  for  him  whoae  wakeful  soul. 

With  lone  aspirings  fill'd. 
Would  have  lived  o'er  some  immortal  scroll, 

While  the  sounds  of  earth  were  sUll'd  '. 

And  yet  a  deeper  woe 

For  the  watcher  by  the  bed. 
Where  the  fondly  loved  in  pain  lay  low. 

In  pain  and  sjccplcsa  dread  I 
For  the  mother,  doom'd  unseen  lo  keep 

Ity  the  dying  babe,  her  place, 
And  tn  feci  ils  Silting  polae,  and  weepi 

Yet  not  behold  its  liicel 
Darkness  in  chieftain's  hall ! 

Darkness  in  peasant's  cot ! 
While  freedom,  under  that  ahadowy  pall, 

Sol  mouming  o'er  her  lot. 
Oh '.  the  fireside's  pcsco  we  well  maj  prize ! 

For  blood  hath  flow'd  like  rain, 
Poot'd  forth  to  moke  sweet  soncluaiiei 

or  England's  homes  again. 
Beap  the  yuls-faf^ots  high. 

Till  the  red  light  fiUs  the  room  ! 
It  is  home's  own  hour,  when  the  stormy  skj 

Grows  tluck  with  cvcning-gloom. 
Gather  yc  round  the  holy  ho^th. 

And  by  its  gladdening  blaze, 
Unto  thankiU  bliss  we  will  change  oar  mbth, 

Witli  a  thought  of  the  olden  days  1 

se 


THE  CALL  TO  BATTLE. 
and  thti*  was  banrhiit  ta  aaA  fi*. 


The  reaper-bell,  from  ohmch  and  tower, 

Had  suit  ils  dying  sound ; 
And  the  hoasebold,  id  the  hash  af  en^' 

Were  met,  their  porch  Mroond. 

A  voice  rang  through  the  olirf-wood,  with  a 
sudden  trumpet's  power — 
rise  on  all  our  hiUs!  come  forth:  'tis  thy 
'coontrj's  gathering  hour — 
"niere  '*  a  gteom  of  spears  by  every  streun,  in 

each  old  battle-dell— 
Come  forth,  youDg  Juan !  bid  thy  boma  a  briaf 
and  proud  &tewell  i" 

Then  the  lather  gave  his  son  the  sword, 
Which  a  hun£ed  fighla  had  aacD — 

"  Away !  and  bear  it  Inck,  my  boy  I 
All  that  it  still  hath  been! 

■ftlaste,  haale  1  the  hunters  of  the  foe  are  up,  and 

who  shall  stand 
Tha  lion-like  awakening  of  the  rooaed  indignant 

land? 
Our  chase  ahall  aoond  through  each  defile  wheta 

swept  the  clarion's  blast. 
With  the  flying  footsteps  of  the  HcM  in  stormy 


l^en  the  mother  kiss'd  her  son,  with  taaia 

That  o'er  his  dork  locks  fell ; 
"  T  bless,  I  bless  thee  o'er  and  o'er. 

Yet  I  stay  Ihee  not — Farewell  V 

**  One  moment !  but  one  moment  give  lo  parting 

thought  or  word ! 
It  is  no  lime  for  woman's  tears  when  manhood's 

heart  is  atiri'd. 
Bear  bnt  the  memory  of  thy  love  about  thee  m 

the  fight, 
To  breathe  upon  th'  avenging  sword  a  spell  of 

keener  might." 

And  a  maiden's  ibnd  adieu  was  beard, 
I'hongh  deep,  yet  brief  and  low : 

"  In  the  vigil,  m  the  conflict,  knre ! 
Hy  prayer  shall  with  thee  go !" 


"Come  forth!  come  as 

tho 

nrrent 

comes 

whnii 

the  winter',  cha 

n  is 

lorst! 

3o  rushes  on  the  lane 

enpe. 

n  night  Slid 

The  night  is  past,  the  sUence 

o'er— 

maQoQ 

rhiUs 

We  wait  thee,  youth ! 
Tfflca  of  battle  e 

nep, 

drnnm 

nomon 

<  llir 
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One  •annil  of  tH  the  deepal. 

To  htinfi  like  healing  dew, 
A  iBiue  tlut  D&ture  De'erVoml 


Then,  then,  rejoice,  make  miuic, 

Thou  ftreun,  thou  glad  ind  &M ! 
The  riudowi  of  all  glockia*  flowen 


Can  &WSJ !  the  suiuiy  houn 
Wm  Ihee  fir  to  founti  uid  bowcra. 
O'er  tbiJB  Tcry  waterm  now, 
in  their  play, 
Flowen  ue  ahoddiriK  h«iaty'i  glow^ 
Come  away ! 
W]mn  the  Tily'B  lender  gleam 
Quirere  on  the  glandng  itrMin — 
C^me  away  I 

An  the  atr  ii  filTd  with  aonnd, 
Soft,  and  niltry,  and  profbond ; 
Muimun  throngh  the  ehadowy  gn» 

I'ightly  ftray ; 
Faint  winds  n^ieper  aa  thoj  paaa — 

Come  awaj ! 
Where  the  boe'e  deep  roniie  aweOa 
From  the  trembling  fbi-glore  bella— 

Cmne  awaj ! 


In  the  woods  the  breath  of  aong 

Night  and  dar 
Floota  with  Ic^  icenta  aJong^— 

Where  (he  boughti  will)  dewy  gloom 

Darken  each  thick  bed  of  Uoooi — 

Come  away! 

In  the  deep  heart  of  tfw  roae 
Now  the  orimaon  love-hoa  glowa; 
Now  the  glow-worm'a  lamp  by  night 

Dreamy,  Bturry,  greenly  bright — 

Come  away ! 
Where  the  fairy  cap-moss  lies, 
With  the  wild-wood  ■trnwbemei. 


Now  etch  tree  by  eiumncr  crown'd, 
Sheds  its  own  rich  twiEight  roond  ; 
(.lancing  thorn  from  sun  to  shade. 

Bright  wings  play; 
Tbure  the  deer  it*  couch  hath  made 


OH!  8KY.LARK  FOR  THY  WING. 

Or  !  Skj-lark,  for  thy  wing ! 
Tbou  bird  of  joy  and  li^t, 
That  I  might  nar  and  sing 
At  heaven's  empyreal  height ! 
With  the  beUherj  hills  beneath  n», 

Whence  the  streams  in  glnry  spring. 
And  the  pearly  clonda  to  wreaths  msv 
Ob  skyJark !  on  thy  wing ! 

Tne,  free  from  earth-born  fear, 

I  would  rmge  the  blessed  aloes, 
Urough  the  Idue  divinely  dear, 
WliOTO  the  low  misls  cannot  rise ! 
And  a  thousand  joyous  measure* 

From  my  choinlcss  heart  should  sprinj 
Like  the  bright  rain's  vcmal  troasnrw. 
As  I  wander'd  on  thy  wing. 

But  oh !  the  silver  chords. 

That  arannd  the  heart  are  sptnii 
From  gentle  tones  and  words, 
And  kind  eyes  that  make  our  ion  ! 
To  some  low  swoet  nest  returning. 
How  soon  my  love  would  bring. 
There,  iitrt  the  dews  of  moming. 
Oh,  ^yJork !  an  thy  wing ! 


GENIUS  SINGING  TO  LOVE. 
Thatiein 


I  nciiD  a  song  upon  the  wondering  wind, 
A  song  of  many  tones—though  one  fiill  soul 
Breathed  through  them  nil  im^oringly ;  and  madt 
All  nature  as  they  paas'd,  all  i)uivoring  teavea 
And  low  rcflponsiTc  reeds  and  waters  tlirill. 


.h  the  cc 


ofhun 


prayer. 
— Ai  umcs  uie  pasujon-kindLed  mcJodj 
Might  seem  to  gush  IVom  SiLppho's  ftrvent  heart. 
Over  the  wild  seS'Wavc ; — at  limes  (he  strsin 
Flow'd  with  more  ptainlive  aweotness,  as  if  boni 
Of  Petrarch's  voice,  beside  the  lane  Viuduso ; 
And  sometimes,  with  its  melancholy  swell, 
A  graver  sound  was  mingled,  a  deep  nolo 
or  TasM's  holy  lyre;— yel  alill  the  tones 
Were  of  a  suppliant; — "  Ltact  nu  notr'  was  still 
Tlie  burdtn  of  tholr  mu^ic ;  and  I  knew 
The  lay  which  Genius,  in  its  lonelincas, 
lis  own  still  world  amidst  th'  o'crpeopled  world, 
Hatli  ever  breathed  to  Love. 

They  crown  me  witli  (he  glistening  crown,  ' 
Borne  from  a  dcDtlilcBS  tree  ; 
I  hear  the  pealing  music  of  re 
O  LoTB  1  forsake  me  not ! 
Mine  were  a  lone  dark  lot. 
Bereft  of  thee! 
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Thcf  tell  me  that  my  mqI  can  thioir 
A  glory  o'er  the  earth ; 
From  thoo,  from  thee,  is  caii^t  (hat  golden  glol 


heart  of  bcarta,  Um  roae  i*  bDrning- 

With  luitre  not  its  own  1 

Tlienoa  every  wood.reccai 

la  fill'd  with  loveliness, 

&ch  bower,  to  ring-doTes  and  dim  vioIelB  hunm. 


I  ne  an  bean^  b]r  the  ny 

That  rtroameth  from  Ih;  amile ; 

Oh !  bear  it,  bear  it  not  airaj ! 


To  linger  loiv  bj  eorthl;  itnuoa ; 
t  cbsp  it  with  th'  alloy 
Of  (ear  'midst  quiverine  joj. 
Yet  miut  I  periih  if  the  gift  deport— 
Lean  ma  not,  Lore  1  to  thine  own  bMtin^  hsart ! 

The  mmdo  from  my  lyra 
Will)  thy  anift  atep  would  flea ! 
The  world's  cold  breath  woiJd  quench  the 
■tarry  fin 

ronld  the  fbuntaina  ]i 
The  wave*  of  hanooiiy, 
Which  thoa  alone  canM  ftee ! 

like  s  ■hrine  'midri  rocka  foraaktn, 

Whenee  the  oracle  had  fled; 
like  a  harp  which  none  mivht  waken 

Bat  a  might;  maater  dead; 
Like  the  Taae  of  a  perfilnie  acatlar'd. 

Such  wouM  my  spirit  be ; 
So  mute,  an  void,  eo  ahattei'd, 

Bereft  of  tbael 

Leave  me  not.  Lore !  or  if  this  earth 

Yield  Dot  for  thee  a  home. 
If  the  bright  sommer  land  of  thv  pun  birth 

Send  tbee  a   lilrerj  Ttuce  that  wbiapers' 


With  the  spaikle  ftom  the  etream, 
With  the  ligbt  thy  rninbow-preaenoc  throws 
Over  the  poet's  dream ; 


With  joy,  with  mnuc,  from  the  fading  grow. 
Take  mt,  ton,  beaTcnword,  on  thy  wing   swei 


THE  BIRD  AT  SEA. 

BiNit  of  the  {[reenwiiod ! 

Oh !  why  art  thou  here  t 
Leavea  dance  not  o'er  Aee, 


AD  llie  ewcet  watora 

Far  hence  aie  at  play — 

Bird  of  tbo  greenwood' 
Away,  away ! 

Where  the  meat  quiiere, 
Th;r  peace  will  not  be, 
Aa  'raidat  tbo  waving 

Of  wild  rose  and  tree- 
How  should'et  thon  battle 

With  storm  ond  with  spraj* 
Bird  of  the  greenwood ! 

Or  art  thou  seeking 

Some  brighter  land. 
Where  by  the  aouth-wind 

Vioc-leaves  ore  &nn'd  I 

'Midat  the  wild  billows 

Why  than  delay  I 
Bird  of  the  greenwood ! 

Away,  away ! 


Witere  storm*  are  di 
A  hand  that  hath  nurafd  nu 
Is  in  the  bark ; 

A  heart  that  hath  cherhdi'd 
Through  winter's  long  day. 

So  I  turn  6am  the  greenwood, 
Away,  away  1" 


Mt'SlC  AT  A  DEATH-BED 


Bcm  mnaic!  atir  the  brooding  air 

With  an  ethereal  breath ! 
Bring  sounda  my  struggling  soul  to  U 

Up  from  the  couch  of  death  ! 

A  voice,  a  flute,  a  dreamy  lay, 


O'er  blue  transparent  » 

Oh  no  !  not  such !  that  lingering  speD 

Would  lore  me  back  to  Dft, 
When  my  weon'd  heart  hath  said  ItuaweU, 

And  paaa'd  the  gatoa  of  atrife- 


:  a  ajfh  of  hi 
d  with  the  K 
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Bat  poor  a  Kilenin-braathing  atraiii 
Fill'd  with  the  Mul  of  prsyet; 

IM 1  IJIe's  eooflict,  feu,  and  piin, 
And  trembling  hope,  be  tbotix 


Deeper!  Ohl  ma;  do  richer  povsr 

fie  in  thotffl  Qotea  eTuhrincd  ! 
Can  all  which  crowds  on  earth'*  list  hour 

No  fuUci  limgiuige  find  T 

Anojr !  and  hush  the  fbeblo  aong, 

Aod  let  the  chord  be  still'd ! 
Far  io  another  land  ere  long 

H7  dream  ahaU  ba  folfiUU 


MARSHAL  SCHWfatlN-S  ORATE. 


A  qoiet  borne  from  the  noondaj'a  glare, 
And  the  breath  of  the  wiDli7  blast — 

Didit  thou  [oil  thro'  the  daja  of  thy  ailTerj  hi 
To  win  thee  but  Oit  at  lut  7 


Tboo  didat  Rill  in  the  field  with  thy  ailTer  hair. 

And  a  banner  in  th;  hand ; 
Thou  wert  laid  to  rest  from  tfav  batllei  there. 

By  a  proudly  moumtiil  l>ana. 

In  the  camp,  on  the  ateed,  to  the  bogle'i  blaat, 

Tbj  long  bright  years  had  spedj 
And  a  warrior's  bier  wm  Ihino  at  laat, 

When  the  anows  had  crown'd  thy  head. 

Many  had  fkllcD  h^  thy  ude,  old  chief! 

Urothers,  and  Irieod^  perchaoce ; 
Bntlhou  wort  yet  la  the  ladeleaa  Im^ 

And  light  was  in  thy  glance. 

rhe  atddter'a  heart  at  thy  atep  leap'd  high, 
And  thy  voice  the  war-horn  knew ; 

And  the  first  to  arm,  when  tha  foe  waa  ikiab, 
Wnrt  thou,  the  bold  and  true. 


it  not  to  the  leital  b> 

HjB  ooni4heaTes  whisper  thy  grate  aroDud, 

>^'here  fiery  blood  hath  flow^l  :-^ 
Oh<  lover  ot  battle  and  ImmpetjKnmd ! 


i 


WHERE  18  THE  BEAT 

or  rm  aam  lauHDtli  ih  koix   ' 


Wheu  ia  the  aeaT — I  languiah  here — 

Where  is  my  own  blue  seal 
With  aU  iu  btrks  in  Beet  cireer. 

And  flags,  and  breeiea  tree. 

I  misa  that  Totee  of  waTCs,  which  first 

Awoke  my  diildhood'a  ghc  ; 
The  meaaored  chime — the  thundering  liuti 

Where  ia  my  own  Urn  sea  1 

Oh !  rich  yoor  myrtle's  breath  may  riae^ 
SoU,  soft  your  winds  may  be ; 

Tet  my  aiok  heart  within  me  dice — 
Where  ia  my  own  blue  sea  t 


I  hear  the  ehepberd's 

I  hear  the  nfabpeling  treej 
He  echoes  of  my  wral  an  rante : 

— Where  is  my  own  bhie  aok? 


SONGS  OF  CAPTIVITY. 


isTBonnoTioir. 

Om  hour  lor  distant  homes  to  we^ 
'Midst  A&ic's  burning  sanda, 

One  silent  sunaet  hour  was  given 
To  the  slaves  of  many  lands, 

They  sat  beneath  a  lonely  palm. 
In  the  gardens  of  their  lord; 

And  mining  with  the  Ibuntain's  tons, 
"nieir  Bonga  of  exile  poor'd. 

And  strangely,  ladly,  did  those  lays 

Of  Alp  and  Ocean  sound, 
With  Afric's  wild  red  sklea  abora, 

And  solemn  wastes  around. 

Broken  with  tears  wero  tA  their  tone^ 
And  most  when  most  they  tried 

To  breathe  of  hofie  and  liberty, 
From  beans  that  inty  died. 

So  met  the  sons  of  many  landi^ 

Parted  by  mount  and  main; 

So  did  they  itng  in  brotherhood. 


Ibey  ring  id  bl 
le  kiiidred  by  tl 
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THE  BROTHER'S  DIRGK 

In  the  proud  old  fejum  of  Enghnd 

Mj  wurior  fiitbora  lie. 
Burner*  hang  diooping-  o'er  tbur  dott 
With  gorgeous  btaionry. 
But  thou,  but  thou,  my  brother  1 
O'er  thee  dark  billowe  Bweep, 
The  bcBt  Bud  brtreat  henit  of  ill 
1*  liifoiided  by  Iba  deep. 

In  the  old  hi^h  wsie  of  EngUod 

Hj  noble  lathers  bled ; 
For  her  lion  kuigs  of  lunce  and  apeaf, 
The]'  wenl  down  to  the  dead. 
But  thou,  but  thou,  my  brother! 
Thy  hle-drope  flow'd  for  mo— 
Would  I  were  with  thee  in  thy  rat, 
Young  aiecpcr  of  the  lea. 


Of  footstep*  that  are  gone. 
She  littJe  dreams,  my  brother! 

Of  the  vUd  fate  we  have  foondt 
I,  'midst  the  Afiio  tanda  a  slant 

Tbou,  by  tha  dark  teu  boand. 


THE  ALPINE  HORN. 

Tte  Alpine  bom!  the  Alpine  horn! 

Oh !  thraneh  my  native  aky, 
li^rfA  I  but  hear  it*  de«p  note*  bonie, 
■OB«e  more, — but  onrav— and  die ! 

Tet,  no !  "midtt  bteetj  hill*  thy  hrealb, 

80  All  of  hope  and  niom, 
WodU  win  mo  fnai  the  bed  of  deatlt~ 

O  jt^on*  Alpine  boni ! 

But  htrt  the  echo  of  that  blait, 

To  many  a  battle  known, 
Seenu  moumliiUy  to  winder  past, 

A  wild,  shrill,  waiting  tone! 

Baont  me  no  more !  for  alavei^'e  air 
Thy  proud  note*  were  not  born ; 

rhe  dr^m  bat  deopcus  my  dcepair — 
Be  huab'd,  ttton  Alpine  horn  1 


m. 

O  YE  VOICES. 


Mirb '  i  yet  return, 
Wt  uld  thoea  ven 


hearth  singing ! 

heart  biin|[ing, 
'ernal  tones  the  Wanderer  greet, 
Onco  again? 


!  Spring  hath  amitcd  and  part»l 
un  since  ihcn  your  fond  farewell  wa*  said ; 
'er  tbe  green  turf  of  the  gcntlc-heartod, 
Sommer'*  iund  the  roBc-lcRvea  may  have  ihed, 
on  again. 


Yean  have  quell'd  the  free  soul  of  the  singer, 
Vernal  lonei  aball  greet  the  Wanderer  home, 

Ne'er  again! 


I  DREAH  OF  ALL  THINGS  FREE. 

I  DRUM  of  all  thing*  free ! 
.  Of  a  gallant,  galunl  bark. 
That  sweep*  through  atornl  and  aea, 

Like  an  arrow  lo  it*  mark  '. 
Of  a  itag  that  o'er  the  liill* 


I  dream  of  some  proud  Urd, 
A  bright-eyed  mountain  king! 

In  my  vision*  1  have  heard 
The  rushing  of  hi*  wing. 

I  follow  some  wild  river. 


— I  dream  of  all  thing*  ftee ! 

Of  a  happy  fbrciit  child, 

With  the  fawns  and  flower*  «t  jUj 
Of  an  Indian  'midst  the  wild. 

With  the  stars  lo  guide  hi*  w&jt 
Of  a  ohief  tua  warrior*  leading. 

Of  an  archer's  greenwood  [rea  ;— 
—My  heart  in  chain*  i*  bleeding 

And  I  dream  of  all  thing*  O^ ! 


FAR  O'ER  THE  SEA. 

Whehi  are  the  vinla|;e  eong* 

Wondering  in  glee  7 
Where  dance  the  peasant  band* 

Joyous  and  ireo  1 
Under  u  kind  blue  ^ky. 
Where  doth  my  birtfa-plaee  lie ' 


-f^o' 


lal 


Where  floats  the  liiynlocsDt 

O'er  vale  and  lea. 
When  evening  call*  the  dove 

Homewardg  to  fles^ 
Where  doth  Ibc  orange  gleam 
Soft  on  my  naive  strcamT 

—Far  o'er  the  sea! 
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Where  arc  meet  ejei  of  lore 

Watching  for  mol 
Wlicrc  o'er  Iho  cabin  roof 

Wi»e«  Ihe  jToen  tree  J 
Where  >peak*  the  Tcspcr.chime 
StUlofahotfUmet 

—Far  o'er  the  k«  ! 

Dunce  on,  ye  TinUge  bands, 

FoulcBs  and  Irco ! 
%!l  frcih  »nd  greonly  w«.»o, 

My  fathcr'i  tree ! 
Still  Bmilc,  ye  kind  blue  akiei ! 
Thoug-h  your  »D  pinea  and  diei 

Far  o'or  Uw  aaa ! 


VI. 
THE   INVOCA-nON. 


Oil !  ia  Ihj  awcct  Toice  fled,  mj  lore  1 
"nij  li^t  step  rcuM  T 

And  art  Ihoa  not,  in  Barth  or lleaTen, 
Still,  Btitl  my  own  ? 

I  aee  thee  with  thy  ([loamina-  hair. 

In  midnight  Jrcama  1 
Bui  cold,  and  clear,  uuTapiril-like^ 


Peace,  in  thy  aaddcst  hoar,  my  love ! 

Dwck  on  thy  brow  ; 
Biit  nMnething-  mwimfiilly  divine 

There  ehineth  now '. 

And  silent  erer  ia  thy  lip. 

And  pole  thy  cheek ! — 
3h '.  art  IIiod  Earth's,  or  art  thoii  Hea.Ten'( 

Speak  to  me,  apeak ! 


THE  SONG  OF  HOPE. 

DaooF  not,  my  brothcra !  I  hear  a  fflad  Rtrein — 
We  ahaU  burat  forth  liko  streams  from  the  win- 

tarjiight'a  chain ; 
A  flag  ia  unfiirl'd,  a  bright  star  of  the  Ka, 
A  ransom  approachca — wo  yet  sbill  be  free . 

Where  tlie  pines  waTo,  where  the  light  chamois 

leaps, 
Whure  the  lone  engio  hnth  bnitt  on  the  steepa, 
Whaie  Ilie  snowa  gliatcn,  the  mauntaiD  rills  Eiaiii, 
Fioo  as  the  &lcan'i  wing,  fot  shall  wc  roan 


Where  the  hearth  shines,  where  the  kind  loob 
place  shall  be  yit! 
retahallbefiwl 


Where  the  smitea  mingle, 
Crossing  the  dcicrt,  o'craw 
Droop  not,  my  brothers  I  ' 


THE  IVY  SONG. 


ilnad  Caitla  sT  ElitiiU'di  no 

Oh!  how  coald  ftncv  cmwn  with  liUe, 

In  ancient  days,  the  God  of  Wine, 
And  bid  Ihce  at  the  banquet  be 

Companion  of  the  vino  J 
Ivy !  Ihy  home  is  where  each  somtd 

Of  reTeh7  hath  long  been  o'er. 
Where  song  and  beaker  once  went  romi4 

Bat  DOW  are  known  no  more. 

Where  long.fallcn  gods  redinOi 
There  the  place  is  thine. 


The  Roman  oi 

Where  Kinjp  before  his  eagles  bait. 
With  thee,  amidst  exulting  stnios, 

Shadow'd  the  victor's  lent : 
Tliough  shining  there  in  deathless  gr^en, 

Triumphaliy  thy  boucfii  might  ware. 
Better  thoa  loVat  the  ailcnt  scena 

Aronnd  the  viator's  grare. 

Urn  and  sculpture  half  divine 
Yield  their  place  to  thine. 

The  cold  halls  of  the  regal  dead, 

Where  lone  th'  Italian  aunbeams  dwsD, 
Where  hollow  sounds  the  lightest  tread— 

Is?!  they  know  thee  nellt 
And  tar  above  the  festal  vine, 

Thou  wnv'at  where  once  proud  banntos  hmi 
Where  mouldering  turrets  creat  the  Rhias 

— The  Rhine,  still  ircah  and  younr '. 
Tower  and  rampart  o'er  the  Rhina 
Ivy!  all  are  thine! 

High  from  the  lidds  of  air  look  down 
.    Those  eyries  of  a  vanish'd  race. 
Where  harp,  and  bottle,  and  renown, 

Have  paas'd,  and  left  no  traco. 
But  thou  art  there  '. — serencty  bright. 

Meeting  the  mountain  atonna  with  hloem, 
Thon  that  wilt  climb  the  loftiest  height, 

"-  crown  the  lowlieat  tomb ! 
Ivy,  Ivy  !  all  are  thine, 
PiUace,  hearth,  and  abriDO. 

T  is  still  the  some ;  our  pilgrim  tread 

9r  classic  plain^  through  deacrti  fiee. 
On  the  mute  palli  of  ages  ncd. 


saaty,  stem  in  power. 


„t,i.a,Google 


NATIONAL  LYBICS,  AND  80NG8  FOR  MUSIG 


Da]n  pass — Ibou  Itj  never  Mce  !■ 
And  tbou  thalt  have  thj  dower. 

All  ue  thine,  or  must  bo  thins — 
— Temple,  pilUr,  slaine '. 


VTHE  DYING  GIRL  AND  FLOWERS. 


Bear  Uiem  not  fr<xn  gnusy  delta, 
Wfaen  wild  beea  haie  honey-celk ; 
Not  from  where  swcst  wetcr-wundi 
Thrill  tbe  greenwood  to  iti  bonnda : 
Not  to  wule  their  iccnted  brenth 
On  the  Bilent  nwDl  of  Death ! 

Kindred  to  iho  breeze  thcf  are, 
And  the  rlow-worm'a  emonU  stir 
And  the  bird,  whose  eorg  is  free. 
And  the  minj-whiipering  tree : 
Oh  ]  too  deep  a  love,  and  vain, 
Tliey  wonld  win  to  earth  again. 

Spread  them  not  before  tbe  ejea, 
Caodng  fM  on  ■mnmsr  skiea  '. 
Woo  thoa  not  the  (pint  back. 
From  its  lone  and  viewlesa  track. 
With  the  bri^fht  thhig*  which  have  birth 
Wide  c'ei  aQ  the  eolour'd  earth ! 

With  the  vttdel'a  breath  woold  rise 
Thoogfati  too  nd  for  her  who  dies ; 
From  the  lilj'a  pearl.ciip  abed, 
DroaoH  loo  eweot  would  haunt  her  bed ; 
Diaama  of  jouth — of  apring-tiniB  ove*— 
Mono — beauty— all  ahe  leavea ! 

^.Hmh !  H  IB  thoa  that  dreaming  art. 
Calmer  ii  her  gentle  heart 
Yea !  o'er  fiMintain,  vale,  and  grove. 
Leaf  and  flower,  hath  giiah'd  Ker  love  ;V 
Bat  that  paiaion,  deep  and  true,  ■ 

Knowi  not  of  a  laat  adieu,  y 

Types  of  lovelier  fiunu  than  these. 
Id  their  &igila  mould  she  aeea ; 
Shadow*  of  yet  richer  thAga, 
Bom  beaide  immoltal  springa. 
Into  Ihllcr  glory  wiougnt, 
Kindled  by  aurpsnlng  thought ! 

Therofore,  In  the  lUy'i  leaf; 
She  can  read  no  word  of  gltef; 
O'er  the  woodbine  she  can  dwell, 
Munninin^  not— Farewell  t  fitreweD  1 
And  her  dim,  yet  ipeaking  eye, 
Greeta  tlie  violet  iolemnly. 
•  T*  MTtito  Wag.  aHl  I't  Bt'ir  mm. Z*cMh 


Therefore,  once,  and  yet  again, 

Strew  them  o'or  her  bed  ol  pain ; 
From  her  chamber  take  the  gloom. 
With  B  light  and  flush  of  bloom : 
So  ahould  one  depart,  who  gaee 
Where  no  Death  can  touch  the  rOM  1 


THE  BIllSIC  OF  ST.  PATRICK'S. 

The  dMnl  di^  oT  St.  PiMck'i  Cubadnl,  DibUii,  h 
Imam  oarliraUeit  ia  'tit  ooDliind  pawen  nf  thc*.  orfia.  aod 
KiBiHUIc  iklU,— Tb*  Dioj^c  bAimooi  of  sAbcI  Ibui  pTDdaci 


AoaiM,  oh !  aend  that  anthem  pea]  ifain 
Thro'  tbe  arcb'd  roof  in  triumph  to  tbe  ak^ ! 
Bid  tbe  old  tombs  ring  proudly  to  the  strain, 
Tbe  banncra  thrill  as  if  with  victory ! 

Soch  sounds  the  warrior  awe.atnick  might  ha** 

heard, 
While  arm'd  fer  Hclds  of  chivalrous  renown; 

the  hiib  hearta  of  Kinga  might  well  have 

While  throbbing  atill  beneath  Iha  teoent  crown 

a  notes  once  more!  —  they  bear  my  aoul 

They  lend  the  wtnn  of  mominK  to  its  flight 
No  earthly  puaion  m  tb'  eiulling  lav, 
""-'-ipers  one  tone  to  win  me  bixa  that  height 

I  of  Heaven ! — Yet  where&re  to  mine  eye 
the  vain  teara  unbidden  &om  their  source  ! 
Ev'n  while  the  wsvoa  of  that  strong  harmony 
Roll  with  my  spirit  un  their  sounding  course  1 

When)fi>re  most  rapture  its  full  heart  reveal 
Thos  br  the  burst  of  sorrow's  tokcnohower  T 
^.Ob  !  IS  it  not,  that  humbly  wo  may  teel 
Our  nalnre's  limit  in  its  proudest  bourl 


DakCLY  tbe  cloud  of  night  comes  ruOtiig  «• 
Darker  is  thy  rspose,  mf  fair-haired  son ! 
Silant  and  dark 


.y  Google 


MRS.  HEMANS'  WORKE 


There  u  bbod  npoa  the  thrcahoU 
Whence  thy  Wep  went  fcrth  »1  wor 

Like  a  duicer's  in  iu  floetnen. 
O  m/  btijht  fira(-bom ! 

At  tbegUd  mud  of  that  BttUtt^, 
liy  heart  within  mo  imileil ; 

—Thou  wert  brou^t  me  back  ill  nk 
On  thy  bier,  mj  child ! 

Darkly  the  dond  of  night  comes  rolBng  « 
Parker  ia  thy  repoM,  my  fair-bur*d  wm ! 


I  tbooght  to  see  UiT  ohiUroD 
iaagli  on  me  wilb  thine  eye*; 

But  my  eorrow'!  life  ii  lonely 
Wboie  my  lib-flower  Ua& 

I  Bhsll  fro  to  ait  beaide  thee. 
Thy  Kindrod'i  ersTW  amoDi;, 

I  ahitll  bear  the  Itll  gnai  wli^et— 
1  oludl  hear  it  not  long ! 

Dirkly  the  dood  i£  mgbt  eoiMi  rolling  on; 
Darker  li  thy  repoaa,  my  &ir-hair'd  eon ! 

Silent  anddaEkt 

And  I  too  Ehill  End  alumber 
With  my  loat  one  in  the  earth : 

— Let  none  light  up  the  aahoe 
Again  on  our  hearth ! 

Lot  the  roof  go  down ! — let  ailooea 

On  the  home  for  enr  ^ 
Where  my  boy  lay  cold,  and  htald  npt 

Hii  lone  mother*!  call ! 

DarUy  the  dond  of  night  eomei  idling  tmi 
Darlcer  is  U)y  repoce,  my  fiur.hali'd  iwi ! 
Silent  and  dork. 


THE  ANGELS-  CALL. 


Gam  to  (he  land  of  peace ! 
Come  where  the  teropeat  hath  no  hmger  away. 
The  ihadow  paaaei  &om  the  loul  away. 


IWhathMdweWnf  tt«e!.  ^ 
«  to  the  mingling  nf  repose  and  loni 
lUied  t^  the  silent  spirit  of  the  d(*e. 

Thnngh  Ibe  calastial  air ! 


Thou  bant  been  huig  alonei 
Ckana  to  thy  mother  !— un  the  lahbath  Aon, 
The  heart  thai  lock'd  (hy  childhood  back  noe 

Shall  lake  its  wearied  one. 

In  ulence  wert  thoa  loft ! 
Conw  to  th;  aistDra !— joyously  again 
Alt  the  home  toicgb,  bleat  in  one  sweet  attain. 

Shall  greet  Itaeit  lungJieiefi. 

Over  thine  orphan  bead 
The  storm  halli  swept  as  o'er  a  wiDow's  hmifh: 
CoBM  to  thy  ibther !— it  ia  finiab'd  now  i 

Thy  ttan  hav  aii  betn  thU. 

In  thy  diTins  abode 
Change  finds  no  pathway,  roem'ry  no  dark  bmiBm, 
And,  oh!  bright  rictary— deathly  low  no  pl««! 

Ceme,Sptiitl  to  thy  Godt 


THE   SPELL. 


Com*  to  the  bright  and  Uest  ^^ 

crown'd  fbr  eror !— 'midst  that  ahinini;  band,  ^  I^^^ 
d'd  to  heaven's  own  wreath  fhm  every  land,  L„^g|^^,h^  jQ 


■h  B  ^ory  OB  thy  cheek, 
a  madic  power  areond  IhM^ 


Tnxa'asuchB 

And  such  a  madic  power  ai 
That,  if  I  would,  1  could  not  t»eak 

Hm  spell  with  which  thine  ejes  hsTs  boond  m 

"numgh  all  my  stnbbom  heart  rebel 
Against  the  thraldom  of  tb;  fitow^ 

The  tameloai  spirit  than  canst  quell. 
And  keep  the  bursting  madness  doMb 

1  ninly  struggle  to  be  free ; 

I  rouse  that  withering  piids  in  win, 
'hose  blight  might  change  my  km  ftr  taat 
To  fiery  hale  or  eeld  diwlain. 


Until  my  frraiiied  spirit  awears 
To  dash  to  earth  the  «<**Tt'"g  ci 


And  rage  and  l^^iny  impart 


FAk  4WAY.» 


b  the  woods  1  bear  af  biothar's  play, 
'HidBt  the  flowers  my  sister  ainga  once  n 
Fsr  away  1 
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Fu  iwsy !  toj  dreanu  are  &r  away, 
When,  tt  midnight,  slan  and  ahidows  Mlpi; 

■fienlii:  child,"  my  motber  Menu  to  nj, 
"  Follow  Die  wbeni  borne  ahall  imile  i^uia !" 

Fit  avnj !  m*  hope  ia  &r  away. 

Whore  loie  iToiee  youiijr  gludnosB  may  roaloie ; 
— O  thou  doTe!  now  soaring  through  the  day. 

Lend  me  wiugi  to  reach  that  better  ahore. 


THE  LYRE  AND  FLOWER. 


A  LTRB  its  pbuDtlre  i 

Forth  CD  the  wild  wind'a  track  ; 
The  atormy  wanderer  jarr'd  the  dioti. 
But  pre  no  mouc  back, 
—Oil !  child  of  Bong! 

Bear  hence  to  hearea  thy  fire  ! 
What  hop'it  then  from  the  recklcaa  throsg  T 
fie  not  liks  that  loat  tyr* ! 
Not  Uke  that  lyre  t 

A  flower  Ila  Icafei  and  odonn  cut 

On  a  ewifl-roUing  wan ; 
Hi*  Qnheedlng  torrent  darkly  paia'd. 
And  back  no  treamre  gave. 
—Oh!  heart oT love! 

WasU  not  thy  preoioiia  dowar ! 
Tbm  to  thine  only  home  above. 
Be  not  like  that  k«t  flowa! 
Not  like  that  flower. 


SISTER!  SINCE  I  MET  THEE  LAST. 

SisTEa!  wnce  1  net  thee  last, 
O'er  thy  brow  a  change  hath  past, 
In  the  Boflneae  of  thine  evea  ^ 

Deep  and  atill  a  ahadow  uca;         , 
From  thy  voice  thore  thrilli  a  tons. 
Never  to  thy  childhood  known ; 
Throogh  thy  aoul  a  atorm  hath  moved. 
Gentle  aiiter,  thou  but  loved  '. 

Tee !  thy  varying  choek  bath  oaught 
Hnea  loo  bright  from  troubled  lh<m{bt; 
Far  along  the  wnBdoring  atrcanii 
lliou  art  followed  by  a  dream ; 
Iq  the  wwda  and  v^leja  kaia. 
Mono  hatmti  thee  not  tfatne  own : 
Wlierefore  ftO  Ihv  leara  like  ramT 
Sister,  Ihoa  beat  loved  ia  vain  1 

T^  me  Dot  tho  tate,  my  flower! 
On  my  boaom  poor  that  abower ! 
Tell  WB  not  of  kind  tltaaghta  waalsd 
Tell  me  not  (^  young  hopeabbrted; 
Wring  not  forth  one  Donuns  word, 
Let  thy  heart  no  more  be  itUT'd  I 
BirniB  alouB  can  pve  thoe  reat. 
— Weep,  ewvet  liiter,  on  my  breast! 


THE  LONELY  BIBD. 

Fa«a  a  rain  Ifaoa  art  ajoging. 

Oh !  lonely,  lonely  hird! 
The  Boft  blue  air  ia  ringing, 

Bj  thy  lumniei  niosic  atirr'd  ; 
But  all  ia  dark  and  cold  beneath. 

Whore  harps  no  more  are  board ; 
Whenoe  winn'at  thou  that  exulting  bmtl^ 

Ob !  lonely,  lonely  bird  7 

Thj  aong  flows,  richly  awelliitfi 

To  a  Uiamph  of  glad  >oiin£i 
As  from  ila  cavern  dwelling 

A  itream  in  glory  bo(m£ ! 
Thongh  the  caelle  echoes  catch  no  tuw 

Of  homan  step  or  word, 
Tbo'  the  Gres  be  qoendi'd  and  the  feastiiy  dc 

Ohl  lonely,  lonely  bird! 

How  can  that  flood  of  gladness 

Rash  Uiroogh  thy  fiery  lay, 
Fhim  the  haunted  place  of  sadoeea. 

Prom  the  bosom  of  decay  I 


Ofal  lonely,  1< 

Hmto's  many  a  heart,  wild  singer. 

Like  thy  lonaken  tower, 
Where  joy  no  more  may  linger. 

Where  love  bath  left  Ma  bower : 
And  then  'a  many  a  spirit  e'en  like  Ihec 

To  mirth  aa  lightly  ■tlrr'd. 
Though  it  soar  &om  ruins  in  Itf  gkc^ 

Oh  '.  looely,  lonely  bird  1 


DIRGE  AT  SEA. 


Suw !— we  gini  thoe  to  the  wave. 
Red  with  lifiAlood  from  the  brave, 
Thoa  shall  find  a  noble  grsM. 
f^tbMwsU! 

Sleep!  thy  billowy  field  i*  won. 
Proudly  may  the  fimaral  gmi, 
'Midst  the  hush  at  set  of  smi, 
Boom  thy  kneU ! 

Lonely,  lonely  ia  thy  bed. 
Never  there  may  flower  be  ahed, 
MarUe  rear'd,  or  brother's  head 
Bow'd  to  weep. 

Yet  thy  reeord  on  tlie  sea. 
Borne  through  battle  high  and  has. 
LoDg  tho  red  croaa  flag  shall  Im 
Sleep !  O  alceo . 
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FTLGRIM'S  SONG  TO  THE  EVENING  STAR. 

O  »orr  rtar  of  the  wertl 

Gleaming  fir, 
Tboa'rt  jruiding  ill  thing*  home, 

Gcntls  tta.1 '. 
Thoo  biing'rt  from  rock  uid  witc. 

The  ■eii'bird  to  her  nest, 

Tho  hunter  from  the  hills, 

The  fiaher  back  to  rest. 

Light  of  ■  thousand  stTeama, 

Gleaming  far  1 
O  aofl  <ar  of  the  wet, 

Blcwdatu! 

No  bowerj  roof  ia  mine. 

So  health  of  love  Bud  reat. 
Yet  guids  ma  lo  m;  shrine, 

(>  Mfl  stu  of  the  west ! 
There,  there,  mj  homo  ehaU  be. 

Heaven's  dew  ■hull  cool  m  j  breail, 
Wbm  prajel  and  tear  guah  jree, 

— O  «A  itai  of  the  weit  <. 

O  soil  star  of  the  went. 

Gleaming  fir! 
Tbou'rt  guiding  all  Ihinga  borne, 

Gentle  atai ! 
Shine  from  th;  roey  heareii, 

Pour  joj  on  oarih  and  sea  1 
Shine  on,  though  no  sweet  vytr 

Look  forth  to  watch  for  me !    , 
Light  of  a  thouaand  itreanu. 

Gleaming  far ! 

Oaoftstarof  theweatl 


THE  SPARTAire  MABCR 

"The  Bparlua  gnd  dm  tbaUnsqM  ki  iMr  marck  i 
tla."  un  TkiKfAilas,  bNauH  llwr  wUliHt  du  la  t: 
paca  af  thdr  wairion^  ' 


KMi."— C^^itoU  n  Un  Eiiiimi  Ftnrt  of  U>  Orirln. 

*T  WAt  mom  upon  the  Grecian  hills. 
Where  peanota  dresa'd  Ihe  vinea. 

Sunlight  waa  on  Cilheron'a  rills, 
Arcadia's  Kckl  BDd  pines. 

Ano  orightlji  through  hii  leeda  and  flowers, 

Eurotas  wondei'd  by, 
When  a  aoond  arose  from  Sparta's  towera 
,   O*'  aolemn  haxmooy, 

Wa*  it  the  hunter'a  choral  strain 
Til  the  woodlsnd-goddcH  poni'd  1 

Did  virgin  hands  in  Pallas'  &ne 
Strike  fne  till]  auunding  chord  ? 


But  helma  were  glancing  on  the  stream. 

Spears  mngcd  in  close  array. 
And  sbiclda  Song  back  a  glnrioua  beam 

To  the  mom  of  a  fcarfiA  day ! 

And  the  mountain  echoes  of  the  land 
SwcU'd  through  tlie  deep  blue  sky. 

While  lo«oft  btrains  moved  forth  a  band 
Of  men  that  moved  to  die. 

They  march'd  not  with  the  [rompet's  blast. 

Nor  bade  llic  horn  peal  out. 
And  the  lourcl-grovcs,  as  ot  they  pon'dL 

Ruug  with  no  balUe-sboDt ! 

They  nsk'd  no  claiioa's  voico  to  fire 

'Their  souls  with  an  impulse  high , 
But  tho  Dorian  reed,  and  the  Spartan  lyra. 

For  Iho  sons  of  liberty  ! 
And  atiti  sn-cct  flutes,  their  path  around. 

Sent  forth  iGolisn  breath : 
They  needed  not  a  sterner  sound 

T^  marEhal  them  Ibr  deatb ! 

Bo  moved  they  calmly  to  their  field, 

Tlienee  never  to  return. 
Save  bringing  boclc  the  Spartan  shield. 

Or  on  it  proudly  borne ! 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  SHIPS 

'fw*  lakt  each  oihn  br  Iha  kmil.  *ti  ft  ndnsn 
'Did*  and  \vo\miit  kindncai.  and  w«  rfjoKvUiBlhat  tf<» 
IHirl  nomviti; — sod  then  dara.  monllH,  rssia 


A  tew  bright  davB  of  summer  glee 
There  found  iJiem  side  by  side. 

And  toices  of  the  Eiir  and  brase 
Rose  mingling  thence  in  mirth ; 

And  sweetly  floated  o'er  tlie  wave 
Hie  melodies  of  earth. 

Moonlight  on  thnl  lone  Indian  main 
Cloudless  and  lovely  slept  j — 

While  dancing  step,  and  festive  strain 
Each  deck  in  triumph  swept. 

And  hsnda  were  link'd,  and  answering  i 
With  kindly  meaning  ahone ; 

— Oh  !  brief  and  passing  sympalhiea. 
Like  leaves  together  blown ! 

A  liule  while  luch  joy  was  cast 

Over  the  deep's  repose. 
Till  the  loud  singing  winds  at  last 

Like  trumpet  musio  raae. 

And  proudly,  frocly  on  their  way 

Hio  parUiig  veaKis  bore ; 
— In  calm  or  storm,  by  rock  or  bay. 

To  meet — On '.  never  more ! 
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Nmr  to  hitati  in  victory's  chesr, 
Tn  aid  b  boun  of  woe) — 

And  tlim  bright  ipirilf  minfla  bare, 
Such  ties  are  fivm'd  balowl 


THE  ROCK  OF  CADER  IDRI3, 


II  a  u  oU  nditiw  of  lb>  WaWi  Bvdh  Hat  H 


Jofan  FuiTi  Ki 


A  HfiioAim.  uitatad  br 


1  UT  on  that  rook  nrhero  the  itonn*  IwTe  their 
dwelling, 
llio  hirth-pUc^  of  pJuntomii  tho  luxDe  of  tfaa 

Around  it  for  ever  deep  moiic  i*  ■welling, 
The  voice  of  (he  mauutaiu-wiiuj,  eol^m  ind 

-T  wu  >  midnight  of  Rhadowi  ill  fitOiI];  >lream- 

Of  wild  wiTBi  uid  breeiea,  thu  mingled  their 


■tsra,  w  from  golfi  &iiil]y 
Aad  I  met  tba  dre&d  gloran  of  iti  jTandsur 


Of 


Thing!  glorioQi,  nneuthlj,  paii'd  floating  belorj 

And  mj  beut  olmcat  fiinled  with  rapture  and 

I  Tiew'd  the  dread  beings,  aroond  lu  that  horat. 
Though  Toil'd  by  uta  mliti  of  mortality's 
brealb; 
And  I  oali'd  upon  darbnm  the  Tiiion  to  cover. 
For  a  atiife  was  witlun  me  of  maduei*  anal 
death. 

I  M.W  them — ^  powen  of  llie  wind  and  Ihe 

Tbe  rash  of  whose  pinion  bears  ouwaid  the 

lika  the  swe^  of  the  whil«-rdling  wave 
their  motion, 
I  fdt  their  dini  presence, — hut  knew  not  theil 

t  saw  them — the  migh^  of  ages  departed — 
The  dead  were,  ironnd  ma  that  night  oo 


tbey  darted, 

—There  was  light  on  my  ■ool,  but  my  heart'i 
blood  wu  chiB. 


I  saw  what  man  looks  on,  and  dies — bntmysfirll 
Was  strong,  and  Irinmphantly  Uted  tfaM*  thai 

And  as  &om  the  gtaie,  I  awoke  to  inherit 

A  flame  all  immortal,  a  voice,  and  a  power ! 
Day  bant  on  that  rock  with  the  pnr^  daod 

And  high  Cader  Idria  rejoiced  in  the  inn ; 
— But  oh  I  what  new  glory  all  nature  inTeated, 
When  the  laiiae  which  gives  soul  to  hn  beuty 


A  FAREWELL  TO  WALEa 


On  Ihjr  beartfas,  on  thj  haUs,  on  thy  pore  moon 

On  the  chorda  of  the  harp,  and  tbe  minstrel's 
iiee  hand! 
Tiom  thq  liTve  of  my  soul  with  my  leaia  it 


I  bless  thee !— yet  not  for  the  buuty  which  dwells 

In  the  heart  of  tby  hilk,  on  Ihe  rocks  of  thy 

And  not  for  tbe  memrar  aet  de^  in  Iby  dells. 
Of  tbe  bard  and  tbe  hero,  tbe  mighty  of  yore; 
And  not  for  thy  •onga  of  tbosa  pnwd  ages 

fled. 
Green  laild,  PoetJond  of  my  botne  and  my 


Wbeie  or  a  low  hamlet  imiies  up  to  thy  akiea 
For  thy  cottage  hearths,  burning  the  stranger  b 

For  the  ■oul  that  skim  forth  frciB  thy  cUldren's 
kind  eyes ! 
May  the  blessing,  like  sunshine,  Ihont  thee 

bespread,    • 
Green  land  of  my  childhood,  my  home,  and 


Con   away!  —  the  child,  where  flowers  an 
ipringing 
und  ita  ibtAsteps  on  the  manntaia  sk^ie, 


„t,i.a,G00glt' 


MRa  HEMANS'  WORKS. 


i(  on,  with  niiinj  lao 
All  the  wedth  of  glowiiif 
Bra  the  ihadow  of  i  dead  eoiiM* oer  nim. 
By  thatMrtin  tba  joathin  joy  bled: 

Howl  J,  ndly,  beaTj  change  ii  UIuw 
O'ar  the  (weetnoH  of  the  Toica  within ; 

Tet  ill  lonei,  oa  reatlea*  nunbood  callingi 
Urg«  the  banter  Mill  to  chue,  lo  win : 

. ^ , , h  hope  unL- 

Tet  ■  breath  can  itill  thow  wordi  iwtken, 
TboQgh  to  other  iborae  ftr  hence  they  woo: 
Come  awij  1 

In  the  light  leavea,  in  the  r«ed'i  bint  eifhirut, 
Id  the  low  iweet  Kiiindi  of  earl;  «pnng, 

Htill  their  mukc  wutden— 4ill  tbo  dying 
He«t>  them  pau,  ai  on  a  ipirit'i  wing : 
Corns  away! 


MUSIC  FROM  SHORE. 

A  moud  coBee  on  tlia  riMnfhrMM 
A  iweet  and  knely  eoima ! 

Piareinf  the  tomstt  of  the  nti 
That  wild^  daih  uoond. 


Wly  iboDld  ita  &int  and  paMing  u|^ 
TbuM  tnd  my  quick  pnlae  leap  I 

No  port  in  earth'a  glad  melody 
le  mine  npoa  the  deep. 

Yet  U  awing,  bloaang  oa  the  apot, 
Wlmce  tboae  rich  breathing*  flow ! 

Kind  heaita,  alUungh  Ifaty  know  ma  not, 
Like  mine  Ihere  betf  and  glow. 

And  bleanng,  from  the  hark  that  roami 

O'er  lotitatj  eaaa. 
To  thoaa  that  fo-  in  happy  hooiei 

Gin  iii>ee4  Kimidi  to  Uia  breen  ] 


FAIR  HELEN  OF  KIRCOHNEX. 

'■  Fiir  tl*h>  gr  KlRoaMl"  H  ibt  ii  eaW  ka  ilx  Soe< 


f  if  early,  early  to  deput, 
Baloreil !— ret  thi*  ia  death! 


Look  <Hi  ma  (till : — let  thai  kind  eya 

Be  tht  laal  light  I  see ! 
Oh !  aad  it  ia  In  ipring  U>  die. 

But  yet  I  die  ibr  thee '. 

For  tbae,  my  own !  thy  itatdy  bead 

Waa  narer  Ihna  to  bow ! — 
Gi*e  teara  idten  with  me  love  iMlb  fled, 

TVoe  lore,  thoa  hnow'et  it  now  1 

Oh !  the  free  itreami  lookM  brifht,  wbeteVi 

Wa  in  oar  g;Udneai  iwad ; 
And  the  bias  akiea  were  ntj  &ir — 

O  ftiend !  becanae  we  bred. 

Farewell !— I  blea  thee— Urc  Iboa  on, 
When  thia  yooog  heart  la  low ! 

Snnly  my  blood  thy  life  hath  won— 
Claap  me  ooce  man — I  go '. 


ILOOK  ON  ME  WITH  THY  CLOUDLESS  £yi» 

Look  on  me  with  thy  dondleai  eyea. 
Truth  in  tb«r  dark  tranaparenee  Ilea ; 
lleir  aweetneaa  gina  me  baok  the  iMTi, 
And  the  free  truat  of  earlv  yean ; 

My  gentle  child ! 

Tin  apirit  of  my  infant  pnyar 
Shines  in  the  depths  of  qoiet  then ; 
And  b<mie  and  lore  ones  more  ai«  mine, 
Found  in  thai  dewy  «alni  divine. 

My  gentle  diild  I 


[la  fight  by  dar  aronnd 
Thj  aniile  hath  gifts  fr 
— Look  on  me  with  th' 


n  thv  dream* 
ee  gleanu; 


y         I  GO,  SWEET  FRIGNSB. 
'  ~  '  friends !  yet  think  of  mo 


In  those  bright  hours,  the  violet'i  boors. 

hut  wbeD  yon  pause  to  hear,        , 
n  diatant  hilk,  the  Sabbath  beO  % 

nmer  winds  float  silvery  clear. 


Fmvetm 
When 


mds  float  silvery  ctei 
LO  then — I  loved  it  w 

^  around  your  hearth, 

hen  cheerly  smiles  the  roddy  biste 
For  dost  hath  been  ita  evcoing  mirth 

To  me,  sweet  friends !  in  Mttr  days. 

And  ob  I  when  mmic'a  Toioe  is  heard 

To  meh  in  strsins  of  asrtins  woe, 

Wbsn  beart*  to  lore  snd  grietsre  MlrT'd- 

-Tbink  of  mo  then !  I  go,  I  go  I 


IWilil,  WtM  iwUMsl  ^  »■  »i*  H 
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U  TflOV  HAST  CRUSHED  A  FLOWER. 


If  Iboa  hurt  criuh'd  ■  flowsis 

The  root  mny  nut  be  blighted ; 
If  thou  halt  quench'd  a  Iinip, 

Odoo  more  it  maj  be  lig-hted ; 
But  on  thy  harp  or  on  th;  lute. 

The  itrm^  which  thou  hut  brahen, 
Shall  never  m  iweel  Miuiiil  «gBia 

Give  ta  Ih  j  touch  a  token  F 

ir  then  hart  looaed  •  Urd, 

WboBC  Toioe  of  aong  could  cheer  thee, 
Stm,  itill  he  ma;  be  won 

From  the  ikiee  to  warble  near  thee : 
But  if  am  a  troubled  ae* 

Tboa  halt  thrown  •  gem  unheeded, 
Hme  Dot  that  wind  or  wave  will  Ininf 

The  treuore  back  when  needed. 


But  if  thou  halt  a  cup  o'erthrown 
With  a  bri^t  dreoeht  GU'd— oh ! 


The  heart  ii  like  that  cup. 

If  thou  wule  tha  love  it  bore  thee ; 
And  like  that  jewel  eoae. 

Which  tha  deep  will  not  reatore  thee  i 
And  like  that  itnin  of  harp  or  lute 

Whence  the  sweet  lound  ia  MatteT'd ; — 
Gently,  6b  !  gently  tooch  the  chordi, 

So  >oan  for  ever  ihatter'd ! 


t  BRIGHTLY  HAST  THOU  FLED, 


bririitljhi 
ief  hadboi 


Bra  ooa  fiief  had  bow'd  Ih;  head, 

^ghll;  didat  thou  pwrt ! 
With  tb;  jtumt  thoii{hta  mm  from  apot. 
With  IhT  find  love  wailed  not, 

With  thy  boondini;  heart. 
Ne'er  b;  Borrow  to  be  wet, 
Calmlj  amilea  th;  pale  cheek  ;et, 

Er«  with  doit  o'erapread : 
Liliea  ne'er  b;  tempert  blown, 
WUle-roae  which  no  (tain  hiUh  known, 

Be  about  thee  abed  '. 
So  we  i^ve  thee  to  the  earth. 
And  tha  primreae  ahBlI  have  birth 

O'er  th;  rentle  head ; 
Una  thai  like  a  dew-dinp,  borne 
On  a  Hidden  breeze  of  mom. 

Brightly  thoa  haat  fled ! 


tSING  TO  ME.  gondolier; 

Sina  to  nto.  Gondolier ! 

Sing-  wordi  frov  Taaao's  la; ; 
While  blue,  and  Mill,  and  deu, 

Night  aeemi  but  loAer  da;i 
Tha  gale  ia  genti;  &]li^, 

Aa  if  it  ponaed  to  bear 
Some  atiatn  the  pait  recalling  ; 

Oh,  Bik  me  not  to  wake 
The  niemor;  of  the  brave : 

Bid  DO  high  numbera  bnak 
The  ailence  of  the  wive. 

Gone  «re  the  nobleWrted, 
Cloaed  the  bright  pageanta  here ; 


O'ER  THE  FAR  BLUE  HOUNTAHffi.* 

Cn  the  ftr  Uue  nunntaina. 

O'er  the  white  aea  Ibam, 
Come,  thon  long  parted  one ! 


When  the  bright  Era  ahineth. 
Sad  looka  Ih;  place, 

Whlk  the  true  heart  pineth, 
Miiaing  th;  &Ge. 

Munc  ia  aorrowjiil, 
Since  thou  art  gona, 

Siiten  are  monnimg  thoe. 
Come  to  thino  own  I 


Cer  the  fkr  blue  n 

O'er  the  nbite  aea  fbun. 

Come,  thou  long  parted  one  t 
Back  to  thine  home  I 


O  THOU  BREEZE  OF  SFRING.t 


GUddoting  aea  and  abore. 
Wake  the  woodi  to  nng. 

Wake  m;  heart  no  more ! 
Streama  have  felt  the  ■ighing' 

Of  th;  aeented  wing, 
Let  each  Ibunt  replying 


ta  to  awk  br  Ma  Udt*.  Bn- 
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Tboo  halt  bronghl  igain. 
-~Lat  Uw  prinuoM  gnat  dm, 

Lat  lbs  nolnpouT 
IlKMDaa  forth  to  meet  the^— 

W»ks  m7  heart  im>  more  1 


From  ■.  foasnl  Dm 

Bower'd  in  1«^  gloom, 
Et*!)  (Ay  eoft  return 

Calle  not  eong  or  bloom. 
LuTB  mT  apirit  ileeinng 

like  tnit  lileDt  thing; 
Stit  the  fbonli  of  weapn 


weepinr 


COlmi  TO  HE,  DREAMS  OF  HEAVEN. 


O  Ueaed  dreum  of  be&Yen! 


Waft  ma  where  gain  divine. 

With  ^k  cloudi  ne'er  have  itrivea. 


GOOD  NIOBT.t 

IXiTiipart. 
Stan  have  aat  their  iratoh  at  laat, 
Fomil  that  thmacb  the  dan  wood*  flow, 
Mike  iweet  aounda,  onheard  till  now, 
FVnren  lafe  ahnt  with  bding  liglit— 
Good  ni^t! 

GotoiMtl 
lileep  ait  dovftJika  on  thv  hreatf ! 
Tf  within  that  aaeret  o^ 
One  dark  firm  of  toamoiT  dwcO, 
Be  it  mantled  fiom  thj  eight — 
Good  night! 


Jov  be  thioe '. 
Eind  looka  o'er  Uij  elumbere  ihiiw  ! 
Go,  and  io  the  apiritJand 
Meet  Ihf  bome'a  lenf  ported  band. 
Be  their  ejrei  all  love  and  liebt — 
Good  ni^l! 

Peace  to  aD! 
Dreama  of  bcaven  on  moufnera  GUI ! 
Eiik  I  o'er  Ih^  couch  may  gtmiu 
Paai  from  thine  own  mountain  itreall 
Bard  I  away  to  worlds  mora  bright — 
Good  night '. 


LET  HER  DEPART. 

Btt  liome  ia  lar,  di !  &r  away ! 

Hie  clear  light  in  bar  eye* 
Hath  nangbt  to  do  with  earthly  day, 

Tia  kindled  from  the  akiaa. 
Let  hot  d^art! 

She  looka  upon  the  tbinga  of  earth, 

Ev'n  aa  aome  gentie  atar 
Seemi  gaiing  down  on  grief  or  mlHll, 

How  BofUy,  yet  how  &r ! 

Let  bee  depart! 

Her  apirit'a  hope — her  boeom^  luf* 
Ob  !  ooold  Utej  moimt  and  fly ! 

She  never  eeea  a  wandering  dove. 
Bat  for  Ita  winga  to  eigli. 
Let  her  d^ait! 


For  her  who  oi 

Let  ber  dcnrt! 
Wrapt  in  a  dond  of  glonoua  dreami. 

She  hreathee  and  morea  alone. 
Pining  for  thoee  bright  bowera  and  itiei 
When  ber  betov^  ia  gone- 
Let  ber  depart! 


1 1  WOULD  WG  HAD  NOT  MET  AGAUf 

I  WOULD  we  had  not  met  again ! 

— I  bad  a  drewn  of  thee. 
Lovely,  thotlgh  >ad,  on  deeert  plains 

MoomAiI  on  midnight  aea. 

What  thoogh  it  haunted  me  by  ni|;ht. 

And  troobled  through  the  dav  T 
It  tooeh'd  all  earth  with  apirit-Iigh^ 


Ob!  what  ahaU  now  mj^  late  reitora 

In  holy  thinga  and  lair  7 
We  met— I  nw  thy  aou]  tnoe  mere 

—The  world'a  tmath  had  been  that* . 
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Yes :  A  w«i  nd  on  dewrt-plun, 
Hoomiiil  oa  midnight  lea. 

Yet  would  I  buj  with  life  agaitt 
That  oos  deep  drcwn  of  thee  1 


WATER-LILIES 


Con  aw&j,  Elvea !  while  tlie  dew  b  iweet, 
Know  that  the  lUies  hsTS  iproid  their  belli 


Come  to  the  dinelei  where  &irie>  n 


O'er  tH  the  poola  in  our  foreM.4lelli 

Stillr  end  lightly  their  nuei  T«t 

On  (he  quivering  sleep  of  the  water's  breait, 

Cttching'  the  iDiuhine  through  leaves  that  throw 

"To  their  eceuted  boaomi  an  emerald  ^ow  l 

And  a  itar  from  the  depth  of  each  peorlj  cup, 

A  goUea  atar  unto  heaven  looke  up, 

Aa  if  leeking  its  kindred  where  bright  thej  lie. 

Set  in  the  blue  of  the  ■ommer  sky. 

— Come  awij  1  under  arching  bMighi  we  'U  float, 

Making  tboae  unu  each  a  feiry  boat  { 

We  'U  row  them  with  reeds  o'er  the  fbontaina  ftee. 

And  a  tall  flag-teuf  shall  our  etreamer  be, 

And  we  11  send  out  wild  music  so  sweet  and  low, 

ll  iball  seeni  &om  the  bright  flower's  hsarl  lo  flow, 

Ai  if  1  were  a  breeie  with  a  flute'a  low  sigh. 

Or  waler-dropi  train'd  into  melod  j. 

— Come  4wa7 !  tor  the  midaumioer  ami  gmwi 

And  the  Ufb  of  the  lily  may  not  be  long. 


THE  BROKEN  FLOWER. 

Oa !  wear  it  on  thy  heart,  my  love ! 

Kill,  itill  a  little  while  ! 
Sweetnese  is  lingerinr  In  its  learei, 

Tbough  &ded  be  their  smile. 
Yet,  fbr  the  sake  of  what  bath  been 

Oh  !  cut  it  not  away  ! 
T  wa*  bora  to  grace  a  nunmer  scene, 

A  long,  bright,  golden  day, 

A  limg,  bright,  golden  day. 

A  lit&  while  araund  tbeo,  love ! 

Ill  fiagranee  yet  ahall  cling. 
Telling,  that  on  thr  heart  huh  Iain 

A  aiT,  tboi^b  faded  tli 


iiT,  tboagb  &i 
at  ev'en  Uial  w 


—Oh  !  /am  like  thj  broken  flower, 
Cberiab'd  loo  lale,  too  late, 

Chetuh'd,  ala«!  too  lats! 


FAHUES-  RECALL. 


While  (he  softest  riiadows 
.  On  the  greensward  lie, 
While-the  moonlight  slumber* 

In  the  lily's  um. 
Bright  elves  of  t^  wUd-wMd ! 
Oh !  return,  return  1 


On  (be  river  shore. 
Let  your  ailvery  laoghter 

Echo  yet  once  mote. 
WhUe  the  jojoos  '     -  "- 


Oberon,  Titania, 

Did  Toar  starlight  mirth,    , 
With  tde  swig  of  Avon, 

Quit  this  work-day  earth  I 
Yet  while  green  leaves  glisten. 

And  while  bright  stars  burA, 
By  that  magic  memory. 

Oh,  iMom,  return ! 


tBY  A  MOUNTAIN  STREAM  AT  RETT 


. .  stream  at  rest. 

We  fbmid  the  warrior  lying. 

And  around  his  noble  bresMt 

A  banner,  clssp'd  in  dying : 

Dark  and  still 

Was  every  hill. 

And  th«  winds  of  n^ht  were  ligUng. 

Laat  of  his  noUe  race,  ^ 

To  a  lonely  bed  we  bore  him  {  f 

"T  was  a  green,  still,  aolemn  place. 

Whew  the  meonlaiii  t      ' 

Woods  alone 
Seem  to  moan. 
Wild  It 


II  to  deplore  bio. 


Yet,  from  festive  hall  and  lay 

Our  nd  dioughti  oft  are  Dying, 

To  those  dark  hills  &r  away, 

WIteta  in  death  we  found  him  1; 

On  his  breast 

A  banner  pren'd, 

And  Ilia  nijbt-wind  o'er  him  ugblng. 


THE  ROCK  BESIDE  TUB  SEA 

On !  teH  me  not  the  woods  are  fiir. 

Now  Spring  is  on  her  way  ; 
Well,  wen  I  know  how  brighUy  there 

In  j<7  the  yoang  leaves  play ; 
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How  iwost  oa  winds  of  TDom  or  ere 
The  TKilet'a  breath  may  be ; — 

— Yet  aik  me,  woo  me  not  to  lem 
H;  loM  rock  b;  the  nt. 

The  wiU  w»*e'i  tlwoder  on  the  «hate 
Tbe  curlew's  reetleas  cries, 

DdIo  mj  watching  beaxt  are  more 
Than  (U  earth's  melodiei. 
-Come  beck,  mj  ocean  rorer !  eome ! 
Hiera  '■  bgt  one  place  Sir  ma, 

IIU  I  CM)  greet  thy  swift  sail  bam&- 

'    — Mjlnieiack  bj  the  seat 


O  YE  VOICES  GONE.* 

Oa !  jt  vdces  Eooe, 

Bounds  of  other  jears ! 
Hndi  that  haimtinf  lone, 

Hell  me  not  to  tear* ! 
AH  aionnd  fiirget. 

All  iibo  lored  70a  well, 
Ye^  sweet  ToJcea,  yet 

O'er  mj  soul  ye  sweQ. 

With  (be  winds  of  swing. 

With  the  breath  <A  flowers, 
Fleotiiv  b*ek,yelving 

Tbooghte  erf'  nnish'd  boura. 
Hence  your  muaic  take. 

Oh !  ye  TOJeee  gone ! 
This  lone  heart  ye  make 

Bat  mora  deeply  Imw. 


1  IS  THERE  SOME  SPIRIT  BIGHIHG. 

le  there  some  spirit  aighing 

With  aorrow  in  the  air. 
Can  weaiy  bearta  be  dying, 

Vain  lore  repining  Aere  ? 
If  not,  then  how  can  that  wild  wmil, 

0  Hd  kalian  lyre! 
Be  drawn  forth  by  the  wandering  gale, 

From  thy  deep  thrilling  wire) 
No,  no!— thou  doat  not  borrow 

That  aadnes*  firom  the  wind. 
Nor  are  those  tonee  of  earrow 

In  thee,  O  harp !  enahrined ; 
Bnt  in  our  own  brarta  deerly  set 

lies  the  tnie  quivering  lyre. 
Whence  lore,  and  memoiy,  and  regret, 

W»ke  answers  from  thy  wire. 


THE  NAJME  OF  ENGLAND. 

Thk  trumpet  of  the  battle 

Uath  a  hif^  and  IhtilliDg  (one ; 
And  the  first  deep  gtm  of  an  ooeas  fight 


But  a  mightier  power,  my  En^and . 

la  in  that  name  of  thine. 
To  strike  the  fire  60m  every  heart 

Al<Hig  tbe  banner'd  line. 

Proodly  it  woks  the  ipirila 

Of  yore,  the  brive  and  trac, 
When  the  bow  wai  bent  on  Creasy'*  field. 

And  tbe  yeoman's  arrow  flew. 
And  proudly  hath  it  floated 

Through  the  battles  of  the  eea. 
When  Ihu  ted^ctoaa  flag  o'er  Bnoke-wteaths 
>Uy'd 

~.e  the  lightning  in  ita  glee. 
On  rock,  on  ware,  00  baition. 

Its  echoea  hare  been  known. 
By  a  thousand  streams  the  hearts  lie  low. 

That  have  aniwer'd  to  it*  tone. 

A  thousand  indent  mountains 

Its  pealing  note  hath  itin-'d  j 
— Sound  on,  and  on,  lor  evermore, 

O  thou  victorions  wwd ! 


OLD  NORWAY." 


Lib^ 


«ep  gun  ol 

:aUTtiow 


Axrai ',  old  Norway  acndi  the  word 

Of  battle  on  the  blart; 
Her  voice  the  forest  pines  have  stirr'd, 

A*  if  a  Btorm  went  past ; 
Her  thousand  hilla  the  colt  have  beard, 

And  liirth  their  fire  flags  cast 

Arm,  arm,  fhn  hunten !  Ibr  the  chase. 

The  kingly  chnee  of  fin; 
"Til  not  the  boir  or  wild  wdPs  race, 

Wboee  trampling  shake*  &ie  snows; 
Arm,  arm !  't  is  on  a  noUer  Inee 

The  northern  spearman  goes. 
Onr  hills  have  dark  and  strong  defile*, 

With  many  an  icy  bed; 
Heap  there  the  rocka  for  flmeral  pilea, 

Atwre  the  invader's  beadl 
Or  let  the  seas,  that  guard  our  Isle*, 

Give  burial  to  hia  dead ! 


I'MHU.OnbMt 


iglizedoyGOOglf 


MISCIuLLANEOTn  POEHS. 


COME  TO  ME,  GENTLE  6LEGF. 

OoMs  to  me,  |enlle  ileep '. 

I  pins,  I  pine  for  Ihee ; 
Cwne  with  thy  ipelk,  the  loft,  the  deep. 

And  aet  mv  spirit  iree  ! 
Etch  lanciy,  Imnungf  tbongllt, 

In  ttriliglit  luigoiK'  ^eep— 
Coma  la  t&  flill  heart,  long  o'erwrtN^ht, 

0  gentle,  gentle  aleep ! 

Come  with  thme  am  of  dvw. 

Sleep,  gentle  ikep!  yet  taing 
No  loioe,  lore'e  jeuniog  to  renew. 

No  Tiaion  on  uy  wing ! 
CtMne,  u  to  folding  floirera. 

To  bird*  in  fomti  deep; 
— Long,  dark,  uid  dreinJeM  be  lliina  hoon^ 

O  gentle,  gentle  deep! 


t.'^'USH  SOLDIER'S  SONG  OF  MEH0R7. 


Sua,  ling  b  memory  of  the  breve  departed. 

Let  long  end  wine  be  pour'd ! 
Pledge  to  tbeir  June,  the  &eo  and  fouleae  beuted, 

Otu-  brethren  of  the  Bword  '. 


Oft  at  the  htM,  and  in  the  fight,  their  toicm 

Have  mingled  with  oui  own; 
Fill  high  Iba  enp,  but  when  the  Mml  rejoice*,       * 

Forget  not  who  are  gone ! 

Tbej  that  atood  with  oa,  'midst  tb«  dead  and 
dying, 
1  Albuere'a  plain ; 
They  that  beiide  na  cheerly  track'd  the  flyina-. 
Far  o'er  the  hills  of  Spain' 

Th^  that  amidst  oa,  when  the  ahalls  were  show* 

From  ^Rodrieo's  wall. 
The  ramput  sc^ed,  thixKigh   oloods  of  bttdi 


lliey  that  apbeld  the  banners,  proudly  waringi 

In  Roooenatlea'  dell ; 
— With  EngUniTi  blood  the  aontbem  TintTards 

FMget  not  bow  they  ftll  l 

Sing,  sing  in  memory  of  lite  brare  departed, 

Let  siKig  and  wine  be  pour'd! 
Pledge  to  Uicir  tame,  the  &ee  and  fWleM  hearted. 

Our  brethren  of  the  sword ! 


JDSisceUanrous  ^oeme. 


THE  HOME  OF  LOVF. 


Not  from  the  reabne  of  moonligl 
But  thine  own  soul's  illamined  chambers  bom — 
The  colouring  of  a  dream ! 

Low,  ahall  I  resd  thy  dream  ? — oh !  ii  it  nc4 
All  of  some  sheltering,  wood«mboBom'd  ipot — 

A  bower  Sx  thee  and  thinef 
Yes!  kne  aitd  lowly  in  that  bomei  yet  thera 
SconetluDg  of  heaven  in  the  tnuiipnrent  air 

Makes  every  flower  divine. 


id  spirit 
ICindling  rich  woods,  wfierv 

Sleeps  bvingly  awhile. 

The  very  whispara  of  the  wind  hare  there 
A  floto-Uke  lurmooT  that  seems  to  bear 

Greeting  from  some  bright  tin 


:   have  said   Fareudl .'— Whara  B 


Elysian  rest. 

In  the  deep  sanctDaiy  of  one  true  bre«st 

Hidden  from  earthly  ill: 
Tliere  wonldit  thou  walch  the  homeward  atep^ 

whose  sound 
Wakening  all  nature  to  sweet  echoea  ronnd. 
Thine  inmost  soul  can  thrill. 

There  by  the  hearth  should  many  a  glorious  page. 
From  nund  to  mind  Ih'  immortal  heritage. 

For  thee  its  Iraaiores  pour ; 
Or  maaie's  voice  at  vesper  houta  be  heard, 
"    '  '  ■  Drchange  of  playful  word, 

Aflection's  hoasehf^  loie. 

And  the  rich  nnison  of  mingled  prayer. 
The  melody  of  hearts  in  baavenly  air, 

Thence  dulv  should  arise , 
Lifting  th*  Ptcmal  hope,  to'  adoring  brealh, 
Of  ^irila,  not  to  be  dipjoin'd  by  death. 

Up  to  the  Starr  r  sLes. 
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Then,  dart  thou  mO  beli«ro,  no  itarnt  ib 

'  Til  i>ii  llin  rtilhifi  nf  thnf  imipil  homn ; — 
Tbeni  (bmild  th/  ilamben  ba 
Wdfh'd  down  with  haw^-dew,  nrenalj  blcM'd, 
.   Like  thMT*  who  fint  b  Eden's  gnm  took  retf 
[Indei  Mme  bilmy  tree. 


Ob,  thou!  that,  wildlf  worahi  iHDg,  a 
On  the  friil  altiT  of  %.  meital  head 
Gifta  of  infinilr ! 

,  Tboa  mul  be  itUt  i.  Immbler,  feaiM  Lore  1 
Danger  aeemi  gBiberuig  itam  beneath,  abore, 

Still  round  thy  precious  thinga ; 
Thj  atitelj  pine-tree,  or  th^  ^adooa  nwe. 
In  thor  aweet  ahade  can  yield  thee  no  repoae. 

Here,  where  the  blight  hath  wingi. 

And,  «>  a  flower  with  eome  fine  aenae  imbued 
To  abtink  before  the  wind's  viciuitade, 
So  in  thy  prsKieat  breiat 
Are  lynMtringi  quivering  with  prophetic  thrill 
To  tbe  low  Ibetitap  of  each  cominr  lU ; 

CBiut  Thoa  dream  oT  feati 


Rmtitapo 


Bear  np  thj  dreun !  thon  mighty  and  thon  weak ! 
Heart,  itrong  a«  death,  yet  u  a  reed  to  break, 

Aa  a  flame,  lempest^way'd ! 
He  that  nta  calm  on  high  ia  yet  the  eource 
Whence  thy  aoul's  cnrrent  hath  its  Iroabted  courae, 

He  that  great  deep  hath  made ! 


Oh !  ptmy  to  be  forgiven 
ITir  fbnd  {4010117,  ^1  '>"'"'  eiceas, 
And  seek  with  Hxm  that  bower  of  bJeseedneaa- 

Lore !  tiy  aole  home  ia  heaven  ! 


BOOKS  ANDFLOWER9L 


With  apctli  to  looae  the  fetter  which  bad 
thee. 
The  ravell'd  coil  of  thix  world's  feveriA  hours. 

ITie  aoul  of  aong  is 


og  IS  in  Uii 

odoDTinth 


Ilieir  tboogfats,  that   strove   with    tinw,  ud 

Foi  some  high  place  where  &idi  her  wing 

might  reat, 
re  bunm^  bsfe ;  e  ftune  that  Duty  Dot  lai^ 

Still  pcdntiiig  upward  to  that  lai^  hill's  oat ! 


ad  the  bi^  bdngs^  their  own  heait'a  ae*> 

Bright,  yet  all  human,  hare  are  breathing  atill 
Canflicd,  and  agmies,  and  aisltotioas 
Arc  here,  and  vidones  of  prevailing  will  \ 


The  Elysiu  sir  of  their  di 

Or  wonldst  thou  turn  la  earth  I    ikl  earth  aH 
turrow'd 
By  the  old  trocca  of  man'a  ttui  and  care, 
111  the  green  peaceful  world  that  novcr  sorrow'd. 
The  world  of  leaves,  and  dcwa,  and  aammcr  air! 

Dok  on  these  flowers !  As  o'er  an  altar  ahedding. 
O'er   Milton's  page,  auft  light  bvta  coloor^ 

They  are  the  lihks,  man's  beert  to  nature  wed- 
When  to  her  breast  the  [Hudiga]  returns. 


rhere  the  sweet  star  of  eve  looks  down  and 

minglea 
Faint  lustre  wiUi  the  water-lily's  gleam. 

They  are  from  where  the  soft  winds  plaj  in 
ffladnos, 
Covcrine  the  tnrTiTith  flowery  blosaom  abower* 
—Too  richly  dowcr'd,  O  fi'iend !  are  vi  lor  sad 

Iiook  (m  an  empire — mind  and  nature— oar* ! 


THE  FAITH  OF  LOVE. 


re  the  spirit  Bed  above. 

TtnT  prayer  waa  beard  by  the  porting  bier, 

In  a  low  and  brewell  lone, 
Thon  haat  given  liie  grave  both  flower  and  tei 

-^h  love!  thy  took  is  done. 
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TIkd  turn  tbea  from  wch  pleaMot  apot 

When  tbou  wert  wont  to  rote. 
For  tbere  the  fiinid  of  thy  ■ool  ii  not. 

Nor  ths  joj  of  thj  yoDth,  oh  lore  ! 

Than  wilt  meet  bnt  mourniiil  memory  there. 
Her  dnnmi  in  the  gtovee  she  weaTca 

With  echoee  filling  the  nunmei  eir. 
With  lifhi  the  tiembliog  le&vee. 

Then  torn  thee  to  the  world  igun. 
From  then  dim  haunted  bowen, 

And  ihnt  thine  ear  to  tho  wild  eneet  (train, 
Th&t  telb  of  Teniih'd  hoon. 

And  wear  not  on  thine  MhioK  beul 

llhe  imua  of  tlie  deid. 
For  the  tie  u  rent  that  gave  thee  pari 

Id  the  gUdues  ita  beauty  ahed. 

And  gae  on  the  pictored  imila  no  man 

That  thna  can  tile  ontlail, 
AH  between  paited  aooli  i>  o'er; 

— Lore!  loTll  fia^tbe  part! 

■Tries  of  Tain  bodinr !  aw^,  be  rtiD ! 

Btrin  not  aninit  Ua  Uth 
Hiat  yet  my  boaom  with  light  can  fin, 

UnqDencta'd,  and  mdjmm'd  bj  death  i 

"fVom  tin  piclnred  amile  I  win  not  turn, 

Though  ndly  now  it  ihine ; 
Nor  quit  the  iludeB  that  in  whiapen  monn, 

For  the  atep  once  link'd  with  mine : 


— Snch  memoriea  deep  in  my  Iwart  I 
To  keep  it  pore  and  true. 

'  Br  the  holy  inatinct  of  m;r  heart, 
By  the  hefie  tbat  bean  dm  oa, 

I  have  itiU  my  own  imdying  part 
In  the  daep  affiwtioD  gone. 

"By  the  pwence  tbat  about  ma  leem 
IVoagJ)  niibt  and  day  to  dweU, 


Hath  it  not  sonnda  ftom  Toieei  long  departed  T 
Echoes  of  lonea  that  mnr  in  cinldhood'l  ear  . 

Low  haunting  whiepera,  which  the  weary-hearted, 
Stealing  'midst  erowda  away,  have  wept  to 
hearl 

No,  not  to  Ihee ! — thy  tfiirit,  meek,  yet  queunly 

On  ila  own  rtarry  height,  beyond  an  thii, 
floating  triumphantly  and  yet  eerenelr. 

Breathes  no  tkint  nndei.tone  Uirongli  longa  of 
bliH< 
Sa;  by  what  ■train.throogbcloudleaieUieriweU-. 
ing, 
Thoa  Hast  drawn  down  thoae  wanderen  tkaa 
theskieaT 
Bright  goeata !  even  nich  a«  left  of  yon  tbelf 

For  the  deep  cedar  ahadei  of  Faradiie ! 
Wb«t  atrain  r_olt  1  not  the  Nightingale'*,  when 


Wear  yet  ao  deep  a  calm  r—Oh  ! 
b  not  the  muaiC'land  a  wcvld  of  drcouiuiKi 
When  forma  of  sad  bowilderin);  beaoty  th 


She  slira  the  young  woods  in  the  days  of  flc 
And  pwira  her  etrengtb,  but  not  ber  grief  awaj 

And  not  the  Exile's — when  'midrt  kmely  IhUowi 
He  wakes  (ha  Alpine  Dotaa  bja  mother  Mmg, 

Or  Uends  Ibem  with  the  sigh  of  alien  willowa. 
Where,  muimuiing  to  the  wind,  his  harp  11 

And  not  liio  Pilgrim's — tboogh  hia  thoDghta  b* 
holy. 

And  S7«et  his  Ave  song,  when  day  grow*  dim, 
Yet  as  he  journeys,  pensively  and  slowly, 

BcMnetbing  of  sadness  floats  through  that  low 

But  thon ! — the  ^>irit  which  at  ere  is  filling  ' 
AH  the  bosh'd  air  and  reverential  sky. 

Founts,  leaves,  and  flowers,  with  solemn  rapton 
thrilling, 
Tliis  is  the  soul  of  liy  rich  harmony. 

Hits  bean  up  high  thoae  breathings  of  derotiea 
Wherein  the  currenU  of  thy  heart  gu^  free  ( 
herefore  no  world  of  sad  and  vain  emotion 
la  the  dream-haunted  music-land  for  Uu*. 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  WAVEft 


Arawm,  ye  chiming  waves ! 

That  now  In  nioshine  sweep. 
Bpeok  to  me  from  thy  hidden  ear 

Voiee  of  the  solemn  dseo ' 
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Iltth  IDU)*!  kne  ipiril  here 

With  itornu  ia  battle  itrimn  ? 
Where  kD  ii  now  jK>  calml;  clear. 

Hath  anfuiih  cried  to  hetTen  ? 
— Tlien  the  wi'i  Tdce  aroae. 

Like  an  earthquake'!  onder-tone , 
*  Mortal,  the  atrile  of  haman  woea 

Wltn  balh  aM  natoie  known! 
"  Here  to  dw  quiTering  meat 

Deipair  bath  wildly  clung, 
7^  ibriek  u|Mm  the  wbd  luth  pan'd, 

The  midnight  ak/  hath  nuig, 

■■  And  the  yonthlnl  and  the  brave, 

With  tb^r  beani/  and  renown. 
To  the  boUow  chamber*  of  the  wave 

In  darknen  bava  gone  down. 
**  They  ore  Tsniab'd  Irom  their  plan^- 

Lat  their  hmnea  and  heartha  raaka  n» 
But  tbe  roQing  witen  keep  no  trace 

Of  pall£  or  conflict  gono." 
— Alaa !  thou  haughty  deep  I 

Theal  '  "      ' 


To  think  that  ao  we  paaa, 

High  hope,  and  thought,  and  mind, 
Er'n  u  the  biealh-itain  from  the  ^aas, 

Leaving  no  ngn  behind ! 
Baw'it  thoQ  nangfat  else,  then  main  t 

Tfaou  and  the  midnight  aky  T 
Nioriit  aare  tbe  tniggle,  bnef  and  vain, 

The  partiog  agonyi 
— And  the  aea'a  voice  replied, 

"  Here  nobler  thinga  have  been ! 
Power  with  the  valiant  when  they  died, 

To  nnctify  the  acene : 
"Coorag*,'  in  fragile  form. 

Faith,  truating  to  the  laat, 
Prayer,  breathing  heavenwaida  thro'  the  itc 

Bat  all  alike  wte  paia'd." 
Sound  on,  thou  haoghty  aea  I 

neae  have  not  pau'd  in  vain; 
My  aoal  awakea,  my  hope  apringa  ftea 

On  victor  vrbga  again, 
nas,  fturo  thine  empire  driven, 

May'it  vaniah  with  thy  powen ; 
But  bj  the  heaila  that  bwe  have  alriven, 

A  loftieT  doom  la  oon ! 


THE   VICTOR. 

•  qal  fatesU  B*M-il  plai  rin  gs 


.'^tan  iH  the  victim.  Love ! 
Tl««  art  tbe  fearleas,  tbe  crown'd,  tlie  free, 
Tbe  strength  of  the  battle  ia  given  to  Ihae, 

The  spirit  Bum  above ! 

Thon  hast  look'd  on  Death,  and  smiled  ! 
Tlaa  bast  borne  up  tlie  reed-like  and  fragile  fbm. 
Through  the  waveaof  the  &|;bt,  tbcongfa  the  raik 
of  the  itorm. 

On  field,  and  flood,  and  wild ! 

No! — 71mi  art  the  victor.  Death! 
Than  oomest — and  where  is  thai  whidi  tpdke, 
E^om  (he  depths  of  the  eje,  when  the  spirit  wokat 

—Gone  with  the  floetinf  breath  ! 

Tboa  ooineat— and  what  is  left 
Of  bH  that  loved  ua,  to  say  if  an^t 
Ytt  JsMS — yet  snswen  the  bonung  thonjtit 

Of  the  spirit  lone  and  raft7 


Silently  there  must  kindred  n»et, 

« 1.  ..  -1. J  j^  ^j,  ^  greel, 

Mrtlobeartl 


Boaat  not  thy  victory,  Death ! 
It  is  bat  as  the  cload'a  o'er  tbe  annbeam's  pom 
bat  as  the  winter's  o'er  leaf  and  flower. 
That  iluiDber,  the  snow  beneattu 


But  tbe  6ery  though),  and  tbe  lofty  will. 

An  not  for  him  to  chain  I 

Tbe;  ^sll  soar  hi*  might  above ! 
And  thna  vrith  the  root  wboice  af&ctko  apringa 
Though  buried,  it  is  not  of  mortal  thinga — 

TW  art  Ote  victor.  Love ! 


O'CONNOR'S  CHILD. 


Mmhtt  noes.  Love  and  Death ! 
Ve  are  atrmg  in  this  iroiU  of  oora, 

'       0  dwell  'midst  the 


\Vhich  hath  the  eonqneror'i  wreath  1 


Tki  sleep  of  storms  is  dark  npMi  the  ikiea, 
Tbe  weight  of  omen*  heavr  in  the  dowl  >- 

Bid  the  lorn  huntress  of  the  desert  rise. 
And  gird  the  form  whose  beauty  grief  h 
bow'd. 
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HnSCELLANSOUB  POEMS. 


Oh!  liulsknaw'itthoaof Ibao'ennuteriiif  ipeH, 
Wherewith  lore  iHiidi  the  ipirit  itroog  id  pwni 

To  the  ipot  hdlcfw'd  ^  k  wild  &rewell, 
A  parting  uodj, — intenae  ^et  nin ; 

A  look — uid  rt.TkiMm  when  it*  gleam  bith  flown 
d  ulmce  when  iti  wocdi  are  go 


She  bean  thee  not;  her  fiiB,  deep,  ferrent  heart 
Ii  act  in  ber  dark  ejea ; — and  li€if  ire  Ixnuid 
Unto  that  croa^  that  ahriue,  thtl  world  aput. 

Where  Aithftil  love  bath  iBnctified  the  gionnd  1 
And  lore  with  death  itriTen  loaf  by  tear  aitd 

prater, 
.  And  aoguiah  ftmen  into  itiD  deapail. 

Yet  on  b«r  iinrit  hath  ariaen  at  hut 
A  liffht,  a  J07,  of  ita  own  wandeiinj^t  born ; 

Arannd  ber  path  a  viiioa'a  glow  ii  cut. 
Back,  back,  her  lost  one  eomea,  in  hue*  of 


&r,  percbai 


THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE. 


Sebt  Iboo  jm  gnj  f  learning  hall. 
Where  the  deep  elnuhadowi  fall  t 
Vwce*  that  have  left  ibe  earth 

Lcog  ago, 
Still  ar«  mnminring  round  iti  hearth. 

Soft  and  low; 

Em  there;  jel  one  bIom 

Hath  the  gift  to  bear  their  lone. 


Ataaot  EicW.  1  Isntr  fai 


Giieata  come  thither,  ukI  d^nrt, 
Free  of  atop,  and  light  of  hart ; 
Children  with  aweel  viiiani  blen'd. 
In  the  haunted  cbamben  reat ; 
One  alone  mMlmnbcring  lie* 
When  the  night  hath  leal'd  all  ejea. 
One  qnick  hart  and  watchflil  ear, 
Liatening  Ibr  Iheee  wbiapen  clear. 

Seeat  thoa  where  the  woodbine  flowera 
O'er  Ton  low  porch  hang  in  ibowera  I 
Startling  &oei  of  the  dead. 


■ght  iiair ; 
Some  with  reverend  locki  of  anow — 
All,  all  boried  long  ago ! 

All,  froM  nndar  deep  tea-waTea, 

Or  the  flowera  of  fiuiign  gtavea, 

Or  Ibe  dd  and  bonner'd  aiale. 

Where  their  bi^  tomba  gleun  the  while 

Riaing,  wandenng,  floating  by 

Suddenly  and  lilcntly. 

Through  their  eatthj;  home  and  pUce, 

But  amidat  another  nee. 

Wberelbre,  unto  one  alone, 

Are  thoae  aounda  and  Tiaicoii  known  T 

Wherefore  hith  that  apell  of  power. 

Dark  and  dread, 
On  ktr  Bonl,  a  bolelbl  dower, 

Thua  been  abed  7 
Oh  !  in  thoae  dee]»«eeing  eyei^ 
No  itrange  gift  of  myiteij  liei ! 
She  ia  lone  where  once  ahe  moved. 
Fair,  and  happy,  and  beloved  1 


Now  tboee  nlver  clxavh  are  brohen, 
Thoae  bright  bnki  have  left  no  token ; 
Not  one  trace  on  all  the  earth. 
Save  her  memory  of  their  mirth. 


dwelling  At  away ; 
Sering  what  now  dee  may  m 
Haunted  atlll  her  place  nuut 


BRIGAND  LEADER  AND  HIS  WlVli. 
,  noTcai  or  Ewnjinfa. 


DAki  ehiefUin  of  the  heath  and  boigbit 
Wild  feaater  on  the  hilli  by  night ! 
Seeat  thoD  the  atormy  mnaefa  glow 
Flung  back  by  f[lancing  apean  belowT 
Now  Ibr  one  otnfe  of  atem  detpair  ! 
Hie  Ibe  hBt^  irack'd  thee  K  thv  lair 
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Hath  ruen  from  rock  ud  looelr  wood ; 
\im1  in  whom  dreuni  ■  idobh  (bouU  be. 
Not  of  tbo  wmtor,  nor  of  the  tree  i 
Haply,  tbine  own  Uit  bour  ia  eigh, — 
Yet  aliett  tltov  not  Janaken  die. 

There 'i  one  that  pale  beude  thee  itnd*. 
More  true  than  all  thy  nunmtoin  band* !, 
She  will  Dot  ahrink  in  doabt  and  dread. 
When  the  ball*  whiada  round  thy  head; 
Nor  leave  thee,  though  thy  cloaing  eye 
No  longer  may  to  her**  reply. 

Oh !  nuny  a  aoll  and  qalet  grace 
lluth  laded  ttom  her  forn)  aai  lace ; 
And  many  a  Ihought,  the  fitting  guest 
or  woman'*  meek  religioni  breaat, 
Haifa  periih'd  In  hor  wanderinga  wide, 
Thrwigfa  the  deep  fbreata,  by  thy  tide. 

Yet,  mom^fully  BTuriving  nil, 

A  flower  upon  ■  ruin'p  wall, 

A  fi-iendlen  thing  whoee  lot  ia  cait. 

Of  lorelj  ono  to  be  the  last  i 

Sad,  but  unchanged  throogh  Jteod  and  il^ 

lliine  is  her  tone  devotion  stw. 

And  oh !  not  wholly  loat  the  heart 
Where  that  ondving  love  hath  pott; 
Not  worlhlcsB  all,  though  iiu'  and  long 
From  homo  eatranged,  and  guided  vrong ; 
Yet  may  ili  deptha  by  heaven  be  stirr'd, 
lit  [aayer  fi>r  thee  be  pour'd  and  hesrd ! 


CHILD'S  RETURN  FROM  THE  WOODLANDS. 


MBS.  HEHANB*  W0RE8. 

hfoTtheeai 


E!noa^  for  thee  are  the  dews  that  sleep, 
Like  hidden  ^enu,  b  the  flower-unu  deep ; 
Enough  the  nch  crimaoa  apoti  that  dwdl 
'Midst  the  gold  of  the  eowalip's  per&med  ceB; 
And  the  acoit  by  the  hlnasntning  sweet-hrien 

And  the  bcttnty  that  boars  the  wood-hyaantlA 


thy  given  pathway  their  ec 

.  them  in  chaplet  and  wild  fil 
What  if  to  droop  and  to  perish  sooo  T 
Nature  bath  miDes  of  aiich  iraaltb— and  tiloa 
Never  wilt  prize  its  delights  tts  now ! 

For  a  day  is  coming  ti>  qneU  the  lone 

Tiial  riiuain  thy  laughler,thoD  joyooaefie! 

And  to  &n  thy  brow  with  a  loncfa  of  care, 

Undar  the  gloos  of  its  closteling  bait  i 

And  to  tame  (he  flash  of  thy  oloudleas  eyM 

Lito  the  stillness  of  aulnmn  skies ; 

And  to  leach  Ibee  that  grief  hath  her  needJul  part, 

'Hidit  the  hidden  tlm^  of  each  faomsn  haut. 

Yet  shall  we  mourn,  genlla  child !  (br  this  T 
Life  halh  enough  of  yet  holier  bliat ! 
Such  be  thy  portion '. — the  blist  lo  took. 
With  a  reverent  apirit,  Ihrongh  nalnre'a  book; 

(bunt,  by  fiwert,  bv  river's  line, 

track  the  paths  of  a  love  drrina ; 
To  read  its  deep  meanings — to  see  and  bear 
God  in  earth's  garden — and  not  to  fearl 


THE  SISTER'S  DREAM. 


Hast  thou  been  in  the  woods  with  the  honey.bee  ? 
Halt  thou  been  with  Che  lamb  in  the  paitiaes  free  I 
With  liia  hare  thro'  the  copses  and  dingles  wild  7 
With  the  butterfly  over  the  heath,  &ir  child  ' 
Yes  !  the  light  &11  of  thy  bounding  feet 
Iklh  not  startled  Uio  wren  from  her  moasj 
'  Yet  halt  thou  ranged  the  green  tbretUdeUs, 
And  brought  back  a  treasure  of  buds  and  b< 

Thou  know'it  not  lh«  sweetness,  by  antique  aong 
Breetbed  o'er  the  names  of  that  bowery  throng ; 
Tlie  woodbine,  the  primrose,  the  violet  dim, 
Tim  lily  that  glooms  by  the  Ibuntsin't  brim; 
Dwee  are  old  words,  liiat  have  made  each  grove 
A  dreaming  haunl  tor  rMnance  aikd  lore : 
E^h  sunny  bank,  where  faint  odours  lie, 
A  iJaco  for  the  giuhings  of  pocaj. 


8pr!iikltii  the  turf  and  ths  daiues 


HI  ale«)s ! — but  not  the  free  and  tanny  aleq) 
That  UghUy  on  the  brow  of  childhood  lies : 

Though  Iwppy  be  her  rest,  and  aoA,  and  deept 
Yet,  ere  it  aunk  upon  her  shadow'd  eye^ 

Thought!   of  past  scene*  and   kindred  grave* 

Her  soul's  meek  stiUnee*: — *lie  had  iny'd  and 


And  now  in  viaioika  to  her  couch  Ihey  oodm, 
llie  earlv  lost— (he  boaolilul— the  dead— 

That  unlo  ber  beqneath'd  a  mournful  home. 
Whence  with  their  vtoces  all  sweet  laofhlet 
fled; 

Ther  riae— the  sisters  of  ber  vouth  arise, 

As  fiom  the  world  where  no  ISnil  blossom  die*. 

And  well  the  sleeper  knows  them  not  of  earth— 
Not  aa  Ihey  were  when  binding  up  the  flowery 

Telling  wild  legends  round  the  winter's  heMth, 
Braiding  their  long  frir  hair  Rir  featal  bogn; 

Theae  things  are  pest ; — a  apirjtoal  gleam, 

A  aolemn  glory,  robea  Ihem  in  that  dream 
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MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


YtL  if  Um  {Im  «r  Ufa*!  fteah  budding  jean 

In  thoM  pore  upecta  msf  no  moro  be  cMd, 
Tb«nM,  too,  balh  wnow  nteHed,— «iid  the  teui 


Bat  oh  '.  more  Nrfl,  mors  lender,  breathiog  more 
A  thought  of  pity,  thm  tn  vaoiBh'd  days : 

While  bovaring  lileatl;  and  brightly  o'er 
The  loaie  ooe'i  head,  thej  meet  her  apirit'a  gaze 

With  their  inimoitil  eyes,  that  teem  to  aay, 

"  Yet,  tiiter,  yet  we  kre  thee,  omne  awaj  1" 

T  vin  bde,  the  radiutt  dream !  and  will  aha  not 
Waks  with  mom  palnAil   yaaming  il    her 
heartT 

Will  not  her  bom*  aetm  yet  a  lovelier  apot, 
Hettuk  more  aad,  when  Ihoae  bright  litadowi 


Bat  let  her  hope  be  atnog,  ami  let  tb«  detd 
Vid[  her  aoa]  in  hceTeu'a  eahn  beauty  atiU, 

Ba  their  lumHa  ntter'd,  lie  tbeir  niemory  apirad 
Yet  roond  the  pUee  they  neTcr  more  may  fill ! 

All  ia  not  over  with  nrth'a  broken  tie — 

Whore,  wltere  ahotild  litfen  leve,  if  not  on  hi^  1 


WRITTEN  AFTER  TtSlTINO  A  TOICB, 

Ntar  Woodttack,  fit  the  Couvty  «/  KUktunf. 


f  tiww  wheie  Ibe  lip  of  atme  laid  low, 
Whete  the  doat  had  gathur'd  on  beanty'a  bniw ; 
Where  atillnflaa  hong  on  tiie  l«ut  of  Inve, 
And  a  marble  weeper  kept  wvtch  abore. 

I  atood  in  the  nlence  of  lonely  thought. 


,  bright  bnUer6y ! 
Thou  that  doet  bear  on  thy  ftiry  wingit 
No  burden  of  inottal  anfltfinga! 

Thw  wert  flitting  peat  that  aolemn  tomb, 
Orer  x  bri^t  world  tS  joy  and  bloom. 
And  ftraogely  I  felt,  ai  I  mw  lliee  ibine^ 
The  all  that  eerer'd  %  life  and  mitu. 

Wae,  with  ita  inborn  mysterioua  thinga. 
Of  lore  and  ninf  ita  muatbom'd  apringa. 
And  quick  thoDghta  wandering  o'er  earth   and 

•ky> 
With  vmeea  la  qneatkn  etecnit; 


7%ne,  in  ita  reckleaa  and  joyoua  way. 
Like  an  embodied  breeze  at  play  1 
Child  of  the  aualight '. — thou  winged  and  ftee ', 
One  moment,  me  momenl,  I  enyled  thee ! 

Hiou  art  not  lonely,  though  bom  to  room, 
Hiou  baat  no  loogmga  that  pine  tor  home, 
Thou  eeek'at  not  Uie  haunla  of  the  bee  and  bird 
Tofij  &om  the  aickneaa  of  Itope  defbrr'd ; 

In  thy  brief  being,  no  dril!]  of  mind. 
No  buundleaa  paauoD  a  deeply  abrined; 
While  I— «■  I  gaud  on  thy  awift  flight  by, 
Otw  hour  of  my  aoul  aeem'd  infinity  [ 

And  rihe,  that  vaicetme  below  me  ilept, 
Flow'd  not  her  acoig  6ma  a  beart  that  wept  T 
"^  lore  and  aoug,  though    of  heaTcn  year 
powere, 
Dark  ia  your  &te  in  thia  world  of  oora '. 

Yet,  eie  I  tum'd  from  that  ntent  place. 
Or  OMaed  from  watching  thy  aunny  race, 
Tboti,  ereo  tbon,  on  those  glancing  winga, 
Didat  waft  me  riaiaaa  of  uigiiter  thinga  1 

Thol^  thai  doat  image  the  freed  aoul's  birth, 
And  ita  flight  away  o'er  the  miata  of  earth, 
Oh !  fillr  Uiy  path  ia  through  flowera  that  riaa. 
Roand  tlie  MiV  chamber  wWe  geniua  lie*  I 


PmLOGUE  TO  THE  TBAGEDT  OF  FIESCa 


.  (DdpH&nwdutbeTbBUn  Bull.  DvUk.  Df 


Majeaticat.        .  ..      _  _      _     .. 

Monlderkig  to  melody  a  alranger  tongue. 
Bi-BTB  hearta  leap'd  proudly  to  llmr  worda  of 

aword  bound*  forth  in  battle'*  hour ! 

rain'd  homage  o'er  Ibe  impaMioai'dlaj*, 
III  lonng  teera,  more  elaqoant  than  piain; 
\^1iila  we,  &r  diatant,  knew  not,  dream'd  not 

or  the  high  marreli  by  that  ma^c  wrought, 

But  let  the  barriera  of  the  wa  give  way. 

When  mind  aweepa  onward  with  a  conqoettir'a 

And  let  the  Rhine  dinde  Ugh  aonla  no  moM 


To  ua,  though  fiunlly,  may  a  wandering  toae 
Of  the  &r  minadelay  at  lart  be  known; 
Soundi  which  the  thrilling  pulae,  the  burning  ti>ai 
Have  iprDDg  to  greet,  miut  not  be  alrangera  hem 
And  if  bj  one,  mora  oaed,  on  march  and  healh, 
~   Ibe  ahrill  bdglc^  than  the  tnoaa'*  bna<li 
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With  ■  inrm  heart  the  offeriuff  halh  bean  bronghl 
\ai  in  ■  tnutiiig'  loydty  of  tBmigfat, — 
So  k.-t  it  be  received '. — a  Soldier'a  hud 
Bean  to  the  breut  of  no  an|«neroiji  land 
A  aeed  of  ibreign  ihoreB.    O'er  thii  &ii  dime. 
Since  Tm  heard  the  harp  of  ancient  time, 
tlath  BODg  held  mapin ;  then  if  not  with  Fanu, 
Let  the  green  iale  with  kindiua  Htm  hie  tim, 
'nie  joy,  tb«  power,  of  kiodred  aoag  to  apruan, 
Where  once  that  blip  "  the  wNil  of  mniic  ihed !' 


A  FAREWELL  TO  ABBOTSFORD. 

_  Tbm  Km  ««  tina  u  HrWiIw  Ssdo,  U  Ik*  (•>•  ■ 


Uqir  ar  the  gifted !  &r«  thee  well. 

And  a  Uemnguo  thee  real; 
While  the  heather  waTee  iti  purple  bell 

O'er  moor  and  nMNintain  creet; 
^bile  ilTeani  to  ilTeam  annuid  thee  ealla, 

And  bnea  whh  brooin  are  dreit, 
Glad  be  the  hupbg  in  thy  halls — 


While  the  high  Toice  ftom  thee  aent  fbrtb, 

Bidi  rock  and  eaim  repl;, 
Wkkening  the  ap irita  of  the  North, 

Like  a  chieftain'a  gulharing  ery  ; 
While  ita  deep  maatcr.tonea  hold  awaj, 

Aa  a  king'i,  o'er  erary  breaat, 
Home  of  the  Legend  and  Ibe  Lay  1 

A  bleating  on  thea  reat. 

Jot  to  thy  hearth,  and  hoard,  and  boww  < 

Loojf  bononra  to  thy  line  ! 
And  hnrta  of  proof;  and  baoda  of  power. 

And  bright  namea  worth*  thine! 
fiy  the  merrr  atep  of  childhood  itill 

Maj  thy  fiee  award  be  preat ! 
—While  one  prood  polw  in  the  land  can  thriO, 

A  bleanng  on  thee  teat ! 


SCENE  IN  A  DALECAELIAN  MINE. 

"Ok!  bndlr.  (imoUr.  iboM  tvn  lad  lni4. 


ITirrE.  with  your  torohea,  bade!  make  fire 
Tbey  apced,  Okj  prca»-what  hath  the  n 


1  or  treaaore,  giant  awnd  oT  oldT 

a,  bedded  deep,  rich  Tuna  of  burning  gold  T 

It  eo— the  dead,  the  dead !    An  awe-Mmeb 


Before 
Fearful, 

Making 


ge  gatberiiw  roond  the  ailenl  atand, 

bj  one  feelug,  hoafainr  e'en  llmr  breath, 

be  thing  that,  in  (he  might  of  death, 

yet  beautifiil,  amidat  them  lay — 
-  ■* ■ —  not ! — a  youth  with  hair 


■  Bunny  glean 


Had  toucli'd 

A  mkn  of  olber  daya,  a  (arb  of  yore. 

Who  oould  unfold  tba  myalery?     From  dw 

throntt 
A  woman  wudly  broke ;  her  eye  was  dim, 
Aa  if  through  many  teatij  thnwgh  ngila  long, ' 
ThroDgh  weary  atralnings  :  —  3l  had  been  tm 

Those  two  had  lonidl  And  there  be  lay,  thedewl, 
In  his  youth'a  Sower — ai>d  abe,  the  Uving,  (food 
With  hergny  bair.wlieBce  bna  and  gk«  had 

rarted  Ibrm,  and  cheek,  wboae  fliubinr 
blood  ^^ 

HadkogahKieebb'd — a  meeting  aad  and  atnnge ! 
— Ob !  aM  tut  meeting*  ia  thia  world  of  change 
Sadder  than  parting  oft !    She  stood  then,  atil^ 
And  mute,  and  gazing,  all  her  aool  to  SU 
With  the  lored  &ee  oooe  moro— the  young,  bir 

idat  that  rude  caTem  tonch'd  with  aeolptiira^ 

Brace, 
torchlight  and  by  death  ; — nntil  at  laat 
im  her  deep  heart  the  B]»ril  of  the  paat 
Gush'd  in  tow  broken  tooca ; — "And  there  thai 

art! 
And  thua  we  meet,  that  Iiived,  and  did  bat  part 
Aa  for  a  few  brief  hoora !— Mr  fiiend,  my  fiicnd  ! 
Firat  lore,  and  only  one !  ia  thia  the  end 
Of  hope  doftrr'd,  youth  Uigfaled  !   Yet  thy  brow 
Still  weara  its  own  proud  beauty,  and  thy  cfacnk 
flmil^  —  ho^  unchan^'od ,' — while  I,  the  wont, 

And  &ded— oh !  tboa  woddat  but  aoon  bk  now. 
If  thou  oouldrt  look  ua  me  !— •  wilber'd  Ifaf, 
Sear'd  — though  for  thy  Bako—bf  the  hlaat  of 

fhua!    For  thou didal  go, 

Bearmg  my  imapj  on  thy  heart,  I  know. 
Unto  the  dead.    MytHric!  thrmigh  Ibe  night 
How  ha*e  I  cafl'd  thee !   With  the  morning  light 
How  ha.v6  I  wntch'd  fix  thee!— wept,  wandcr'd, 

Vray'd, 
Met  the  fierce  mountain-tempest,  nndianay'd. 
Id  search  of  thee !    Bound  my  wikh  lift  to  one, 
One  tijtaring  hope!  Now  let  me  die!  Tiagoae. 
Tako  t^  betratbed!"  — And  eo  hia  hreeat  At 

— Oh  I  tinee  their  youth's  last  r-TtintiatB  ht»- 

well. 
How  changed  m  all  but  love!  — the  tme,  IIm 

Joining  in  ^th  whom  liTe  had  parted  lofif  I 
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— Iliey  had  one  |[nt»— ema  loaelf  bridal  bed — 
No  friend,  no  kiiumui,  there  ■  tear  to  ihed ! 
/fU  aame  Imd  ceued— i«r  beut  outliTed  ekcb  tie, 
Onoe  nwre  to  look  on  thtt  dead  '  '  "   ' 


A  THOUGHT  OF  THE  FUTURE. 

Dkiuick  t  and  wMildrt  thoa  know 
If  Ixnre  |;oe*  wilh  u  to  the  Tievloie  boaine  T 
Wouldit  (Am  beu  bence  Ih*  untmthiHii'd  norce 
of  woe 

In  thj  heut'i  lonelj  am  I 

Whit  bath  it  been  to  thee. 
That  power,  the  dweller  of  thy  Kcret  breaitT 
A  dure  Knt  forth  scroM  ■  itorniy  Ma, 


On  a  wild  itreun,  that  recUeanly  awept  bji ; 
A  Toica  of  mniio  ntler'd  to  the  blast. 
And  winoing  no  repl  j. 

Even  wars  aoch  amwcr  thine, 
Wouldatthmi  be  blari7— too  ile^deaa,  too  pto- 

An  thraool'ihiddoiqiringa;  tliere  ia  no  line 
Their  depth  of  Ion  to  myaai. 

Do  wA  wordi  &iat  and  &i]. 
When  thou  woiddft  fill  tbexn  with  that  ooean'a 

As  thine  own  dieeh  befl:^  high  thoughts  grow* 
pale 
In  aome  o'arwhalming  power  T 

Doth  not  tl^  ftail  Ibnn  aiuk 
Beneath  the  chain  that  binds  Ifaee  to  one  spot. 
When  th;  heart  alriTea,  held  down  b;  minj  a  link 

Where  th]r  belorod  are  noti 

If  not  thy  Tcry  soul 
Ofl  in  the  gtuh  of  powertoas  blessing  shed. 
Tin  a  Tain  lendemesa,  beyond  control. 

Bows  down  thj  wear;  head  ? 

And  wouldat  thon  bear  all  tAts, 
The  harden  and  the  ahadow  of  thy  lile. 
To  troable  the  bias  skies  of  cloadlea  Uiss, 

With  earthly  ieelingv'  atrife  I 


And,  ok  '.  its  bleaamgs  tiirt 
Siower'd  like  rich  bainm  tbith  on  some  deu 
bead, 
ericas  no  more,  a  gift  shall  sniely  bear, 
A  joy  of  sunlight  shed ! 

Let  nte,  then,  let  me  dream 
That  lore  goes  with  us  to  the  ahore  unknown , 
otar  its  bumCng  tears  a  heantnly  glooio 
In  mercy  ahall  be  thrown ! 


A  THOUGHT  OF  HOME  AT  SEA. 

Tia  tone  CO  the  waters. 

When  OTo'a  moomfiil  bell 
Senda  fbrth  lo  the  runaet 
A  note  of  &rewel] ! 

When,  borne  with  the  afaadowa 

And  ninda  aa  they  aweep. 
There  oomea  a  limd  memotv 


Not  leil'd  and  nuntlad  with  dim  cbods  of  care, 
Hat  spirit  of  my  sod  aboold  with  me  go. 
To  breathe  edeatial  atr  : 

Bat  u  the  sky-laik  springs 
To  hs  own  ai^ere,  where  night  s&r  is  driven. 
As  to  Its  place  the  flower-seed  findeth  winga, 

So  most  lore  meant  to  HesTan ! 


Thooght  ante  thou^tahali  kindling  impulse  gire. 
As  light  mi^t  wake  a  lyre. 


When  the  winz  of  Ibe  eea-ur 
la  tom'd  to  Her  nest. 

And  the  heart  of  the  Bailor 
To  all  he  lores  bsL 

T  is  loos  on  the  walen— 
That  hour  hath  a  speQ 

To  bring  back  iweet  Toices^ 
And  words  of  &rewall! 


A  THOUGHT  OF  THE  ROSE. 


How  muoh  of  memory  dwelk  amidst  thy  Uoom, 
Rms  •'  ever  wearing  beauty  Ibr  thy  dower  1 

Tbe  ^idal  day — the  Ketivst— the  tomb — 
Thou  hast  thy  part  in  each,  thou  stateliosl 

llienfbre  with  Ihy  soft  breath  come  iloating  by 
A  tbouaand  images  of  lore  and  giiei, 

Dreams,  fiU'd  with  tokens  pf  mortality. 
Deep  IhooghlB  of  all  things  bcaatifbl  and  brief 

Not  such  thy  spalls  o'er  those  that  huPd  thee  ftnt. 
In  liie  cl«r  light  of  Eden's  golden  day : 

Tiers  thv  rich  Inves  to  crimson  g^ory  burst, 
Link'd  with  do  dim  romembtnce  of  decay. 


1  ooEour'd  now  S; 
Sorely  where  death  is  n< 
Yet  maj  we  i — '  ' 
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THE  BELL  AT  SEA. 
nm  iilM  alM  Uh  Ball-Botk,  h  (bi  u 


Fit  orer  cliff  and  mr^ 
Swept  the  deep  •onnd. 
Making  each  wild  wind'a  Higa 


Tet  that  fiinereil  tone 
The  BiloT  blesa'd,       * 

Sbwring  throiiffh  darknew  on. 
With  feulBH  breart. 

E'en  eo  maj  we,  that  float 

On  lift'i  wide  aea. 
Welcome  e&cb  warning-  note, 

6(om  tbouf  h  it  be  1 


ChanniDg  her  ctcd  Lo  teara.    The  apoiler  tet 
Hii  acal  of  silence.     But  there  beam'd  a  Hiiila 
So  lii'd  and  bol}?  from  that  marble  brow, — 
Death  gazed,  and  tell  il  there  ^-lM  dand  not  «ti 
The  lixnct-rini;  of  Hearwu 


THE  SUBTERRANEAN  STBEAH 

■-Tboau 


Dabklt  thou  ^idcat  onward, 
Tbou  deep  and  hidden  wave  ! 

The  laughing  sunahine  hath  not  hiok'd 
Into  uiy  aocret  cave. 

Hit  curreat  mtket  do  miaie^ 

A  hoUow  •oond  we  bear, 
A  muffled  voice  of  myatcrj. 

And  know  that  tboa  art  near. 


THE  COTTAGE  GIRL. 

A  cniu)  beraia  a  hamlet's  feimt  al  ptay , 
Her  &ir  ftco  laiufainr  at  the  tonnj  daj ; 
Hie  cfaeeriiil  i^ber  laboor  leairaa  awhile. 
To  gale  on  HeaTen'a  and  Elarth'i  unaollied  imile 
Her  happy  d>^  bMka  oa  her  dimpled  cheeka. 
And  of  bu  joj  in  hii  own  lan^age  apcaka ; 
A  giuh  of  watera,  trenniloaily  bright,     - 
Kindling  tbo  air  lo  gladneat  with  uieir  light ; 
And  a  soft  gloom  b^ond,  of  lummer  trees, 
Darkeninif  The  turf^  and  abidow'd  o'er  bj  these, 
A  low,  dim,  woodland  cottage  : — tbia  waa  all  I 

What  had  the  acene  fbr  memory  to  recall 
With  a  fond  look  of  lore  T   What  eecret  spell 
W  ith  the  heart'*  pictures  made  its  image  dwell  7 
What  but  Dm  apirit  of  the  jajron*  child, 
Tlial  ftedil;  Ibrth  o'er  stream  and  rordore  smiled, 
Casting  upon  the  common  thmgs  of  earth 
A  brightness,  bora  and  gone  with  infant  mirth ! 


PEATB  OF  AN  INFANT. 

DxATH  found  strange  beaotj  on  that  ehcmb  brow. 
And  daah'd  it  ont — There  waa  a  tint  of  rose 
<3n  cheek  and  lipr-he  lonch'd  the  veins  withiee. 
And  the  rose  faded  >  forth  from  those  blue  eyes 
Tliere  spoke  a  wiahfU  tsndemea, — a  doabt 

Whether  to  griere  or  sleep!  which  ' 

Abne  can  wear.    With  mlhleta  b 


No  brighter  line  of  Terdore 

Followa  Ih J  IodcIt  way  j 
No  lalry  mosa,  or  Uly'a  cup. 

Is  freshcn'd  by  thy  play. 

The  halcyon  doth  not  seek  thee. 

Her  gtotiouB  wings  to  lure; 
Tbou  know'st  no  tint  of  the  aommar  aky 

Thou  dark  and  bidden  ware  1 

Tet  oDCe  will  day  behold  thee. 


There  wilt  thou  greet  the  sunshine 
For  a  moment,  and  be  lost. 

With  an  thy  melancholy  soimds. 
In  the  ocean's  bilbwy  hosL 


O'er  nwoy  a  soal  hare  roU'dl 

Those  earth-bom  strange  miagiTinga  .  ■ 
Who  hath  not  foil  their  power  I 

Tel  who  hath  breathed  them  to  his  fHeod 
E'en  in  bis  finidcst  hoar  I 


The;  dimly  follow  far  from  earth 
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macELLAHEOUs  pcnais. 


Wild  u  their  oonne,  ind  loDely, 
And  &uitk«  in  nun'i  bread  ; 

Tbsj  come  tod  gcs  and  leave  tu>  traoa 
Of  their  uf  ateiioDi  quMt. 

Tet  larel;  miut  their  waoderiagi 
At  length  be  like  tbj  way  i 

Tbaz  ihiMlowi  a<  thj  watera  loet. 
In  one  bright  flood  of  daj  1 


Tbod  that  with  pallid  cheek, 

And  ejee  iii  ladnese  meek, 
And  bded  locka  thmt  hnmUj  swept  the  ground. 

From  their  long  wnnderings  won. 

Before  the  alUwaliiig  Boo, 
Didit  bow  tliee  to  the  earth,  ob,  loot  and  found ! 

W)mo  Ibou  wooldM  bathe  hie  feet. 

With  odmm  richlj  eweet. 
And  man;  a  tbtmet  of  woman'*  boroing  tear, 

And  dr;  them  with  that  hair, 

Brongfat  low  the  diut  to  wear 
From  the  crowded  bevUy  at  Ita  featal  jrear. 

Did  he  reject  Ifaee  then, 

Whila  the  aharp  ecom  of  men 
On  thy  ooce  bright  BiM  itaielr  head  wa*  coMl 

No,  fiom  the  Bavioui'e  mien, 

A  lolemn  lifht  eerene, 
Dan  to  thy  KnI  the  peace  of  God  at  laiL 

For  tbee,  their  amilaa  no  mace 

Familiar  facet  wore, 
Toicee,  once  kind,  bad  leam'd  the  itnuiger'i  tone, 

Who  raised  thee  up  and  bound 

Thj  aiknt  ajririt'i  wound  7 
He,  from  in  gwil  the  slainleat,  He  alone  ! 


1  tboM  word*  .of 

That  o'er  the  hmiaed  reed, 

ConduDn'd  of  earth  to  bleed. 

In  muiic  pan'd,  "  Thy  nni  are  all  forgii 

Waa  it  that  periiuDe  ftmght 

With  balm  aai  ineeme,  l«o<tritt 
From  the  niraat  woodi  of  Arab;  the  blea 

Or  that  6«t  flowing  rain 

Of  teara,  whidi  not  in  min 
To  Biia  who  acoru'd  not  tears,  thj  woei  eonfeii'd  T 


iaerea, 
B;  that  Meat  acrificei 
Thy  heart,  thy  fitll  doep  heart,  before  Him  laid. 


THINGS  IHAT  CHANGE 


Ehow'rr  thoa  that  lea 

Where  dliei  once  iiaye  been  ? 
When  the  calm  wave  ia  aieeping. 

Their  towen  may  yet  be  aeen; 
Far  down  below  the  glaaay  tide 
Han'a  dwelling  '■  where  hU  Toice  hath  died ! 


Which  kinga,  their  armiee  leading, 

Ha«e  linger'd  to  behold  T 
A  •horl,  imooth  grconiward  o'er  them  ip. 
Ia  all  that  marki  where  heroe*  bind. 

Know'it  tbon  that  now  the  token 

Of  templca  once  renown 'd, 
b  bat  a  pillar,  broken. 

With  graae  and  wuU-flowere  <at)wn'd  t 
And  the  lone  aerpent  rears  her  young 
Where  the  trilui>[dKiiit  lyre  hath  lung  ) 

Well,  weD,  I  know  the  atory 

Of  age*  pen'd  away. 
And  the  moumfiil  wrecki  thai  glocv 

Hh  left  to  dull  decay. 
But  thou  haat  yet  a  tola  to  learn 
Hare  fiill  of  wanilng*  aad  and  ttarn. 

"Hit  pnuivo  eye  bot  rangea 


6-'*        •    ' 
Oh  !  the  deep  toul  ba*  cbangea 

More  wiTowffal  than  all. 
Talk  not,  while  Iheae  helbre  the*  thtMg 
Of  ailence  in  the  place  of  long. 

See  acorn — whtte  lent  baa  periah'd; 

Dialruit — where  friuidahip  grew  1 
Pride — where  ddco  oatnro  obenah'd 

AH  tender  ihongbta  and  trae ! 
And  ihadowf  of  obliTion  thrown 
O'er  every  trace  of  idola  gone. 

We^  not  for  tomba  &r  eoaUer'd, 
For  lemplea  pruatrate  kid — 

In  thine  own  heart  lie  ihatter'd 
The  altan  it 


By  the  lonefa  of  the  moontaia  at  _ 
ThoD  haat  fii'd  our  ark  of  refhge. 

Where  the  epoiler*!  foot  ne'er  trod ; 
For  the  atrength  of  the  hiHa  we  blaaa  Ihaa, 

Our  God,  OUT  &tiMi'a  God  <. 
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"  FlDDf  from  Umw  ill 
Lioht  Bath  pierced  the  lonet  bowen^ 
Ltke,  and  pool,  and  food  ban  been 
Kiodled  bj  their  midBiffat  ibiwi 

"  WIten  ia  DOW  dw  ftMticig  Ugb  ? 
Wbeie  tl»  iMdly  minatnliiy  T 
Where  the  toorae^ '■  linjinf  tpeai  1 
—I  am  lole  and  iilent  here '. 

"In  m;  hooM  do  hearth  ia  crowu'd, 
TbnKi{h  njt  ban  do  wine  foama  round, 
B;  m^  gatm  hath  ceawd  the  la; — 
All  Ihiijia    all  tbii^  paaa  away  1" 

Yea  !  tbT  waniing  vtooe  I  knew, 

3'      1  uid  iti  tala  ii  true; 
ii  paaainff,  or  bath  poaa'd — 
Than,  thjaeu;  mtut  periah  kM ! 


:;  ooe  ttung  ahall  Uude  ; 


LIGHTS  AND'SHADES. 

1^  glooniieat  daj  hath  gleanu  of  light. 
The  darkeat  wan  hath  bright  fbam  near  it  I 

And  twinUea  tlirough  the  doudieat  niglit 
Some  lolitorj  atar  to  cheer  iL  ^, 

7^  ^loornieit  aoul  ia  not  all  giaora ; 
The  aaddeat  heart  ia  not  alt  aadaeia ; 


b,  nor  dsalh,  ^m  fiitnre  cktaei ; 
And  fonitd  the  abadow;  btow  of  oara 
Will  hope  and  &11C7  twine  Unir  rowa. 


MONUMENTAL  INSCRIPTION. 


a  dai-ken'd 
w  Tcil'd  with  dost, 


We  have  but  ttnt  01 

But  Ihou,  oh  Heavan !  keep,  keep  what  Ttaihaal 
taken. 
And  with  our 


"nte  ipiril  meek,  and  Tct  hf  pain  imabakin, 
I     The  laitb,  the  lore,  ^m  fcftr  con&Uacj, 
Guide  Da  where  UUat  are  with  our  airter  floiwi 
Tb«r  were  of  Tbe«,  and  thoa  haal  daiai'd  ih 


EOKflES  AND  HIS  SIST^. 


GuEH  wave  the  oak  fix  ever  o'er  thj  reel. 
Thou  that  beneath  ita  orowBing  {eGage  ale«pe 

And,  in  the  itilbuaa  oT  tl^  oomitry'a  tnaat, 
Thy  pUce  of  memory,  a ''~  *■ '  ■ 


Rest, bard!  real, agldieri—br.lIieBLlher'a hand 
Here  ahall  the  child  of  after  rean  be  led, 

With  hie  wreUh-oSeriDf  aihntlj  to  atand. 
In  tho  budl'd  presence  of  the  gloriou  dead. 


That  Ijre  and  aword  were  bi 

TTiai  halt  a  hero'a  tomb : — a  lowliet  bed 

la  hera,  the  gvntJe  giti  betide  thee  lying. 
Hie  gentle  girl  that  Iraw'd  her  fair  young  beadi 
'  '■"  "1  wert  gone,  in  ailsat  aorTow  dying', 

mie  &ieud!  the  tender  and  Uie  bn*^' 
She  piaed  to  ahace  thy  grave. 


[lie  genti 
Wbenl 


Tbm  haat  thine  eok,  ibj  ttDfbf  i—trkat  kut, 
ahaT 
Her  own  blaM  pface  bf  thaa  ^ 
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HISCEtXANBOU   FOIOIB 


It  wu  tfa^  •pirit,  brotbttt  1  wbioh  hmi  made 

The  bnfht  euth  i^orioui  to  hor  Ihoughtliil  oy*, 
Sines  fint  in  childhood    'mldit  Ihe  liaes    je 

Aud  eent  glsA  ainfiajf  throagfa  the  fi«e  bine 
■ky. 
Ve  were  but  two — uid  when  thit  apint  peii'd, 
Woe  to  the  cue,  the  lut ! 

Woe,  jet  not  long ! — She  lin^d  but  te  tn«« 

Thine  Imofe  from  the  imifs  In  her  breut. 
Once,  once  a^ain  to  aee  that  Uiried  Gice 

But  amile  upon  her,  ere  riie  vent  to  leat 
Too  **d  a  amile !  ita  living  light  waa  o'er, 

The  oarth  grew  silent  when  Ihj  Toioe  departed. 
The  home  loo  lonely  whenie  thy  step  had  fled; 

What  then  wu  left  for  her,  the  niithM  hearted  1 
Death,  death,  to  atiU  the  yearning  tor  the  dead  ' 

Softly  ahe  periah'd : — be  the  Sotrer  deplored 
Here  with  the  lyre  and  aword ! 

Have  je  not  met  ere  now  T — ao  let  thoae  tniat 

That  meet  for  mainenl*  but  to  pan  Ibr  yeua. 

That  woep,  watdi,  prij,  to  hold  back  dust  &am 

dnat,  . 

Iliat  love,  when  love  is  but  aftiint  of  tears. 

Brother,  aweet  lifter !  paaoe  around  ye  dwell — 

Lyre,  aword,  and  flower,  fhrewdl  !* 


THE  SPELLS  OF  HOME. 


^  the  ahiver  of  the  ii jJea*«» 

To  the  wbd  of  mom  at  thj;  caKHwnt « 

the  beea'  deep  munniir  in  the  Ume^ 

the  mnuc  of  the  Sabbath  ehisM, 

every  aomid  of  thy  native  ahade, 

Sirooger  and  dearer  the  apelt  i*  Biad& 


e  fairy  tale  or  the  legend  old 


In    the    parting    prayer  and  the  Idod  "Oun) 
nifht;" 
the  amiliog  eye  and  the  loving  tone. 
Over  thy  life  baa  the  spell  beei|  tbiovn. 


And  blesa  that  gift — it  balfa  eenlle  nJglu^ 
A  goaidion  peww  and  a  gui£nf  light- 
It  hath  led  the  fteenun  &tb  lo  aluid 


1  through  which  thine  eye 

By  the  dewy  gleam,  by  the  very  breath 
Of  the  primrose  lutia  in  the  graaa  beneath, 
Upco  thy  heart  there  ■■  laid  a  ipell. 
Holy  Hd  preoioas — oh!  guard  it  wclll 


M  fbUmtlot  lim  iimallT  iMnwad  M  iJx  aalkw  of 
'    ilM  leDvibla  hihar  or  Konn.  Kin,  Bilk  Uh 
rritB  Iha  "Lm.  Saonl.  aad  Flamr"  hn 

ftvoadUdwi  LvRao  iMn- 


Tlutdtr  Ztna'i  T^ir. 


In  Ihe  monntain-battlea  of  hla  land ; 
It  hath  brooghl  the  wanderer  tfa  the  aaaa. 
To  di«  on  the  hUb  itf  his  own  freah  breeie , 
And  back  to  Ihe  galea  of  hii  ftther'a  hall. 
It  hath  led  the  weeping  prriligil 

Yea!  when  thy  heart  in  ita  pride  would  itrB^ 
Froi  1  the  pore  fint  loves  of  ita  youth  away , 
When  'he  suliying  breath  of  the  world  wou/d 

O'er  tiie  flowen  it  bt««ght  frea  ita  c^iUbaod-* 

Hunk  thou  ogaia  of  Iha  woodj-  gbde, 
Jie  Bonnd  by  the  rustling  ivy  made, 
I  of  the  tree  at  thy  frther's  doe*, 
Ihe  kisdly  spefl  lUI  have  power  oow 


THE  FALLEN  LIlfE-TREE. 

On,  joyaf  thepeaaant!  OsWety  Ubw 
Thoa  art  bllen  in  thy  goMen  hoaey-time. 
Hiov  whose  wavy  shadows, 

Long  and  long  ago, 
ScreenM  our  gray  JorefUbers 
Fhnn  the  noontide'*  glow ; 
Thou,  beneath  whoae  braaehee, 

Toueh'd  with  moonliglil  gleuw, 
I-ay  out  «ar(r  poela 
Wrapt  in  hiry  dreama. 
ObMof  ourbthera!  O  hallow'd  tre« ) 
A  glory  is  gone  hma  our  home  with  that 


WheiarfialliK 


Or  the  bee  a>d  bo>ay, 

Aa  OB  thy  sweat  leaveaT 
Where  ahaD  now  the  ring-dor 

BntM  again  b«  nest  t 
Bhe  so  Imw  (he  inmate 
Of  thy  fragrant  breaatl 
Bnt  the  sons  of  the  peasant  have  kat  bl  Uhb 
■" '"'  tbs  riog-iLvn,  ftrmora  thaP  * 


boel 


iglizedoyGOOglf 


^na  UEMANS' wosKa 


LmI^  uid  prDfiNmd, 
FUlot  Jbwt  dinuiew, 

OtkmrwM  loAHiimd; 
B«l  tha  genlla  nmiMricB 

Oiogiof  all  to  thMv 

When  iluai  tbs  j  ba  gmtbat'4 

Round  another  Ireel 

0  prida  of  ooi  fUb«n ;  O,  hillow'd  b 

nie  ctown  of  tba  hui^  w  fallen  in  1 


THE  FBEED  BIRD. 

flw  Iku  Ik*  wmiDw'i  lllfM, 


Rnnut,  ntum,  mj  Bird ! 


■  I  am  free,  I  am  fi«e,  I  retam  no  mora  I 
'Hie  w«arf  time  of  the  etge  u  o'er  ! 
Through  the  rolling'  cloudi  1  cui  toa  on  btghi 
The  Ik?  ii  arouDil  me,  the  biighl  Uoe  ik; ! 


I  aee  the  wkrei  fluh  on  the  sannjr  thore — 
I  am  &««,  I  em  free— I  retarn  no  mom!" 

Alaa,  alaa,  n;  Bird  L 

Why  Mek'et  thou  to  be  freeT 
Wert  thoQ  not  blert  in  tbj  little  bower, 

Whcm  thf  aoof  breathed  nanght  bat  glee  1 

-Did  1 


And  the  ftmnt  oncheck'd  in  ita  kmdy  iJaj 
And  the  odoan  that  wander  afar,  awaj  Jr 
Farewell,  farewell  then,  Bird  L 
I  hare  oallM  on  apiriti  gooc, 
And  it  may  bo  tbcy  joj'd  lilte  thte  to  fort, 
Liks  thee,  that  wort  all  my  own ! 


Tbej  aprang  from  the  earth  with  a  bnnt  of  power. 
To  the  atrenglh  of  their  winga,  to  their  tnumph'i 

Call  them  not  back  when  the  chain  ia  riroi, 
Wbon  the  way  of  tho  pinloa  ia  all  tlirough  boaiteD ! 
Farewell ! — With  my  aong  through  tho  clo«d«  I 

potce  the  bins  akiea — I  am  Earth'a  Bo  meter 


I  l»«atb»  naught  but 


1LT 

Did  the  nnce  of  ths  eaptiTs  aeem  aweet  to  thee  T 
—Oh !  hadat  then  known  ita  deep  meaning  well ! 
I',  had  lalea  of  a  burning  heart  to  tell ! 
'  From  a  dream  of  the  forest  that  mnsie  wpnng, 
Through  ita  notea  the  pea]  of  a  torrent  rang; 
And  ita  djina  bll,  when  it  aooth'd  thee  beat, 
Sigh'd,  fin  wild  flowers  and  a  leafy  neat" 

Bird! 

ur  and  bright! 
I  htTO  aeon  t£e  glance  of  andden  joy 
In  ita  quick  and  dewy  light 

*  It  flaah'd  with  the  fire  of  a  lamelea*  raoe, 
With  the  Boul  of  the  wild  wood,  my  native  place  '. 
With  the  sjutit  that  panted  Ihrough  heaven  to 

iVoo  DM  not  back — I  retnm  ni 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE 


The  voicea  of  two  forert  boya. 

In  yeara  when  hearta  entwine. 
Had  fill'd  with  cliildhood'a  merry  ni«ae 

A  nlley  of  tlie  Rhine. 
To  rock  and  atieam  that  aonnd  wia  known, 
Gladaoms  aa  hunter'a  bugle-tone. 
The  aunny  laughter  of  their  eyes 

There  had  euch  vineyard  seen ; 
Up  oiery  cliff  whence  eagka  riae, 

ITieir  bounding  step  had  been  i 
Ay !  their  bright  youth  a  glory  threw 

O'er  the  wild  place  wh^iin  they  grew. 
But  this,  as  day-aprine'e  flush,  waa  brief 

Aa  early  bloom  or  dew  ; — 
Alas !  n  is  but  the  wither'd  leaf 

Iliat  wears  the  enduring  hoe! 
77mm  rocks  along  the  Rhine's  fair  shore, 

Blight  girdle  in  their  world  no  mom. 
Fw  now  on  manhood's  verge  they  stow^ 

And  heard  life's  thrilling  call, 
As  if  a  silver  clarion  woo'd 

To  some  high  festival ; 
And  parted  aa  yonng  brothers  part. 
With  love  in  each  nmalUed  beiirt 

Tlier  potted— soon  the  patha  divide 

Wherein  our  atop*  were  one, 
Xiike  river-branches,  Oa  and  wide 

Dtsmvering  as  they  run. 
And  making  atrangera  in  their  coonn 

Of  wavee  that  had  the  same  bright  aoore 
Met  they  no  more  ? — once  more  they  mot. 

Those  kindred  hearta  and  true  1 
T  wDS  on  a  field  of  death,  where  yet 

The  battle-thunders  flew. 


iglizedoyGOOglf 


K18CELLANEODB  FOElfS. 


Ttwwhthsfii 
Andtbendn 


But  u  tin  ectnbal  oloMd,  thaj  found 

For  teader  thoo^bti  ■  space. 
And  tir'a  upon  that  bloodj  gnmiid 

Boom  for  sue  brier  embnce. 
And  poDc'd  tortb  oo  otch  oUmt'i  neck 
Such  teu«  u  wurion  need  not  cbeck. 

The  miati  o'er  boyhood'i  memocj  iprewl 

All  melted  with  Ihame  Iraia 
The  &cet  of  tbe  holj  dud 

Rou  u  in  Txniih^  jeui : 
Tha  Rhine,  the  Rhbe,  the  erer  bkna'd, 
I.iilod  ill  Toice  in  emch  flill  breut  t 

Oh !  wu  it  lien  t  time  to  di«  I 

It  wu!— UiBt  not  in  nin 
The  mil  t£  childhood's  puril^ 

And  peace  micht  turn  again. 
A  ball  iwept  fiirlk— 'twaa  raided  well— 
Heart  onto  heart  those  btoUwn  felL 

I^PPTi  ft  txpFy  tlios  to  ^! 

Bearing  from  earth  away 
ABbctiuM,  gifted  ne'er  to  iaak 

A  shadow — a  decay, 
A  pasunf  loach  of  diange  or  chill, 

A  breath  of  aught  whosq  Weath  can  kiU. 

And  ther,  between  whose  ■erer'd  souls, 

Once  in  cloae  union  tied, 
A  enlf  is  set,  a  canwnt  rolls 

Fi»  erer  to  diride, — 
Wen  majF  lity  tavj  such  a  lot, 

Wboae  heart*  feam  on — but  mingle  not 


HAN  AND  WOMAN. 


\j  tfie  stain'd  window  shed ; 
rbo  records  of  tb;  name  and  race 

BaTo  ftded  fltnn  the  stcne, 
ITet  Ihrmwh  a  cloud  of  jeirs  I  tract 

What  tbm  hart  been  and  done. 


g  out  o'er  man;  a  fight . 
A  war-cry  ringing  far  and  clear, 
^AndstriHig  to  turn  the  Bight; 
An  arm  that  braTelj  bore  the  luioe 

On  ftr  (he  holy  shrmn, 
A  Bangh^  heart  and  kingly  glanoe^ 
Oaiefl  wtmnottheaaUungithiMl 


A  lofty  plaoe  where  loadcia  sale 

Around  tha  council  board ; 
In  festive  bollB  a  chair  of  slate. 

When  the  blood-red  wine  was  potu'd ; 
A  name  that  diew  a  [Toudor  tone 

Fram  herald,  harp,  and  bard ; 
— Sorely  theae  things  were  all  thine  awn, 

Bo  hadit  thou  liij  reword  > 

Woman  !  whose  sculptured  form  at  red 

By  the  arm'd  knight  is  laid, 
With  meek  banda  folded  c^  thy  treart 

In  rautron  robes  arroy'd ; 
What  was  %  tale  ?— Oh,  gentle  mate 

Of  him  (he  bold  and  free. 
Bound  unto  his  Tictorious  &to. 

What  bard  hath  sung  of  (Am  f 

Ht  woo'd  a  bright  and  burning  star ; 

Thine  was  the  Toid,  the  gloom. 
The  Btiaining  cje  that  follow'd  fkr 

His  oft-recedmg  ptama; 
The  heart-sick  liitening  while  his  steed 

Sent  echoes  on  the  breeio ; 
The  pang — but  when  did  fame  take  bead 

Of  griefii  obMiiirB  oa  these  7 

Thy  ulent  and  secluded  boora, 
Thraogh  many  a  lonely  day. 


Who  foopit  on  Syrian  fJ 
Thy  watchings  till  the  torch  grew  din,— 
ntte  Git  no  miDstrel-atrains. 

A  still  sad  lift  was  thine  1 — long  year*. 

With  taaka  nnguerdon'd  flvnght, 
Deep,  quiet  love,  aubmiaiiTa  tcata, 

Vigils  of  aniioni  tbongbt; 
Praycn  at  the  croaa  in  fervour  pour'd. 

Alma  to  the  pilgrims  given ; 
O  happy,  happier  than  thy  lord 

In  that  lone  path  to  heaven  \ 


ON  THE  TOMB  OF  MADAM  LAN6HANH 


Of  mingled  prayer  they  told ;  of  sabbath  hours  ! 
Of  mom'a  larewell,  andevening'abtesDdmeelinji 
Of  efaildhood'a  voice,  amidst  the  household  bowvra 
And  boaodiDg  step,  and  nnileof  jnyonsgreetiiig , 


„t,i.a,G00glt' 


na  BEHAIV  WURKK 


IhittboD,  joonf  mutlwr!  tolfav  lealla  faaut; 
Didn  take  thj  balie,  uui  laaMj  to  depwl 

Hi>w  BfUj  hopM  bt*a  ipnnif  in  ndiuos  bMioa ! 
'I'beu  tnce  ^M  %hti  tha  diut,  wbera  tiMw  tit 

A  >oleiiui  m  oonm  o'er  dm,  and  a  Mnwi 

Ol'  tiianiBh,  bleat  with  ottare'i  null  of  weapinfr, 

Aa,  kindlmc  np  the  aiknt  atoae,  1  mee 


Slunbenr '.  love  calla  Uioe,  fbc  the  night  is  put; 
Put  on  the  immortal  beantj  of  Ih;  waking  ', 
CaptiTo!  •ndbeu'itlboiiDot  thelminpet'lblaat, 
Tba  km;  TictOTiooa  note  thj  bondigi  breaking! 
Tbon  h^'at,  thoa  auwereat,  "  God  of  Earth  and 

Heaven!  ** 

Here  am  1,  with  the  child  whmn  thou  I  i*t  gircn ! 


OWEN  GLYNBWYE'S  WAR  iOSQ. 


Saw  jelbe  UanngitarT 
Tba  beaTnia  look  down  on 

And  lig-ht  her  torch  on  high  : 
Bright  oa  the  dragon  creat 
It  tdia  that  florj'i  wiug  ahall  reit, 

When  wamora  meet  to  die  I 
Let  earth's  pale  (jnmti  read  deipair 

Aid  TODgeance  in  ila  flame, 
Hail  ve,  mf  buda  !  the  omen  6ur  , 

Of  eoDqoeal  and  of  &ine. 
And  awall  Ilia  niahiqr  mouDtain  aii. 

With  aonga  to  GlTndwjr'a  nai^ 


At  Hie  dead  hour  of  night, 

Uark'd  je  bow  each  mateatic  bdghl 

Born'd  in  ita  awfti  beaniaT 
Red  ^Mno  the  eternal  mowa, 
And  all  the  land,  aa  bright  it  rose, 

Waa  lull  of  glorious  dreama, 
Oh !  oiglea  of  tbe  battlaa,  riae  ! 

Tbe  hope  of  Gwynedd  wakea — 
IL  b  Totu  banner  in  the  ikiea, 

llrongh  each  dark  ctoud  that  hretka, 
And  miuitlea,  with  triumphal  dtea. 

Your  thouaand  biila  and  lakea  1 

A  BODnJ  ia  on  the  breele, 

A  mnrniar,  aa  of  awelling  aeaa ! 

The  Saxon  '■  on  bia  way  ! 
Lo  1  apear,  and  ahicid,  and  lance. 
From  Dera'a  wavm,  with  lighlning  glanoe. 

Reflected  lo  the  day. 


A  conqueror'!  chaioa  lo  bear  ! 
t  thoae  who  wake  tho  soul  that  d' 

On  our  free  winds  bewarel 
i«  rreenert  and  the  toTeliest  di  ~ 

Stay  be 


May  be  the  lion'i  lair ! 


Of  (M  tikes  told  the  an 
And  •  ■      ■ 


Who  walk'd  <ai  earth  aa  powm; 
And  in  Iheir  bmning  atraina, 
A  apell  of  ni{4«  and  mj^taj  reign, 

To  gtMM  ovr  mountain  twwura. 
— In  BnOTTdon'a  oavea  a  prophet  \*f . 

Beftre  Ub  ^Aad  aigM 
The  march  of  agaa  paa>Vl  Mny 

With  bero  footatepa  bright ! 


SWISS  BDHE«ICKNESa. 


/  "HmB^Bin,  mniin  H  Baortr,"  Aa. 

WHlivoai  so  Bad  and  (kint,  mj  beaitT 

TIm  itrangsr's  hnd  ia  fair ; 
Yet  wearv,  weary  Bttll  thou  art — 

What  fiod'at  thou  wanting  there  T 

What  wanting  r— an,  oh !  Bill  kre! 

Am  I  not  lonely  here  T 
Throngh  a  Mr  land  in  Booth  I  ttira, 

Yot  what  bke  home  ia  dearl 

Ht  home ',  oh !  thither  would  I  Ay, 

Where  the  free  air  b  awoct, 
Hj  Sttbei'a  vuce,  my  mother's  eye. 


My  hUIa  with  all  their  soaring  steepa. 
With  all  their  glaciers  bright. 


Oh !  hat  to  hear  tbe  berd-bell  aatmd. 
When  ahepboida  lead  tbe  way 

Up  the  high  Alpa,  and  children  bovMl 
And  not  a  lamb  will  atay  1 

(Hi  !  bat  to  climb  the  uplands  fine. 
And,  where  the  pure  atreami  loam 

By  tbe  blue  shining  lake,  lo  aca 
Once  more  my  bamlcl-hsme  1 

Here  no  Amiliar  look  1  trace ; 

I  touch  no  friendly  hind  i 
No  child  laughs  kindly  in  my  &c«— 

Aa  in  my  own  bright  land  J 


THE  VOICE  OF  GOD, 

"  I  land  1I17  nrin*  La  rlMianleB,  sndl  vui 

Amimt  tbe  thrilhng  leavsa,  thy  ymae, 

At  evening's  lUl.  dnw  uar  t 
Father !  ancfdkl  1 


.y  Google 


mmCELUtSEOCB  POBMS. 


IHd  Dot  Ma  haul  within  bim  bai^ 
ToQch'il  bj  &•  Miiema  Um»  t 

Not  n!  tbr,  mist  to  nWn, 
Iti  purity  wu  foM. 

rh«refbn,  *miilit  hotr  itnam  uid  btr 
His  mnt  ihoak  with  itmA, 

And  00*4  tbe  csdus  in  that  bonr. 
To  Tsil  fail  OMMciwn  bsad. 


THP  POETHT  OF  THE  PSALMS. 

Vim.1  Dij  Kag,  O  Biimtnl !  nah'd  lo  neet 
Th'  EUnul  cm  tbe  pothwi^  at  the  blast. 
With  darknea  roonl  hiai,  u  «  muds,  eaat, 


And  bads  ths  Ireinbling  n 

And  th«  bent  cedars,  sn 

But  &r  mon  glorioiialj  te      

Bj  that  high  (train,  tkan  by  ths  thondar's  i 

Than  flashinff  torranls,  or  tbo  dcmii's  roll; 
Jshovah  ipoka  tbniogh  ths  inbreilbinf  fire. 
Niton's  Tut  realms  for  eTer  lo  inspire 

With  tbfl  deep  worship  of  a  living  seuL 
DuUiB,  April,  laas. 

THE  WANDERER. 

Pimp  tm  Omu  ii(Sei»MI  Vos  LsbMk.* 

I  omn  down  from  tbe  hilla  iIoDe, 
Mist  wraps  the  nle,  the  biUoin  moan ; 
I  wsDder  on  in  thaaghtliil  care. 
For  erer  uking,  sighing — Whire  7 

Tbs  sunshine  ronnd  seems  dim  and  «oU, 
And  flowBrs  are  psle,  and  lift  ia  old. 
And  words  &1I  sooltsas  on  mj  ear, 
Ohl  1  am  still  a  stranger  here. 

Where  art  tboo,  land,  s«««t  land,  nine  own  t 
StJU  aought  for,  longed  Sx,  nerer  known ! 
The  land,  the  land  i^hope,  of  light, 
Whore ^ow  my  rgees,  fisahly  l^ght; — 

And  where  my  Stiends  the  green  paths  tread. 
And  where  in  beauty  rise  my  dead ; 
Tbe  land  thai  speau  my  native  spoecb, 
77u>  blessed  land  I  may  not  reach  1 
I  wander  on  ta  Iboaghtfbl  oars, 
F<ir  en»  asking,  lighing — WtiereT 
And  spirit-sounds  come  inawering  this, 
"  nerc,  mAst*  Oau  ft  nn,  then  is  Uim." 

•8m  Uh  oniistl  is  Ibi  DobUs  Viinaki  HsfMist  ftw 


Tirc  SHEPHERD  POET  OF  THE  ALPS 


TbaonarUHlH 


Which  the  fbuntuin-masio  fills ; 
Singing  of  the  snoiv-peakB  bright 
And  tM  royal  ^glo's  Sight, 
And  the  cours^  and  the  graoe 
Foster'd  by  the  chamoit-chsae : 


Wherefore,  from  a  dungeon  cell 
Did  those  notes  of  fieedom  awoD, 
ih'eathing  sodoesa  not  their  own. 
Forth  vith  every  Alpine  tone  t 
Wherefore  T — Can  a  tyrant's  ear 
Brook  the  moantain'windi  to  hear 
Wlien  each  blast  goes  pealing  by 
With  a  scmg  of  liberty  I 


WhUe  tbe  Ui 

There  the  falcon  pierced  the  cloud, 

While  the  fiery  heart  was  bow'd ; 

Bnt  this  might  not  long  endure 

Where  the  moantaioJtoaua  were  pur*  t 

And  a  valiant  v<uce  arose. 

Thrilling  all  the  ailent  snows; 

HU — now  singing  fkr  and  tona. 

Where  the  young  biceie  ne'er  was  knswnl 

SiDging  of  the  glad  blue  Rky, 

Wildly — and  how  mournfully ! 

Arc  none  but  the  wind  and  the  lommer.geyer 
To  be  five  where  the  hilli  onto  he»ven  aapire  i 
Is  the  sou!  of  Bong  from  the  sleep  glens  past, 
Nov  that  their  poet  is  chain'd  at  lut  7 — 
Think  of  the  mountains,  and  deem  not  >o  > 
Soon  shall  coeh  bloat  hke  a  clarion  blow. 
Yesl  though  forbidden  be  every  word, 
Wherewith  that  spirit  the  Alps  hsth  stirr'd, 
Vet  er'n  as  a  borfcd  stream  through  earth 
Roils  on  lo  another  and  brighler  birth. 
So  shall  the  vcdce  that  hath  seem'd  to  die. 
Bunt  Ibrth  with  the  anthem  of  Liberty  ! 

And  another  power  is  moving 

In  a  bosom  fi»id1y  loving  i 

Oh !  B  UBter'i  heart  ii  deep, 

And  her  Bpirit'i  stroog  to  keep 

Each  light  link  of  eerW  hours, 

All  sweet  scents  of  childhood's  Sowers ' 

Thus  each  lay  by  Emi  sung 

Rocks  and  cryatst  caves  unong. 

Or  benesth  the  lindon-lcaves, 

Or  tbe  ealnn's  vinc-hnng  oave^ 
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-    Rapid  though  u  tHrd-nutca  gtuhii^, 
Tniuienl  u  >  van  ck  iiok'i  fliiibinfi 
Each  in  young  Tsrea'a  brenit 
L«ft  iU  Bury  wordi  impreM'd  ; 

Tmtured  Ibcre  iiy  ererf  liw 

Ai  a  lich  book  oa  ■  biddon  ifariiM ; 

Fair  waa  thai  Ions  girl,  and  meek, 

Wilh  ■  pale  tnnapareol  cheek. 

And  a  deep  fringed  tiolst  eve. 

Seeking  in  aweet  shade  (o  lie ; 

Or,  if  raised  to  glance  abore. 

Dim  with  ita  own  dewa  of  km ; 

And  ■  pare  Madonna  brow, 

And  a  ailver  voice,  and  low. 

Like  the  echo  of  a  flalqa 

Even  the  lut,  ere  all  be  mots. 

But  ft  bllier  soul  waa  bsgd 

In  the  orptita  aiatei'a  mien. 

From  that  hour  when  chains  defiled 

Him,  the  high  Alps'  nobis  child  ; 

Tonea  in  her  quivering  voice  awoka, 

As  ir  a  Jiarp  ol'  battle  ipoko  ; 

Ligbl,  that  soem'd  bom  of  an  eagle's  Deal, 

Flash'd  from  her  aofl  eyes  nnreprcu'd ; 

And  her  totra,  like  a  spreading  water-flower. 

When  ita  6vl  cop  swells  with  a  Buddea 

Seem'd  all  dilated  with  love  and  pride. 
And  grief  for  that  brother,  her  joaag  beait's 

Well  might  they  love ! — those  two  had  grown 
Orphstis  together  and  alone ; 

The  silence  of  the  Alpine  sk^ 
Had  hiuh'd  their  hcarli  lo  piet;  ; 
The  tnrf,  o'er  tlicir  dead  mother  [aid, 
Had  been  their  alur  when  the;  praj'd ; 
There,  more  in  tenderness  than  woe. 
The  stars  had  seen  their  jooog  tesra  flow ; 
The  clonda,  in  spirit-like  descent. 
Their  deep  thou^ls  by  one  touch  had  blent. 
And  the  wild  storms  link'd  them  to  each 

Bow  dear  can  peril  make  a  brother 

fi  T  b  their  hearth  a  forsaken  spot, 

Tlw  vine  waves  nnpmned  o'er  their  a 

Away,  in  that  holy  affection's  might. 

The  maiden  is  gone,  like  a  breeze  of  the  night; 

She  is  gone  forth  alone,  but  her  lighted  bee, 

Filling  with  soul  every  secret  place, 

Hath  a  dower  Bum  heaven,  and  a  gift  of  sway, 

To  arouse  brave  hearts  in  its  hidden  way. 

Like  the  sudden  flinging  forth  on  high. 

Of  a  banner  that  starteSi  silently ! 

She  hath  wsnder'd  through  a  hamlet-vsle. 

Telling  ita  children  her  brother's  lole; 

And  the  strains,  by  hia  spirit  pour'd  away, 

Frerly  sa  fountains  might  shower  their  spray. 

From  her  fervent  lip  a  new  life  have  caught, 

And  D  poww  to  kindle  yet  bolder  thought ; 

White  somelimea  a  melody  all  her  own. 

Like  a  gush  of  tears  in  its  plaintive  tone. 

Hay  he  beard  'midst  the  lonely  rocks  lo  flow, 

Clni  thnnxh  the  waler-chimes— dear, yellow! 


'  Tboa  "rl  not  where  wild  Bowm  wave. 
O'er  drag  and  (parry  ots  ; 
TbtM  'rt  not  wtxne  pines  are  soimdinf , 
Or  joyoos  tsnents  bounding — 

Alas,  my  brother ! 

"  Tbon  'rt  not  where  greea,  on  high, 
Tbe  brighter  putures  lie  ; 
Ev'n  those,  tlime  own  wild  plaeea. 
Bear  of  our  chain  dark  traces : 

Aba,  my  biotb«rl 

■*Far  bath  the  sunbeam  spread. 
Nor  found  tby  lonely  bed ; 
Long  hath  the  &eab  wind  sought  6iiee, 
Nor  one  sweet  whisper  broogfittlwe — 
Alsa,  my  brother  I 

"  Thou,  that  for  jcy  wert  bom. 
Free  aa  the  wings  of  mom. 
Will  aught  thy  yonng  life  cherish, 
Wbsn  lbs  Alpine  rose  would  pMuhT 
Alas, my  bcotber! 

"Canst  Ibon  ba  singing  still, 
As  once  on  evcir  hiU  7 
la  not  thy  soul  KHsaken, 
,   And  the  bright  gift  from  thee  taken  T 

Alaa,  alas,  my  brother !" 

nd  lau  the  bright  gift  fiwn  the  captive  fled  T 
Like  the  fire  on  bis  health  waa  bis  afurit  dead! 

o  ', — but  as  rooted  in  stillness  dcep^ 
The  purs  stream  Jily  its  place  will  keep. 
Though  lla  taarfill  urns  to  the  blast  may  qnivsr, 
While  the  red  waves  rush  down  the  fi»ioin| 

So  freedom's  ftilh  in  his  boaom  lay, 

Tremblinr,  yet  not  lo  be  boms  away  I 

He  tbonglit  of  the  Alps  and  their  breciy  air. 

And  lelt  that  hia  country  no  chaina  might  beat; 

He  thought  of  the  hunter's  haughty  lite. 

And  knew  there  must  yet  be  noble  strile; 

But,  oh  !  when  thought  of  thai  orphan  maid 

His  high  heart  melted — he  wept  and  pny'd  I 

For  be  saw  her  not  as  she  moved  e'en  theo, 

A  wakensr  of  lieroes  in  every  glcn. 

With  a  glance  in  smred  which  DO  grief  could  tama, 

Bearing  on  hope  like  a  torch's  flame. 

While  the  strengthening  voice  of  mighty  WTaogs 

Gave  echoes  bau  to  her  thrilling  sonn  ; 

his  draams  were  fill'd  by  a  faannluig  lone, 
Sad  as  a  aloeping  inftnt's  moan ; 
And  bis  soul  was  pierced  bj  a  moumfhl  era, 
Which  look'd  on  it — oh  !  tiow  besecchingiy  ! 
And  Ihere  floated  past  bim  a  fragile  form. 
With  a  willowy  droop,  aa  bcneatL  the  atorm ; 
Till  wakening  in  anguish,  his  laint  heart  strsva 
In  vain  wilh  its  burden  of  helpless  lore  ! 
— Tlina  woke  the  dreamer  one  weary  ni^it— 
There  flash'd  Ihrough^iis  dungeon  a  swift  strtng 

light) 
He  sprang  up — he  climb'd  to  the  grating-ban. 
It  was  not  the  rising  of  moon  or  stars. 
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Bat  ■  nnul  Buna  from  a  Mak  of  nww, 
Book'd  uiiough  Ibo  dark  ikiei  to  and  fto! 
Thera  abot  IbrUi  anotbu— another  gtiO— 

A  hondred  anawon  ( 

Tomn*  like  pine*  in 
SajoaJj,  wildlji  the  bright  apire*  plaf. 
h  ia  hail'd  with  a  pealiag  ahoQ^ 


Wta  the  high  Alpa  wavinv  their  hi 
Emi !  joung  Emi !  tha  land  hu  liaea '. 
— Aki  f  to  be  lone  in  thy  narrow  prlaon ! 
Thow  fi'oe  itreamera  gUncinj)^,  tnd  thou  not  there  I 
— Ii  tho  moownl  of  rapture,  or  fierce  deepair  I 
— Uark!  there's  a  tumult  that  >htkc*  hia  oelll 
At  thegatea  of  the  mountain  nitadal ! 
Uuk !   a  clear  voice  through  tha  rode  aomidi 

ringiof, 
— Doth  he  know  the  alrain,  and  the  wild,  awael 


"  There  maj  not  long  be  fettcn 
Where  tha  cloud  ia  ia  earth'a  arraj. 
And  the  briglit  flooda  leap  from  cave  and  ataep, 
Like  a  Dunter  on  the  prej ! 

"Tliere  may  not  kmj  be  ftttera 
Where  the  white  Alpa  have  their  lowertj 
Dnto  Mgle-homea,  if  the  arrow  comet. 
The  ohain  it  not  for  oun  l" 

It  ia  ibe  t — She  ia  come  like  a  day^apring  bMm, 
Stie  that  to  moomfblly  ahadow'd  hia  dream  ! 
With  bar  ahining  ojei  and  her  buoyant  fbnn. 
She  ia  Dome ! — her  tear*  on  faia  cheek  are  warn 
And  0 !  the  thrill  in  that  weeping  voice  ! 
"  M/  brother,  my  brother !  come  Cirlh,  rojinoe '/ 


THE  WiXCOHE  TO  DEATH. 


■JiwyaaJ  Ctntalra. 

1^00  art  welcome,  O  thou  warning  vmee^ 

My  eon]  hath  pined  ibr  thee ; 
Thou  art  welcome  as  aweet  tounda  fivm  abort 


I  bear  Ihee  in  the  matling  wooda, 
In  the  ngbing  vernal  aut  i 

Thou  oolTat  me  &om  the  lonely  earth. 
With  a  deeper  time  tbw  theira. 

Hie  Igadr  earth!  aince  kindred  ttepa 
From  ita  green  patha  are  fled, 

A  dimneea  and  a  liuah  have  &ll'n 
O'er  all  ita  beauty  apread. 

Hte  aiknco  of  the  onantwariiig  aool 
Ii  on  me  and  around  i 

Myheart  hath  echoei  but  fi>r  liUe, 


Tlionat 


•dl 


Voice  aJUr  vuoe  balh  died  awaj, 

Once  in  my  dwelling  heard, 
Sweet  hooaeboM  Dime  by  name  bath  cbangi 

To  grieTa  forUdden  word ! 
From  draama  of  night  on  each  I  call. 

Each  of  the  &r  rentoved ; 
And  waken  to  my  own  wild  ery 

Where  are  ye,  my  beloved  T 

Te  left  me  '.  and  earth'i  Sowers  grew  filTd 

With  ncorda  of  tbe  paal. 
And  atari  pour'd  doivii  another  light 

Than  o'er  my  youth  they  ceat : 
Tb«  akylark  singi  not  ai  be  aaog 

Whni  ye  were  by  my  aide, 
And  monmfiil  tonea  are  in  the  wind 

Unbaard  bafiire  ye  died  1 
Thou  ait  wdcoaoe,  O  Ibon  BDmmantr ! 

Why  abould  tbe  lait  tunun  T 
What  e^  can  reach  m^  heart  of  hearta, 

Bearmg  in  light  agnm  } 
Even  could  thia  be — 4do  mueh  of  tea 

O'er  love  would  aei 
Away,  away  I  from  time,  from 

To  dwell  amidit  mine  own ! 


THE  PRAYER  FOE  LIFE. 


and  fair  earth ! 
Sweet  ia  your  kindly  mirth. 
Angel  of  death !  yet,  yet  awhile  dcby ; 
Too  nd  it  ii  lo  part, 


For  me  the  fUUnff  leaf 

Toochea  no  chord  of  grief^ 
No  dark  worm  in  the  reae^  beacm  Eeai 

Not  one  trinrnphali  tMie, 

One  hue  of  hc^ie  is  gone 
From  aong  or  bloom  bcnMth  Ibe  atmuDer  tU 

Call  ma  Dnt  hence  away. 

Death,  death !  ere  yet  dewy 
Over  the  gtdden  hour*  one  ihado  haa  ttrovn 

The  poety  that  dwella 

Deep  in  green  wooda  and  delli^ 
Still  tomyapirit  apeakaof  joy  alone. 

Yet  not  tor  tbia,  O  death ! 

Not  for  the  vernal  breath 
Of  winda,  that  ahake  fiirlfa  mouc  ftom  tba  tr 

Not  Ibr  tbe  iplandoor  given 

To  night'a  dark  r«gal  heaven, 
Spoiler  I  I  aik  thee  not  reprieve  fin  tAeaa. 


branch  and  flower 
A  rainbow-tinted  ihowar 
Of  rieher  life— apue,  Bpare  me  yet  awUIt  I 
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And  I  Um  land  of  *ll, 
Oo  w 


n  twty  tip— oh !  will  tkan  tml  Hcb  tin  T 
Street  sistera!  wcire  ■  chiin 
Mf  iinrit  to  detain ; 
IMd  me  to  cuth  with  itrang  tSlic&m  beck ! 
"'    '    le  with  miglily  Iot« 

S(ty  with  n: 

Of  hope— •  light  a 

my  eonl'i  iiodin|  knell. 

That  mamiDn  of  brewall ! 
Hjw  an  I  leave  thii  riDg  at  fciodMl  )mm«! 

Deatli  [  gnmt  ud  are  than  Iboi* 

That  woo  jonr  dark  repoee 
'MiJat  ths  rick  beuil;  of  (he  glowi>|t  euth  T 

Surely  aboat  tliem  Ilea 

No  world  of  loTtng  ejaii — 
Lean  me,  oh  lean  ne  ante  home  and  heutfi  1 


THE  BATTLE-FIELD. 

1 1  iios'd  on  th*  Add  when  the  battle  waa  spread. 
When  thotuaada  tlood  ibrlfa  io  Ihdr  j^laiuuiit 

And  the  beam  frgm  the  riael  of  the  Taliant  waa 


I  HW  the  dark  fbroal  of  lancea  appear, 
Aa  the  eon  of  the  harrestuaaumbec'dlhef  stood; 
1  farard  the  etcm  shout  aa  the  tbemen  draw  Dear, 
Like  the  atorm  tliat  Uya  low  tba  proud  pinea  of 

AGir,  the  barahnoleaof  themr-drumweren^'d, 
Uprouaing  tiie  wolf  from  tha  drptli  uf  hia  lair ; 
On  birh  to  the  euat  aticaiu'd  tho  banner'a  red 

fold. 
Or  the  death-doee  of  bate,  and  the  acowl  of 

despair. 


wild  weed  and  thistle  (rew  rank  on  the  plain, 
■  [h'd  ia  the  low  voili^ 


Not  a 

To  maik  the  kne 


Asii  the  tBm  soAly  aifh'd 


Omnoved  by  tha  lake  in  ita  lumr  of  lepoea, 
And  bright  shone  the  atsrs  throufh  the   sky's 

deepen'd  blue ; 
AnI  sweetly  the  son;  ef  the  nirht-bird  aroee. 
Where  the  Ga-^on  lay  gainoiM  wMi  its  pearl- 

dropa  ofdew. 
But  where  awapt  the  ranks  iif  thai  oark-ftowninf; 

host, 
Am  tho  ocean  in  ought  — aa 

■peed! 


le  grass-conr'd  mound  told  the  tranDer  alone, 
here  thousanda  lay  down  in  their  angniah  and 


Ob!  OI017!— behold  thy  &medpierdoa'seilcsit. 
For  this  toil  thy  skna  thnmgh  Ibeir  eaith-wsat. 

inglot: 
A  DBH  ne  tha  nii<  whan  mcfafs  teweoas  •!• 

A  graasi  with  il  taaanla  mweft  Htd  Sirsol ! 


THE  raoKEN  LrTK 


Lit  from  within  waa  bet  noUa  hmw, 

Aa  an  nm,  whence  rays  from  a  lamp  may  flow ; 

Het  young,  ckar  cheak  had  ■  chanfefiil  has. 

As  if  ye  might  aee  bow  the  soul  wnx^hittiMa^* 

And  enry  Bash  of  liir  feneul  eye 

Seam'd  the  bright  wakening  ef  Poety. 

Even  thus  it  waa! — frnm  ber  chDdhaoJIa 
years,— 
A  b^ng  of  snddeo  smiles  and  tears, — 
Pasiiaaate  visions,  quick  tight  sad  shades- 
Such  waa  that  high-bem  lUliaa  maid! 
And  tha  spirit  of  aoag  in  her  boeom-oeD, 
Dwelt,  as  tiie  odoun  in  Tioleli  dwell, — 
Or  as  tho  sounds  in  Mo^an  strings. 
Or  in  a^ien-teiTes  the  quivering* ; 
There,  ever  there,  with  the  UA  enshrined, 
And  waiting  the  call  of  tha  &inteat  wind. 

Oft,  on  the  wave  of  the  Adrian  sea. 
In  the  city's  hoar  of  moonlight  gia%— 
Oft  would  that  gift  of  the  aoothem  sky, 
O'erflow  from  her  lips  in  melody ; 
Oft  unidat  festal  halli  it  camcs 
Like  tba  springing  B>rlh  of  a  aaddan  BemB, — 
Till  tba  dance  waa  hnah'd,  and  the  ulrtrj  taoe 
Of  her  inspiration  was  beard  alone. 
And  Fame  went  with  her,  the  bright,  the  oon'd. 
And  Itfumc  floated  her  ttepa  aioniidt 
And  everf  lay  of  her  aool  was  borne 
Through  the  amny  land,  aa  on  wings  of  »«c& 

And  was  the  dan^ter  of  Ttnke  Uest, 
With  a  power  so  deep  in  bn  youthfU  breast  T 
Coatd  ahe  be  hi;^,  o'er  wboae  dark  eye 
So  many  change*  and  dreama  went  by  T 
And  in  wboae  oheek  tbe  swift  erimsoa  wTooght, 
As  if  but  bom  from  the  nsh  of  tbowhtt 
— ¥ee  1  in  the  brightness  of  joy  awhile 
She  moved,  aa  a  bin  in  the  soabesm's  tnaki 
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For  bet  ■pirit,  u  orer  bar  Ijn'a  Ml  dwd, 

All,  k11  DD  I  btppf  lore  wu  ponr'd  I 

Hdv  love*  K  hsait,  whence  the  ftreun  of  wottg 

Fiowa  tike  tbe  Ufejilood,  quick,  brigbt,uid  MmigT 

llow  lovei  a,  heart  which  hath  ever  proved 

One  bnnth  of  the  world  T — Even  lo  she  loved  1 

Blest,  Ihoueh  the  lord  of  ber  soul  ifir, 

Wu  charsin?  the  fbiemoct  in  Moeleoi  wir, — 

Bearing  the  Big  of  St.  Mirk's  on  high, 

Ai  B  ruling  itar  in  the  Giecuin  ekj. 

Froud  music  braatbed  in  bar  toag,  when  Fame 

Gare  a  (one  more  thrilMat  to  bis liigh  luine ; 

And  ber  trust  in  his  ioie  was  a  woman's  faith — 

Fsi&ct,  but  fearing  no  change  but  death. 

Bat  the  fielda  are  won  from  the  Ottoman  host. 
In  the  laud  that  quell'd  the  Persian's  boaat; 
And  a  thousand  hearts  b  Venice  bum, 
For  the  daj  of  trioTDph 
— Tbedi     ■ 


1*  inipind  one,  Ibe  HMid  of 
The  lute  he  lored  on  her  arm  she  bora, 
Jm  she  nnh'd  in  her  jo;  to  the  crowded  shore ; 
With  a  hoe  on  bet  oheek  like  the  damaak  glow 
Bj  the  Bonaet  gi'^en  onto  taotrntaiikmow, 
And  ber  ^  aO  fiU'd  with  the  spirit's  plaj. 
Like  the  aash  of  a  gem  to  the  changenil  daj. 
And  ber  long  hair  waving  in  ringleU  briglrt— 
80  cam«  IhM  being  of  Im^  and  Ught ! 
— One  moment,  Gnuiuia !  one  moment  more. 
And  lif^  all  the  bnaot;  of  life,  is  o'er  1 
The  bark  of  her  bver  balh  tooch'd  the  strand- 
Wbom  leads  be  tbrth  with  a  gentle  hand  7 
— A  jroong,  fiur  fbrm,  whoe  njmpb-Uke  graea 
Aeewded  weU  with  tbe  Gre<nan  &oe. 
And  tbe  e;e,  in  its  clear  soft  darkness  meek, 
A>d  the  babes  that  drocp'd  o'er  a  pak  rose  aback ; 
And  ho  bnk'd  on  thai  beauty  with  lender  pride — 
Tie  warrior  hath  tmmgbt  back  an  eaitem  bride  1 

Bat  bow  stood  sbei,  Ibe  forsaken,  there. 
Struck  hf  tbe  lightning  of  swift  despair  7 
Still,  as  amated  with  grief;  sha  stood, 
And  ber  cheek  (0  bet  neart  sent  back  tbe  blood. 
And  then  came  fhwi  her  quiveting  Up  on  word— 
Onl^  Iha  fan  of  bet  lute  was  beard. 


What  more  lemainMhT  her  day  was  done ; 
Her  Site  and  tbe  Btokan  Late's  were  one ! 
1^  Iwht,  Ibe  viaioa,  the  gift  of  powet, 
.ftmfa^ia  ber  khiI  in  that  motal  boor, 
Like  Ibe  rich  soand  from  tin  shatier'd  sbing , 


As  an  eag^  ■tnok  in  his  apwud  ftigfat. 
So  was  her  hope  &oa)  its  nidiaiit  height. 
And  her  sang  went  with  it  tor  erennare, 
A  gladness  taken  from  sea  and  abore ! 
She  had  moved  to  the  echoing  sound  of  &! 
Silentlj,  silauUy,  died  ber  nenn  ! 
Silenllj  melted  bet  lite  awaj. 
As  f  e  bale  seen  a  joung  flower  dae^, 
Or  a  lamp  that  halh  tnittl;  butn'd,  wqnre. 
Or  a  bright  atream  shrink  from  the  aununsr 
Leaving  its  dkaonel  all  dry  and  mnto— 
Woe  for  the  Broken  Hoart  and  Late  1 


THE   RECALL. 


CoiB  home ! — there  i*  a  totrvwio^  breath 

In  music  since  we  went ; 
And  the  early  Bower^oents  wander  by. 

With  mournful  memories  tdent : 
IIm  aonndi  of  every  tkonscJiold  Toiee 

Are  grown  more  sad  and  de^ 
And  the  sweet  word — bnAtr — wakM  a  wisb 

To  turn  aside  and  ws^. 


Of  many  a  greeting  (one, 
Tbe  time  of  hearth-light  and  of  aong. 

Returns — and  ye  are  gsBe ! 
And  darkly,  heavily  it  fUIs 

On  the  lotiaken  room. 
Burdening  tbe  heart  with  tendemea*^  , 

Thai  dsepeiM  IniU  the  gkMOb 


Where  finds  it  yon,  o( 

With  all  your  boyhood's  glee 
Untamed,  beneath  tbe  deaart'a  palm. 

Or  on  tbe  lone  mid  sea  ) 
'Mid  stormy  hills  of  battles  old. 

Or  where  dark  rivers  loam  7 
Oh !  111%  is  dim  where  ye  are  itot, 

Back,  ye  beloTed !  cone  home'. 

Come  with  the  leaves  and  winds  of  spi 
And  swift  lords  o'er  (he  main '. 

Our  love  is  grown  too  sorrowfiil. 
Bring  Ds  lb  youth  again  ! 


spring! 


Bring  uie  glad  (ones  (o  m 

BtUl,  still  your  home  is 

llie  spirit  of  your  sunny  life 


BtUl,  still  your  home  is  fair ; 

_   ur  sunny  li" 
Aioiw  is  wanting  there ! 


THE  MASQUER'S  SONG. 

Til  festal  ere  «*«  earth  and  afar. 
In  her  sunset  robe  koks  M|^t 

And  the  purple  hiUs  at  Sicily, 
With-tfior  vineyarda,  ki^h  in  light 
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lISaHEl[ANB>  WOBXa. 


jninglinf  •! 

B)d  with  vet  miM load  and  loAr  it 
Tb«7  ■ball  bdl  tba  Ti^arWL 


Thrir  MdcDca  waH*  aAr, 
Tj  float  o>v  Uw  blus  Sidliui  nu, 
Ai  the;  (Imud  Iu  Um  fint  pde  itu. 

Th«  ahepbtrd  freut*  tbem  on  hii  h^fat, 

Tbe  bemiil  m  liii  celt ; 
But  a  deeper  pnwsr  iluJ  bre&tba  to-nij^t, 

Id  the  ■omid  of  Qw  *eipa.faeU. 


TIME'S   SONG. 

<yn  lb«  brel  filiin  where  "*"""*■'"■ 

Greet  oh  u  1  go, 
(^er  iha  deM  I  <ri*t«  vriMM  fovnttiiis 


On  tlie  rload  bj  tught, 
I  un  nHhiD([  benco  aw&v ! 
Who  will  duin  m^  AiKbtT 

War  h»  weatT  watch  was  keepiiig ; 

I  bare  criiab'd  his  ipear ; 
Grief  wiihiii  her  bower  weeping, 

I  h  ive  di'iA  her  tear; 
Flea»ire  oau^t  a  minnta'a  bold — 

Thea  I  lurried  by, 
Laanna  all  her  banqoet  oold, 

AtMl liar  goblet  irj. 

Power  haJ  wen  a  thrvoa  of  ^arj— 

Whuro  ii  now  bia  fiuaet 
GanlDi  MJd— "  I  live  b  alivj  f 

Who  hath  beard  his  nameT 
Lo^'c,  btineath  a  mrrlle  boQ^ 

Wluai«r'd— »  Why  ao  fiat  T" 
And  the  iDaea  on  liii  brow 

Witlier'd  aa  I  paM'd. 

I  iK.Te  beard  tb«  beiftr  lowing 

(fM  the  wild  wave'a  bod, 
I  bare  aeen  the  billow*  flowing 

Whare  the  cattle  fed  i 
Whete  began  my  wanikainga  1 

HinKUT  wiB  not  mj ; 
W  hare  wiU  reit  my  weary  winp  T 

Srience  tunu  away. 


THE  HDGUENOrS  FABEWELL. 


I  hear  my  natire  rivw  h 


le  night  «'or  my  old  ftraMi  ftU. 


look  round  cai  tbe  darkening 
bat  mw  toy  childbood'a  pi 
low  wind  in  ita  riHDK  wail' 


'a°?Lya 


Tba...      „  .  _ 

Hath  a  atrange  tone,  a  aonnd  of  other  dl^ 
But  I  muat  role  mj  awelling  breath: 

A  lign  is  in  the  sky ; 
Blight  o'er  yon  gray  rock'a  eagle  noit 

Doinea  forth  a  warning  atar — it  luda  me  fl  j. 
My  ftther'g  nroid  i*  in  mj^  band, 

Hii  deep  Toioe  haonta  mine  ear. 
He  lella  ma  <^  the  nobla  band, 

Wboae  Uvea  have  lefl  a  brooding  ^oty  Iwnb 

He  bida  thoir  ofipring  raard  ftom  alain 
lliair  pore  and  lofty  Ailh; 
nd  yield  np  all  thinga  to  maintain 
Ttie  canae,  lor  which  they  girt  IbemaelTer  ^ 
death. 

And  I  obey. — I  leave  their  towera 

Unto  the  atrangor'a  tread ; 
Unlo  the  creeping  graai  and  flower* ; 

Unto  the  &ding  pietorea  of  the  dead. 

I  leave  their  aliieldi  to  alow  deeay, 

Tbeir  bannen  to  the  doat; 
I  go,  and  only  bear  away 

Their  old,  majeatie  name, — a  aalemB  trmtl 

I  go  up  to  the  ancient  hill^ 

^Vbere  ohaina  mar  never  be. 
Where  leap  in  Joy  the  torrent  riQa, 

Where  man  may  worahip  God,  alooe  and  flat 
Tlieie  ahall  an  altar  and  a  camp 

Impregnably  aiiie ; 
lliere  ahall  be  lit  a  qnoichkn  lamp, 

To  ahioe,  Dnwavering,  through  the  agea  akie& 
■hall  'midat  the  rocka  I 
rieaa  prayer  lacend; 
While,  thriltmg  to  God'a  holy  word, 

•m. . —  pjjj^  jjj  Bjujjti,^  heai. 

And  there  the  bnmbg  heart  no  mere 

Ita  deep  thought  ahtSl  aiippreaa, 
But  the  long-buried  truth  ahall  pour 

Free  correuU  thence,  amidat  tba 
"Hien  lare  thee  well,  my  mother'a  bower. 

Farewell,  my  ftther'a  hearth  ! 
Periih,  my  hooe !  where  lairieM  power 

Hath  rcDt  the  tia  of  biva  to  native  earth. 
Feriah  !  let  deathlike  silence  Gill 

Upon  tbe  lono  abode ; 
Spread  &at,  dark  ivy,  apread  thy  pall  i — 

1  go  up  to  the  mouDtaini,  with  taj  God. 


SABBATH  SONNET. 

How  many  blewed  groupi  tbia  hmn  are  baoAw 
Tluon^  ugland'i  primroae  meadow  path*  iInS 

Toward  apire  and  tower,  'oiidat  dwdawy  «!■»■  (». 


„t,i.a,G00glt' 


Semi  out  tbeir  inmatea  in  ■  happj  flow. 
Like  ■  Ires  Tenia]  ftreun.    I  nuj  not  tra&d 
With  Ibeia  thcw  MthwiTi,— to  th«  ftreriah  bed 
Of  noknesa  boond ; — jet,  oh  laj  God !  I  blen 
Thy  mercj,  that  with  Sabbath  peaoa  hath  fill'd 
My  cbialen'4  heart,  and  all  ita  thtobbinga  atill'd 
To  OM  dMp  calm  dT  lowlieat  tbankfiilaeM. 


THE  CUILDETS  DESTINT. 


No  mtetnai  of  the  hidden  akilt, 

No  wiiard  nnnt  and  Krim, 
Went  np  by  night  to  heath  oi  hm, 

TV)  rewl  the  atan  br  bim  I 
Hh  msirieat  ^1  b  aU  the  land 

Of  Tiae-enarcled  France, 
Beatow'd  upmi  hia  brow  and  hand 

Hot  triiilMopbic  ylaDce : 
"  I  bind  thee  with  a  apell,"  atid  ihB, 

"  I  tiga  thee  with  a  tigo ; 


Now 


No.w 
-Andtr 


llKbiai 


'i  heart  be  tbiiM ! 


rtthyd 


la  coloutlsH  and  cold. 
Nor  that  thine  eye  is  ilow  to  apeak 

What  only  eyei  have  told ; 
For  many  a  check  of  paler  white 

Hath  btuih'd  with  atnlon'g  kin ; 
And  many  an  eye  c^  leaaor  liffbt 

Hath  caaght  iti  fire  &om  bun  ; 
Tet  while  the  riven  aeek  the  aaa. 

And  while  the  young-  atan  afaine, 
•' 'a  kivo  ahall  light  oo  thee. 


Now 


laJl  bgbl  I 
rt  be  thin 


>  And  t  i«  not  thiat  thy^■pirtt,  awed 

By  beao^'a  niunbing  apell, 
Bhrioki  &iaa  the  force,  or  &om  the  flwid 

Which  beaaty  lovea  ao  well ; 
F«r  tboq  hart  levm'd  to  watcb  and  wak*t 

And  awear  by  earth  and  aky  j 
And  thon  art  Tery  bold  totak* 

What  we  mnat  ttUI  deny : 
I  cannot  (ell:  llie  oharm  wai  wronyht 

The  Upa  are  liffaUy  btsg'd  or  boii|^t, 
Tba  heart  may  tioC  be  thine  I 

ledMllbs 


And  oomplimenta  ftom  m 


And  one  abali  giv^percbanoo  bath  glnn, 

What  only  ij  not  love ; 
Friendahip, — oh !  auch  ai  aainta  in  heana 

Rain  on  oa  from  above. 
If  ahe  ahall  nieet  Ihee  in  the  bower, 

Or  name  thee  in  the  ahrine. 
Oh !  wear  the  ring,  and  guard  the  Aoweri- 

Her  heart  may  not  be  thine  I 

-Go,  ad  thy  boat  belbre  the  blaat. 

Thy  Iveaat  before  the  gaa ; — 
The  haven  ahall  be  reached  at  last, 

The  battle  ahall  be  won ; 
Or  mme  npon  thy  eonntry'a  lawa. 

Or  strike  thy  coantry'a  lute  ;— 
And  patriot  buida  ahall  aoond  applanaa, 

And  lovely  lip*  be  male : 
Go)  dig  the  diamond  IVom  the  wave. 

The  treaanre  from  the  mine  ; 
Kijoy  the  wreath,  the  gold,  the  grarci — 

"  I  charm  thee  frmn  the  wony 

Which  others  feel  or  feirn; 
Fnn  tncer,  and  ftom  ieJaoMV, 

EVom  doabt,  and  ftom  disdain ; 
I  bid  thee  wear  the  aoom  of  yeara 

Upon  the  cheek  of  yonth, 
And  cuti  the  lip  at  paeaion'i  tear*, 

And  ibake  the  head  at  truth : 
While  there  ia  bliaa  in  revelry, 

Forgetfulnesa  in  wine. 
Be  thon  &om  woman's  lovt 

Aa  woman  ia  from  thine  1" 


laftee. 


Wn  mia*  thy  voice  while  early  flowon  an  blow- 
And  the  fint  bloah  of  bloaaom  ckithaa  each 

And  the  spring  sonahine  round  onr  hone  is  glow* 
Soft  aa  thy  smile — Uioawoaldstbawith  us  now 

mijt  St .'— IM  urong  lAae  ^  tie  MrtJi^  fio^U— 
Could  our  food  gaie  but  follow  where  thui  srt. 

Wen  might  the  gloriee  of  this  world  seem  nai^ht 
To  the  one  promise  given  the  pure  in  heart. 


And  thy  calm  daya  in  brighlnesa  weni  to  fl'-* 
A  holy  iticam  onlroublcd  to  tik.  las*  . 
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Tbiu  rerii  th;  apirit  itill  on  IhoH  with  wboiii 
Th;  rtop  the  path  of  Jnjoai  iaVf  trod, 

Bidduif  tbem  mika  in  altar  of  thjr  tomb, 
Where  ebuten'd  thougbl  ma;  cSn  praue  I 


WOUAN  Ain>  FAME. 

W*>||  ■  happier  fcr  than  thoa. 
With  the  luirel  oa  thj  biwr ; 
Sbe  that  makea  the  hnnUert  hearth 
Lurci/  hot  to  me  on  earth. 

Tbon  heat  a  cbanued  onp,  O  Fasie, 
A  draught  that  inanllet  high, 

And  eeaoia  to  lift  thia  earthly  fiama 
Above  mortality. 

Away !  to  me — a  woman — brinjt 

Sweet  walw  fimn  aSbcIioD'e  fut- 

Tbon  hast  green  tanrel  Icbtm  that  twine 

Into  no  prond  a  wreath ) 
For  that  reajdendent  rift  of  IhiM. 

Heroci  bavo  imucd  in  deatli. 
(Ii*«  me  from  eome  kind  hand  a  flower. 
The  record  of  one  happy  hour  ! 

Thou  bail  a  voice,  whose  thrilUng  toite 
Can  bid  eaeh  life-paba  beat, 

Ai  whena  lmmpet*B  Dote  hath  blown. 
Calling  the  braTs  to  meat : 

6st<miBt,  let  m' 

By  words  of ' 

A  boDow  soand  is  in  thy  song, 

A  mockery  in  thine  eye. 
To  the  aiek  heart  that  doth  but  long 

For  aid,  for  sympathy. 
For  kindly  looks  lo  dieer  It  oa, 
For  tender  accents  that  an  gone. 

Fame,FWme!  tbon  canst  not  be  the  stay 

Unto  the  droo^nng  reed, 
Hm  cool  fieidi  fonntam  in  tho  day 

Of  the  aonl'i  fbverish  nood ; 
Where  most  the  lntte  one  turn  or  4ee  T 
Not  mito  tlue,  oh !  not  to  thee ! 


WASHINOTON9  8TATUB. 


Yn !  roar  thy  guardian  Hero's  form 
Oa  thy  pruntf  •oil.  thou  Wonlern  World ! 
A  iratAhcr  thnHiRh  esch  aign  of  itorm. 
O'er  F"y.donr»  tine  ujifiirrd. 


There,  as  beCm  a  abime  to  haw, 
Bid  thy  tree  sons  their  childreo  load 
The  liDguige  of  that  nalde  brow 
For  all  things  good  shall  plead. 

The  spirit  [ear'd  in  patriot  ligbt. 
The  Virtue  bom  of  Home  and  Heartii, 
There  calmly  throned,  a  holy  light 
Shall  poor  o'er  chaialesi  evth. 

And  let  that  work  of  Enftsnife  hand, 
Stent  throagh  the  blast  and  sorge's  roar. 
So  girl  with  tranquil  glory,  stsnd 
For  ages  oo  thy  ahore ! 

Such  through  an  time  the  greetings  be. 
That  irith  the  Atlantic  btlbw  sweep ! 


MARODERITE  OF  FRANCE." 


Tmc  Moslem  mean  wciv  gleaming 

Round  Damietta'g  lowon. 
Though  a  Christian  banner  fraa  her  wall, 

Waved  free  its  Lily-flowers. 
Ay,  proudly  did  the  banner  wave, 

Aa  Qoeen  of  Earth  nid  Air ; 
But  &int  hearts  throbb'd  beneath  its  folds, 

In  snjBiish  and  despair. 

Deep,  deep  in  Faynim  dongeon, 

liieir  kmgly  chieftain  lay, 
And  low  on  many  an  Eastern  field 

Tboir  knighthood's  best  array. 
'T  was  niourniiU,  when  at  feasts  they  met. 

The  wine-.Tup  round  to  send. 
For  eaeh  that  tooch'd  it  ailentlr, 

Then-miss'd  a  gallant  friendl 

And  momnlU  was  their  vigU 

On  the  beleiguer'd  wall. 
And  datk  Ihcfr  alumber,  dark  with  dreams 

Ofslowdoleatand&n. 
Yet  a  tew  hearts  of  Cfainlry 

Rose  high  to  breast  tho  stonn. 
And  one— of  all  tha  lofUcst  there — 

Thrill'd  in  a  woman's  lorm. 

A  warani,  meekly  bendhig 

O'er  the  slumber  of  her  child, 
With  Iwr  soil  sad  syce  of  weeping  love, 

As  the  Tagia  Maths's  mild. 
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MISCELLANBOUS  FOEMa 


Oh !  roughly  cradled  woa  thy  Babe, 

'Midst  the  clash  of  ipBar  and  lance. 
And  a  itrange,  wild  bowet  wa«  thine,  yomij; 

Fair  Margoerilc  of  France ! 

A  dark  and  tanltcd  chimher. 

Like  a  scene  for  wiurd-apcll. 
Deep  ia  the  Su-accnic  gloom 

Of  the  warrior  c'tUdelj 
And  thore  'midut  arma  tlie  couch  waa  apread, 

And  with  banners  cuctain'd  o'er. 
For  the  Dauf;ht£r  of  the  MimtieiJand, 

The  gay  Proveofal  ahore  i 

For  the  bright  Qaeeii  of  St  Looia, 

The  ator  of  court  and  haU  I— 
But  the  deep  rtrenglh  of  the  gentle  heart, 

Wakea  to  the  tempeat's  caU ! 
Her  Lord  was  in  the  Paynim'a  hold, 

Hia  Boul  with  grisf  oppreas'd, 
Yet  calmly  lay  the  Desohde, 

With  her  young  babe  on  her  brewt '. 

There  were  Toicca  in  the  city. 

Voices  of  wrath  and  lear — 
"  The  walls  grow  weak,  the  striTe  ia  Tain, 

We  wiU  not  perish  herel 
Yield !  yield  1  and  let  the  crescent  gleam 

O'er  tower  and  bution  high ! 
~Otir  distant  bomea  are  beautilnl — 

We  stay  not  here  to  die !" 


From  the  bands  of  Italy  !"• 

Then  through  the  Tiulbsd  chambers 

Stem  iron  footsteps  rang ; 
And  bssYily  the  sounding  floor 

Gave  back  the  aible's  cfanff. 
Tlujf  stood  around  her — eteel-clad  men, 

looulded  for  alorm  and  Gc^t, 
Bat  they  qnail'd  before  tfaeloflier  aool 

In  that  pab  aqiect  brigbL 

Tes — as  before  the  Falcon  alirinka 

The  Bird  of  meaner  wing. 
So  shrank  they  Sxxn  th'  imperial  glance 

OfHer—that  fragile  thing! 
And  her  flutc-Iike  voice  rose  clear  and  high, 

Throagh  the  din  of  arms  around. 
Sweet,  and  yet  stirring  to  the  soul, 

Aa  a  silver  clarion's  sound. 

"  The  bonoar  of  the  Lilv 

Is  in  your  bonds  to  hee|i, 
And  tliB  Banner  of  the  Crass,  for  Him 

Who  died  on  Calvary's  steep  : 


And  the  city  which  for  Christian  prayei 

Hath  hoard  the  holy  bell— 
And  ia  it  tAat  your  hearta  would  yield 

To  the  godless  InRdel  7 

"  Then  bring  me  hero  a  breastplate. 

And  a  helm,  before  ye  fly, 
And  I  will  gird  my  woman'a  form, 

And  on  the  ramparts  die  ! 
And  the  Boy  whom  1  bare  borne  Sx  woe. 

But  never  for  disgrace. 
Shall  go  within  mine  arms  to  death 

Meet  for  hia  royal  race. 

"  Look  on  him  aa  be  slumbers 

In  tbe  shadow  of  the  Lance  1 
Thtn  go,  and  with  the  ftoss  forsake 

The  princely  Babo  of  France! 
But  tell  yoor  homes  jc  left  me  heart 

To  perish  undefilcd ; 
A  Woman  and  a  Queen,  to  guaid 

Her  Honour  and  her  Child  !" 

Before  her  worda  they  IhrilI'd,  like  Iravea 

When  winds  are  in  the  wood; 
And  a  deepening  murmur  told  of  mm 

Roused  to  a  loftier  mood. 
And  her  Babe  awoke  to  flashing  swords, 

Unahealhed  in  many  a  hand. 
As  thejr  gather'd  roond  the  hel^eaa  One, 

Agam  a  noble  band ! 

"  We  are  thy  warriors.  Lady  ! 

True  to  the  Crosa  and  tbse ! 
The  spirit  of  tby  kindling  word 

On  every  iword  shall  be ! 
Rest,  with  tby  lair  child  on  tby  braast, 

Rest— we  will  guard  thee  well : 
Sl  Denis  tor  the  LUy^ower, 

And  the  Christian  citadlel  !>' 


THE  SILENT  MULTTTODfe. 


HieaTY  and  a  mingled  throng 
Were  gather'd  in  one  spot ; 
The  Dwellers  of  a  thousand  Home*— 
Yet  'midst  them  Voice  was  not. 

The  Soldier  and  his  Chief  were  tbers — 

The  Mother  and  her  ChUd : 
Tha  friends,  the  Sisters  erf"  one  hearth — 

Nme  spoke — none  moved,  none  sDillsd 

There  lorrr*  met,  between  whose  lives 

Years  had  swejit  darkly  by  ; 
Ailer  that  heart>siek  hope  dMter'd — 


Yon  might  have  heard  tbe  msUing  iB»L 
The  breeze's  fnintcsl  soDnd. 

Tbe  shiiar  of  sn  insect's  wing 
On  tliat  lliick-DeoplFd  grotmi. 


iglizedoyGOOglf 


BIR8.  HEKAKS' WORBa. 


Yoor  T(d»  to  whiapen  would  h>Te  ifiAd, 

For  the  deep  quiet'n  take ; 
Tvar  tnad  Ibe  loftMt  moM  hi*«  KracM, 

Booh  itiUiwM  Dot  (o  brakk. 

Wbst  held  tin  counties!  Multitude 
Booud  in  that  apell  of  pe&ce  7 

How  coold  the  eTer-KXmdiDj  lift 
Amid  w  man  J  ocan  I 

le  paffrant  or  the  air — 


In  reTBTentul  lo*eI 

Or  did  eonie  bardeiiing  puaioo'i  WNght 
Hang  on  their  indrami  breath  I 

AwB—lbe  pale  awe  that  free*e*  wordaT 
Feai— the  ■trimg  fear  of  Death  1 

A  mightier  thins — Death,  Death  himacir 

Lay  CO  each  boelj  heart  1 
Eindrad  were  there— yet  heniiUa  aU — 

Tbooaandi    bet  eaah  ^lart.  ^ 


THE  FLOWER  OF  TOE  DESERT. 


"  And  droama  of  home,  in  a  Irotibled  tida^ 

Bvept  o'er  hii  darkening  ere, 
Aa  be  lay  down  by  the  finmlam  aide. 


■*  For  the  bright  flower  spoke  of  One  abon ; 

Of  (be  Pr^ence,  ftlt  to  brood. 
With  a  Spirit  of  pervading  lor^ 

O'er  the  wiUeet  solitude. 

Oh!  the  seed  was  thrown  fiiese  wastes  amu 
In  a  blest  and  graciona  hoar ! 
Fiff  tbo  lam  one  rne,  in  heart  made  atruiif  , 


THE  CROSS  OF  THE  SOUTH. 


'^HT  Bit  thou  thus  b  (by  beau^  cut, 

O  lonely,  loneliest  flower! 
Where  tl>e  sound  of  song  hath  nerer  pass'd 
From  human  hearth  or  bower  1 

I  pity  thee,  Ibr  thy  heart  of  lore, 

For  thy  glowing  heart,  that  bin 
Would  breatlM  out  joy  with  each  wind  to  rori 


I  pity  thee  fitr  thy  waited  bloom, 
For  thj  glory's  fleeting  hoar, 

Fo'  Ibe  donrt  place,  thy  Uring  ti 
O  lonely,  lonelisat  flower ! 


■■  Lament  not  fyt  the  flower ! 
Though  ita  Uoswxns  sH.  unmark'd  mtnt  die. 
They  ha*e  bad  a  glorioaB  dower. 

■'  Though  It  bloom  afar  from  the  mlnatral's  way. 

And  the  paths  where  loveta  tread. 
Vet  strength  and  hope,  like  an  inbora  day. 

By  it!  odovta  hath  been  shed. 


Ovi  laliindorihe  M>.at, 
Went  sliaken  f;>rt1i.  fmn  its  prrfumed  bill, 
h  1  •iifli  r\nz  human  breaat 


It  br  a  B*»M>  TnivUa  to  So«k  A< 


And  bearing  auUimely  their  anow-wrcatha  « 

high. 
The  ftr  Cordilleras  unite  with  Ibe  sky. 

The  ftm4ree  waTea  o'er  ma,  (he  fireJlT*s  red  li^ 
With  its  qnick-gUndng  splendonr  iUumlnea  lbs 

night, 
And  I  read  Id  each  tint  ^thaAiea  and  the  eartii. 
How  distant  my  stepa  fi«m  (he  land  of  my  Uith. 


It  In  (bee,  aa  thy  'MiA-tA 


iwidendently  bl 


In  their  clear  de^ha  of  blue,  with  devotion  I  tun^ 
Brig^it  Cross  of  the  South !— and  beboldhi^  tfase 

Scarce  regret  the  kmd  land  of  the  oliTo  and  ¥ia* 

Tbon  Tocallest  the  ages  when  first  o'er  the  main 
My  ftthen  onfbldcd  the  ensi)[n  oTSpain, 
And  planted  their  ftilh  in  the  regiona  tlut  mo 
It*  onperishing  aymbol  emUatoo'd  in  thee. 

How  oft  in 'their  course  o'er  the  aoaan'a  tn. 

I  Where  all  wa*  mysterfoDt  and  awffal  and  loBSk 
Hath  (lieir  apirit  been  choor'd  by  thy  light,  wfair 

(be  drrp 
Rcflcctn]  itn  briUiancc  in 
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ii  ths  Tulon  that  nxe  to  the  lard  of  tha  world,* 
When  fint  hia  bright  bonnoi  or  ikhh  WM  oarurl'd ; 
Even  mich  to  the  heroet  of  Spain,  when  their  prov 
Hula  the  billawa  the  path  of  their  glory,  wert 


nj  boam*  hare  ■  Ungnaga,  thj  ooono  ii 


n  land  ia  a  &r  diitint  ipot, 
n  of  thy  aphere  can  enlivhtsD  it  not, 
.1    ^  »  f..      .!._..   I.  a*an  now, they 


BhisaoQ 

And  the ,     

And  the  cyea  that  I  lore,  though 

OV  the  fiimament  vandeiing,  CMi  gntt  not  on 


But  thou,  to  raj  thonghta  art  ■  par^btaiing  ■biina, 
A  fount  of  blight  hopea,  and  of  liaiona  dinne ; 
And  my  ■ool,  u  an  eagle  eiultiog  and  &ee, 
doan  high  o'er  the  Andn  to  mingle  with  tbet 


THE  ENGLISH  BOT. 


Td  p«r  U,  br  vaiMididBi  dvw«  Hiifr* 


Look  from  the  ancLmt 

My  noble  English  Boy ! 
nn  CDuntrT'a  nelda  around  thee  ^eam 

la  nmlight  and  in  joy. 

Ana  have  roll'd  aioM  fb«ina»'«  nuMk 
Pon'd  o'er  that  old  fiim  aod  ; 


Gaze  pnmdly  on,  mf  Engtirii  Boj  i 

And  let  thy  kindling  mind 
Drink  in  the  apirit  oT  high  thoaglit 

Froo^ erer;  ehatnlnaa  wind! 

There,  b  the  aha4ow  of  old  Tiae, 

The  halla  beneath  thee  Ue, 
Whii^  pour'd  forth  lo  the  fielda  of  yon, 

Oar  Kngland'a  chivalry. 

How  braiHy  and  how  Hlmnnly 
They  atand,  *midit  oak  and  ysw  I 

Wb«nM  Creaay'a  yeomen  haply  flwied 
riw  how,  in  baUle  true. 


Ommt  on.  ray  Engliili  Boy  I 


Gue  where  th«  btunlct'B  ivied  ehureb 

Gleami  by  the  antique  elm. 
Or  when  tlie  minater  lifta  the  cms 

High  throagh  tha  aii'a  blue  nalm. 

Martyra  hare  ahowar'd  their  free  bearla'  bk 
Ttut  Gngland'a  prayer  might  riao, 

FVom  Ihoas  grey  fimea  of  thwightlul  year*, 
Unfetter'd,  lo  the  akio*. 

Aloig  their  aidea,  beiMBlh  their  tree*, 
Thu  euth'i  moat  gloriooa  duit. 

Once  Gred  with  Teloor,  wiadom,  aong, 
Ij  Uid  in  holy  truil. 

GaiB  eo — gaie  firthor,  bithw  j«* — 

My  galluil  Engliafa  Boy ! 
Yoa  Uoe  sea  beua  thy  country'a  Bag. 

The  billawa'  pride  and  joy ! 

Those  wavea  in  many  a  Gght  have  doaad 

Above  hei  bithful  dead ;  . 
Hilt  red.craai  flag  victofioudy 

Hath  floated  o'ar  Cliur  bed. 


Tbsae  kughtly  balla  invialale, 
Tboso  Enrobes  nnpro&ned. 

And  high  and  door  their  inemoty'a  li^ 

Alimg  our  alure  is  set. 
And  many  on  anawering  beaean..fira 

BhaU  tb«n  be  kiDdledyel  I 

lift  up  thy  heart,  my  English  Boy '. 

And  ptmf,  like  Hem  to  stand, 
ShnoU  God  ao  SBinnionrtee,  to  fovd 

The  aflan  of  Iho  land 


twera, 

Where  a  sweet  spirit  once  in  beaoty  nomd! 
And  tooeh  with  rercrent  hand  theae  lesvea  and 

Fair  thinga,  which  wiD  a  gentle  heart  hath 


IT  thinga, 


And  Ud  ita  momory  sanctify  the  seetn  t 
And  IM  th*  ideal  presence  of  the  deail 
Float  roond  and  touch  the  wooda  with  sofia 

And  o'er  the  streams  a  charm,  like  moooSgbl 


«  is  Iks  Ohw  ef  WhUg>.  * 
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DESPONDENCY  AND  ASPIRATION. 


Mr  (Ml)  wu  mantled  with  duk  ih&doTf,  bom 

Of  lonelr  Few,  dwqnieted  in  tain ; 
Its  phantoniB  huDg  uound  the  itar  of  looni. 


IdlT  toU'd, 


On  kll  the  eliatening  Imtm;  ind  wildlv  toll' 
When  the  lut  lueweU  fliub  of  light 

AeroM  Ilie  luiuet  tkj; 
O'er  ill  rich  iilu  of  npocoai  fflorj  Ihrowing 
One  meUneholj  ijo. 

And  wlwn  the  aolenm  Uigfit 

Guns  rmbiDe  with  her  migfit 
Of  (tonny  oradee  from  enm  unknown. 

Then  with  each  fitffal  blut 

Prophetic  mormun  poea'd, 
Wakenine  or  uiBwering  some  deep  KI7I  tone 
Fu  buried  in  m  j  breast,  yet  prompt  to  riaa 
With  every  gna^  mil  Ubat  o'er  the  wind-liarp  Sies. 

"Fold,  Gild  thy  wing*,"  they  cried,  "and  M 

Faint  ipiril,  BtrivG  no  more  1 — Gir  thee  loo  itrong 

Are  outward  ill  and  wnmv, 
And  inwwd  waiting  firoi ! — Thou  canst  not  ioar 

Free  on  a  Marrj  way 

Beyond  their  blighting  away. 
At  HeaTen'i  high  gate  nrnuly  to  adore : 
How  ahouldiit  tAm  bape  earth'a  fetlera  to  unbind  T 
O  paiiiwiatE,  jet  weak !  O  trembler  to  the  wind  1 


From  the  reed'a  holloi 
When  sudden  breeiea  waken 
Their  viiue  wild  iiyniphony ; 
No  power  ii  Seirn,  and  no  abidmg-pla< 
InhuiDaDhearti;tbeicaweetiienluvea  no  trace, — 
Bom  only  ao  to  die  I 

**  Xerer  ihaD  aught  but  periume,  ftint  and  Tain, 
On  the  fleet  pmion  of  the  changeful  hour. 
From  thy  bruii'd  life  again 

Thy  life,  whoM  trampled  flower 
Into  the  blened  wreath 
Of  houaehold  chariliea  no  longer  bound, 
Liea  pale  and  withering  co  the  barren  ground. 

<■  So  bdfl,  fade  on  I  thy  gift  of  love  ahall  cUng, 
A  coiling  aadneaa,  round  Ihj  heart  and  bnu, 

A  ailent,  nuitleaa,  yet  undying  thing, 
AU  eenaitiTB  to  pain  ! 

And  still  the  shadow  of  vain  dreung  shall  fall 

O'er  thy  mind's  world,  a  daily  darkening  poll. 

I'M,  then,  thy  wounded  wiug,  end  aink  nlbdued, 

In  cold  and  onrepining  quietude !" 


Then  my  aoul  yielded ;  apella  of  nnmlnng  bnalb 

Crept  o'er  it  h«*j  with  a  dew  of  death, 

Ita  powers,  like  ksTc*  before  the   nighl.TWH, 

And,  aa  by  CMiflict  of  wild  aea-wa>ea  toss'd 
On  the  chiU  bosom  of  some  desert  coaat. 
Mutely  oiid  hopcleasly  I  lay  repoung. 

When  silently  it  innn'd 
As  if  a  aofl  miat  gleam'd 
Beibre  my  paaaiTs  sight,  and,  slowly  cnriing, 
To  many  ■  shape  and  hue 
or  viaion'd  beauty  grew, 
Like  a  wrought  banner,  bid  by  fold  unlnriing. 
Oh !  (be  rich  scene*  that  o'er  mine  inward  eye 

Unrolliag  (hen  awept  by, 
With  dreamy  motion !  Silvery  seaa  were  there 
Lit  by  large  daixling  atara,  and  arch'd  by  Ma 
Of  Southern  mtdniglit's  mnet  transparent  dyes 
~'  "      '"'  IT  an  Island,  wildly  &ir. 


[get 
Which  floated  past 
Still  gathering  luatr 
■nil  i>.  h;»i.  « 


■nu 


day, 


th'  illumin'd  way, 
high  grores  of  wondrous  flowering  trees 
Cokiur'd  the  ailvery  seas. 


then  a  glorious  mountain-chain  uprose 
Height  abore  spiry  height ! 
A  soaring  solitude  of  woods  snd  anows, 

All  slcop'd  in  golden  light ! 
While  01  it  paae'd,  thoee  regal  peaks  '■ 
I  heard,  methought,  a  waring  of  di 
And  mighty  soimdi,  as  if  the  vision  hailing. 
From  lytea  that  quirer'd  through  ten  f' 

Or  aa  if  waters  forth  to  music  leaping. 

From  many  a  caTe,  the  Alpine  Echo's  hall. 

On  their  bold  way  victoriously  were  aweeiang, 
Link'd  in  majestic  anthcmi ;  while  Ihroagh  oB 
That  billowy  swell  and  fall. 

Voices,  like^nging  crystal,  fllTd  the  air 
With  inarticulate  melody,  that  atirr'd 
My  being's  core;  then  moulding  into  word 

Their  piercing  aweelnew,  bade  me  rise  and  bear 
In  that  great  choral  strain  my  trembling  port 

Of  (oneo,  by  Love  and  Faith  struck  from  a  nnmaa 


And  to  a  new  control 
Nature's  lull  harp  gives  forth  rejoicing  tooea. 

Wherein  my  glad  aenae  owna 
Th'  accordant  ruah  of  eiemental  sound 
To  one  eonsommale  hartniHiy  profiHmd ; 

One  grand  Creation-Hymn, 

Whose  notes  (he  SeraiJiim 
Lift  to  the  glorious  height  of  mniic  wing'd  and 
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Ad  an^l  of  bright  powci  I — and  atranglj  bear 


Tha  radiant  hope  new-born 

Elpaoda  like  luing  mom 
In  my  Ure's  life :  and  as  a  ripening  ran. 
Ilia  crimaon  shadow  of  ila  glorj  uirowa 
Hoie  livid,  hoar  bj  hour,  on  some  poio  atreani ; 

So  from  that  hope  are  ipreadii^ 

Rich  buoa,  o'ei  nature  ■liedding, 
Eaoh  day,  a  clearer,  spiritual  gleam. 

Let  not  tboae  nyi  fiide  Irom  tne ;— once  enjoy'd, 

father  of  ipirila  !  let  thorn  not  depart '. 
LeiTing  the  chili'd  earth,  without  Ibmi  and  void, 

Darken'il  by  dmie  own  heait! 
Uft,  aid,  niatain  me '.  Thou,  bj  whom  ikoe 

All  lovelj  giflj  and  pure 

In  the  saiil  a  graap  endure ; — 
Thou,  to  the  atepe  of  whose  eternal  throns 
AH  knowledge  flowa— a  aoa  6x  evermore 
Breaking  ite  created  wiTea  on  that  sole  abcre^ 
O  conaecrate  mj  lUe  !  that  I  may  aing 
Of  Thee  with  joT  that  hath  a  living  apring. 
In  a  hH  beait  of  music ! — Let  my  laya 
Through  the   reaonnding   mouataini  waft  Iby 

praise. 
And  with  that  theme  the  wood's  green  clobiten  fin. 
And  make  tlieir  quivering  testy  dimness  thrill 
To  the  rieb  breeze  of  aong  1   O  t  let  me  wake 

The  deep  religion,  which  bath  dwelt  fiom 
yore, 
Klently  brooding  by  lone  clifi*  and  lake. 

And  wildest  river  ahore  l 
And  let  me  mmman  alt  the  voice*  dwelling 
Where  eaglca  build,  and  cavem'd  rills  arc  welting. 
And  where  the  cataract'i  orgDn-peal  ia  swellinj;. 

Id  that  one  spirit  gather'd  to  adore ! 


By  weakaesa,  and  by  wanderings,  and  by  sighs 
Ot  nd  confesBion  1 — lowly  be  my  heart, 

And  ai  its  penitential  altar  apread 
rbe  ofibringn  woTlhlcaa,  till  Thy  grace  impart 

The  fire  from  Heaven,  whose  touch  alone  cai 
•bed 
IJ6,  radiance,  rirtue '. — let  that  vllal  spark 
t*ierco  my  whole  being,  wilder'd  else  and  dark ! 
'niine  are  all  holy  tilings — O  make  ma  Thine, 
tin  ahall  I  too  be  pure-'S  living  xhrine 
4Into  that  spirit,  which  goes  forth  (Void  Tbee, 

Strong  and  divinely  free. 
Hearing  thy  gifla  of  nisdom  on  its  flight. 
And  brooding  o'er  Ihcm  with  a  doro-like  wing, 
T^   thought,  word,  aong,  lo  Tbco  ia  worabip 

Immortally  cndow'd  for  liberty  and  light 


ANTIQUE  GREEK  LAMENT. 
Br  the  bine  waters— the  restless  ocean  waters, 
Restleaa  as  they  with  [heir  many-fiaabing  surges 
Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  fbr  my  loat  one ! 

I  pine  fbr  Iltee  through  all  the  joyless  day — 
Through  (he  long  night  I  pine : — the  golden  sun 
Looks  dim  since  thou  haat  left  me,  and  the  apring 
Seems  but  to  weep. — Where  art  then,  my  be- 
loved T— 
Night  afUr  night,  in  fond  hope  vigilant, 
By  the  old  temple  on  the  brceiy  dil!; 
llieae  hands  have  heap'd  the  watch-fire,  till  ll 

strtani'd 
Red  o'er  the  shininf^  col)inina — darUy  red — 
Along  the  created  billows  I — but  in  vain  ; 
Thy  while  sail  conies  not  from  the  distant  Isks— 
Yet  Ifaou  wert  faithiii]  ever.    O  1  the  deep 
Hath  shut  above  thy  head — that  gracefiil  head  ; 
The  seo-wced  mingles  with  l)iy  claiitering  locka ; 
Tha  white  sail  never  will  bring  back  Ihsumd  1 

By  the  Woe  waters — (he  restless  ocean  waters. 
Restless  ss  they  with  their  many-Sashing  surges 
Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  for  my  lov'd  one  ! 

Where  art  thou — where? — had  1  but  lingerin|f 

On  thy  cold  tips  the  last  long  Uas, — but  smooth'd 

The  iMrU3d  ringlets  of  thy  shining  hair 

With  love's  fond  tonch,  my  hear^  cry  bad  been 

still-d 
Into  a  voiceteae  grief; — I  would  have  atrew'd 
With  all  the  pale  Sowera  of  tlie  vernal  woods, — 
White  violets,  and  the  mournful  hyacinth. 
And  frail  anemone,  ihy  marble  brow. 
In  alumbef  beautiiU] '. — I  would  have  heap'd 
Sweet  boughs  and  precioua  odoura  on  thy  pyre. 
And  with  mine  own  ahom  treaaos  hung  thine  nm. 
And  many  a  garland  of  (he  pallid  rose, — 
— But  thou  liest  far  away  ! — No  funeral  chant. 
Save  the  wild  moaning  of  the  wave,  is  thine ; 
No  pyre — save,  hapty,  aome  long-buried  wreck  ; — 
Thou  that  wert   fiiirest—thon  that  wcrt  mosi 

loved  i— 

By  the  Uoe  waters— the  restless  ocean  waters,  ' 
Restless  as  Ihey  with  their  many-flaabing  aorgM^ 
Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  fbr  my  lost  one  '^- 

Come,  in  (he  dreamy  shadow  of  the  night. 
And  apeak  to  mo! — E'en  thoogh  thy  voice  be 

changed. 
My  heart  would  know  it  still. — O!  speak  to  me. 

And  say  if  yet,  in  aome  dim,  far-ofi*  woiid. 
Which  knows  not  how  the  featal  sunahine  bums — 
If  yet,  in  aome  pale  mesd  of  Aspho^l, 
We  two  shall  meet  again  ! — O  '■   I  would  quit 
The  day,  rejoicingly,— the  rosy  light, — 
All  the  rich  flowera  and  fountains  mosiBal, 
And  awocl  flimiliar  melodies  of  earth. 
To  dwell  with  thee  below— Thoo  answerestn^ 
The  powers,  whom  1  bavo  call'd  upon  are  mat*  ■ 
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And  br  looe  riTer.aonrcu,  uid  unidit 


le  gloom  and  mjit'rj  <^  duk,  prophet-oaks, 

le  Wood-irodi'  btiml — thtj  give  an  replj ! 

All  nlent — faeiTen  niid  earth  '. — fbt  mm  mora 


Vtata  the  doicrtod  mom  _.    . 

For  eret  from  the  meUncholj  groret, 
Wboae  liorela  will  (he«  nithKabiTerinrtoaiid!' 
And  I — I  rane  (farough  >11  the  jayoni  d>T, 
Throuifh  the  loag  ntsht  I  pine, — u  fondlf  jdnei 
The  Dight'i  own  bird,  duaolring  bar  lom  life 
To  aonf  in  mooolicht  woods. — Thoa  bau'st  to 

The  HaiTenB  are  pltileia  of  homan  Inn ; 
IIh  deep  HiaJukneai  a  about  tbj  held ; 
The  while  lail  never  will  briag  back  the  lored : 

By  the  blue  woten — the  reatleai  ocean  walera, 
Raatleai  aa  they  with  their  many  •flashing  (urfCe, 
LodbI;  I  wander,  weeping  fbr  mj  kat  one ! 


RECORDS 
OF  THE  SPRING  OF  183*. 


A  VERNAL  THOUGHT. 


And  atreanu,  that  bonnd  to  pieet  tbss  tVom  tbeii- 

Well  might  there  lurk  the  shadow  dT  a  woe 
For  human  heorta,  and  in  the  exulting  flow 
Of  thy  rich  songs  a  melancholy  tone. 
Were  we  of  mould  all  earthly ;  tet  alone, 
SeTcr'd  from  thy  great  ipell,  and  doom'd  to  go 
Farther,  atill  farther,  from  our  sunny  Ume, 
Xeier  to  feel  the  braathinga  of  our  prime, 
NoTor  to  flower  again ! — Bat  we,  O  apring ! 
Cheer'd  by  deep  ipirit-whiapBri  not  of  earth, 
Fresa  to  the  regiom  of  thy  heavenly  birth, 
As  here  thy  Flowers  and  Birds  pnsa  on  to  bloom 
and  sing. 

11. 

TOTHB8KT. 
Fia  ftom  the  rasllingi  of  the  poplar  boagh. 
Which  o'er  my  opening  life  wild  music  made. 
Far  ftom  the  green  hilb  with  their  heathery  glow 
And  flaabing  streama  whereby  my  childLowl 

JIay'di 
im  city,  'midst  the  sotlnding  flow 
*H  Tcsllen  life,  to  thee  in  love  I  tniii, 
(I  thou  rich  shy  1  and  ftom  thy  aplendonrs  learn 
IIjw  aong.birda  come  and  part,  flowers  wane  tad 

Whh  thee  all  shaper  oT  glory  find  their  horns, 
\nd  thou  ha«t  taJight  roe  well,  majeatie  Dome : 


Thy  blue  eipanae,  or  ^eep  in  ailvery  reel. 
That  Nature's  God  hath  left  na  spot  nnUeaa'd 
With  fbtmts  of  beao^  t!»  the  eye  of  love. 

Ill 
OW  WATCBTNG  THE  FUOHT  OF  A  BKT-USK 
Upwakd  and  npward  atill '. — in  pearly  Ught 
The  clouds  ue  sleep'd ;  the  vernal  spirit  sighs 
With  bliss  in  every  wind,  and  crystal  skies 
Woo  thee,  O  fiirda  !  to  thy  cckslial  height ; 
Bird,  piercing  Heaven  with  muaic  ',  thy  ftee  ftight 
Hath  meaning  for  all  boBonii ;  most  of  all 
For  those  wherein  the  rapture  and  the  might 
Of  poeaj  lie  deep,  aiid  alrive,  and  bum. 
For  their  high  place :  O  Heira  of  Genios '.  Icam 
Fhim  the  sky's  Inrd  your  way '. — No  joy  may  fiE 
Yaitr  hearts,  do  glA  of  bcdy  strength  be  woo 
To  bless  Mur  songB,  ye  Children  of  the  Son ! 
Save  by  the  onawcrring  flight— upward  and  up.. 
ward  still! 


ON  KECOHDS  OF  IMMATURE  OENTCa 
Ok  '.  judge  in  thoughtful  tenderness  of  thorn. 
Who,  richly  dower'd  for  life,  are  call'd  (o  die. 
Ere  the  soul's  flame,  through  storms,  hath  ww 

In  truth's  divinest  elher,  still  and  high  ! 

Let  their  mind's  riches  claim  a  trosUiil  sigh ! 

Deem  them  but  sad  awcet  fragments  of  a  strain. 

First  notes  of  some  yet  struggling  harmony. 

By  the  strong  rush,  the  crowding  joy  and  pain 

Of  many  inspirations  met,  and  teid 

From  Jta  true  spberc  ; — Oh !  soon  it  might  Law 

BwelI'd 
Majestically  forth  !— Nor  doubt,  that  He 
Whose  touch  mysterioua  may  oa  earth  dissolve 
Those  links  of  music,  elsewhere  will  evohe 
Their  grand  consummate  hymn,  fiom  paaioa 

guati  made  ftee  1 


"■     A  TBOtJOHT  OF  Tht  8EA. 
Mv  earliest  memories  to  thy  shnres  arc  bound, 
Thy  sokmn  ehorB»,.lhou  cvef*h«unting  main  ! 
The  first  rich  snnscta,  kindling  thought  profiHmd 
In  my  lone  bcmg,  made  ttiy  restless  plain 
As  the  vast  shining  floor  of  some  dread  ftne. 
All  paved  with  glass  and  fire.   Vet,  O  bloc  deep ! 
Thou  that  no  trace  of  human  hearU  dat  keep. 
Never  to  thee  did  love  with  silvery  chain 
Draw  my  soul's  dream,  whidi  Uiro'  all  uatnie 

sought 
What  waves  deny; — aonie  bower  oftltadfati  bli^ 
A  tone  to  twine  with  Gmcy,  feeling,  tbougbl, 
*-  with  sweet  flowers;— But  clissten'd  hope  ftr 
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VI. 


'nVTANT  BOUND  OP  THE  SEA  AT  EVENtNQ. 
Tit,  rolling  &r  ap  aoine  gnon  moimluD  dile, 
Olt  kt  mo  hear,  u  oft-timei  1  bats  heud, 
Tbj  mell,  Ibou  doep '.  when  etenia);  calls  Um  bird, 
And  bee  to  reat  i  when  tammnt  lioU  grow  ~'- 
Snn  Ihroiigb  tbs  gathering  of  s  dew;  nil. 
And  pcHUil  lion  are  haatcaiui;  to  repoae, 
And  gletrning  Boekt  lie  down,  and  flower^copa 

To  the  lait  vrhiaper  of  the  &lUng  gale. 
Then,  'midit  the  djing  of  all  olhor  mm 
When  the  «oul  hean  Uij  distant  Toice , 
LoDe-worahipping,  and  know*  that  tbroogh  the 

Dighl 
Twill  wonhip  itill,  thsD  moat  iti  anthem 
Speaki  to  our  being  of  the  Eternal  One, 
Who  girda  tired  natare  with  muluraberiof  might 

VII. 
TTIE  SIVEB  CLWYD  IN  NOtTH  WALEa 
0  CkNsaitN  river,  with  alow  muaic  gliding 
Br  pBitoril  hills,  eld  woodi,  and  ruin'd  towers  l 
Now  'midit  thy  rccda  and  golden  willows  hiding. 
Now  gleioiing  forth  bysouie  rich  bank  of  Sowers  i 
long  Biiw'd  the  carrenl  of  mj  UIe's  clear  hoars 
Onward  with  Ibtne,  whose  Toice  jet  haonts  laj 

Thodgh  time  and   change,  and  other  mightic 

Far  from  th;  aide  faaTa  borne  mo.   Thou,  smooth 

Art  winding  itiU  thjr  snnnj  nwadi  along, 
Munnnring  to  Cottage  and  gray  hall  thjr  song. 
Low,  swoet,  onchaDged ;  Mg  being's  tide  nath 

Through  rocks  tod  slonna ;  jet  wiO  I  not  com. 

plain. 
If  thn*  wrought  Oee  and  pore  Horn  eartblv 
Ibightly  iti  waves  may  reach  their  parebtJeep 


TO  A  DISTANT  SCENE. 
Snu.  are  the  cowslips  from  thy  boaam  i 
Ofar.offgrany  dell! — and  d«t  tbou  m  . 
When  southern  winds  first  wake  the  vernal  aiti; 

ing, 
He  star-gleam  of  tbe  wood  anemone  I 
Doth  the  ahy  ring-dove  haunt  (hoe  yet — the  bee 
"  ng  on  tby  Sowen  as  when  I  breathed  fkrewel 
lEeir  wild  blooms  T  and  round  my  beecbon  tree 
Still,  in  green  lonneai,  doth  the  moes-buik  swell  t 
—Oh !  strange  illusion  by  the  food  heart  wrought, 
Whose  own  warm  life  suffuses  nature's  hec '. 
■My  being's  tide  of  many-colpur'd  thought 
Hath  pass'd  from  thee,  and  now,  rich,  lea^  place  I 
I  paint  tlieii  oft,  scarce  coneciouily,  a  scene, 
Bilent,  foiaakeo,  dim,  shudow'd  by  what  hath  been. 


THOUOHTB  CONNECTED  WITH  TEBBfl. 
Tana,  ffracioua  trees '.  how  rich  a  glU  ye  an. 
Crown  of  the  earth !  to  human  hearts  and  eyes  ! 
How  dolh  the  thought  of  home  in  lands  afiir, 
Link'd  with  jour  forms  and  kindly  whisperingt, 

How  the  whole  picture  of  s  childhood  lies 
Oft  'midit  your  boughs  lorgatten,  buried  dam! 
Till  gaiing  through  them  up  the  summer  skiea 
A»  huah'd  we  itand,  a  breeie  perchance  may  creep 
And  old  sweet  leaf-aounde  reach  the  inner  world 
Where  memory  coils— and  )o  !  at  once  unfurl'd 
The  past,  a  glowing  scroll,  bofore  our  sight, 
Spreads  clear !   while  gushing  from  their  long* 

seal'd  urn,  > 

Young  thoDgbts,  pure  dreama,  undoubting  praj«n 

And  a  lost  mother's  eye  gives  back  Il«  holy  light. 


VIII. 
ORCHARD  BLOSSOMS. 
"Dorm  tby  heart  stir  within  thee  at  tbe  sight 
Of  orchard  blooms  npon  the  mossy  boogh  T 
Doth  their  sweet  bonscbold  smile  waft  back  the 

Of  ohildbooc 
light 


EBAMB. 

.  _      .,  „      (heltw  I — a 

All  that  need  home  and  covert,  love  Ji 

Birds  of  ihv  song  and  low-voiced  quiet  sprinfl^' 

And  nun-like  vioTels,  by  the  wind  belray'd. 

Childhood  beneath  yoi|r  fresh  green  tents  halh 

plaj'd 
With  bis  lint  primroaa.w«alIh : — tbsre  love  halo 

A  veiling  gloom  for  hii  nnutter'd  tbonght  i 

And  silent  grieC  of  day's  keen  glare  suaid, 

A  refuge  lor  hei  tears ;  and  ofl-limcs  there 

then  all  atran^ly  bright,  Hath  lone  devotion  fiiund  a  place  of  prayer. 


nt? — Ibe  wandering  fresif  de- 


iple,  solemn,  hush'd,  and  d'm 
For  whereaoe'er  your  murmuring  treijours  thrill 
The  woody  twilight,  there  man's  heart  bath  still 
Cooless'd  t  spirit's  breath,  and  hestd  a  ceaseleM 


A  jm  of  fairy-land  T — Doth  some  old  noi^ 
Haoiiled  bv  visions  of  thy  first-loved  book. 
Sine  on  thy  soul,  with   &int.streak'd  b)e«>oms 

while 
Shower'd  o'er  Ibe  turfj  and  Ibe  kme  primrose-knot. 
And  robin's  nest,  still  bithlU  to  tfae  spot. 
And  the  boe'i  dreamy  chime  7— O  gentle  friend  \ 
The   world's  cold  breath,  not  Thnt't,  this  lift 

Of  vernal  gilts— Time  hallows  what  be  leavea, 

And  will  for  us  endear  spriDg-meoioria  to  tbe  end.  R"'ii"g  lo  tranquilly,  and  ael  su  dowi' 


.  „Gooj^lf 


Oft  doth  70ur  dieunj  lovelinen  ratum, 
(^lonrinv  the  tender  ihidawa  oC  my  deep 
With  ligBl  Eljaian :— for  the  hne»  th«t  rteap 
Your  Bhoren  in  metting  lustre,  weni  to  float 
On  goldea  clouda  from  Spirit-luida  remote, 
Ulesof  Iho  bleat! — and  in  our  memory  keep 
'I'heir  pl*ca  with  holiest  barmonio ; — Ftir  aceiie, 
Most  loved  by  evening  nnd  her  dewr  slw ! 
Oh !  ne'er  m&y  nun,  with  touch  nnhollow'd,  jir 
The  perfect  miuic  of  the  chirm  serene! 
Still,  still  anchinged,  may  one  swoet  regim  weu 
Smite*  thU  Bitbdue  the  soul  to  lovo,  uid  tears,  uiil 
p™yw!         

XIII. 


0  ODTTLK  story  of  the  Indian  lale ! 

1  loved  thee  in  my  lonely  childhood  neU 

On  the  ■ea.thore,  when  day's  last  ptuple  smila 
Slept  on  the  waters,  and  their  hollow  awsU 
And  dying  cadence  lent  a  deeper  spell 
Unto  lliino  ocean-pictures.     'Midst  thy  palms 
And  straneo  blight  birds,  my  £incj  joy'd  to  dwell 
And  walch  the  southcra  cross  thro*  midnight 

And  tract  the  spicy  woods. — Vet  more  I  blcaa'd 
Thy  vieioD  of  sweet  love  ;  kind,  truatful,  true, 
I.ijjhting  tlio  citron  e-rovcB— a  heavenly  gueat. 
With  such  pure  smiles  u  Paradise  once  Knew. 
Even  then  my  young  heart  wept  o'er  the  world's 

To  reach  and  blight  that  holiest  Eden-Sower. 

XIV. 
A  THOUGHT  AT  SUNSET. 
Snix  that  list  look  is  solemn  !  though  thy  rays, 
O  Son  !  to-morrow  will  give  back,  we  know, 
T'liis  joy  to  nature's  liearL  Yet  through  the  glow 
Of  olouda  that  mantle  thy  decline,  our  gaie 


An  these  things  link'd,  in  many  a  than^tfii] 

To  household  Dtemoriea,  (br  all  change  endeu'd  I 

""  t  matin  bird— 4be  ripple  of  ■  ■tream 
.  .      1  our  native  porcb — the  beulhJight'*gtaf>> 
The  voices,  eariieat  by  the  aonl  reverod ! 


Of  moumfiil  passion,  dei^p'ning  mighty  lava. 
Told  how  the  dying  bade  thy  light  farewell, 
1 1  Sun  of  Greece !  O  g!o^iou^  ^ttal  Sun  ! 
Iiost,  lost ' — for  them  thy  golden  hours  were  done. 
And  darkness  lay  before  them  I   HapiHer  &i 
Are  wc,  not  thus  to  thy  bright  wheels  enehain'd. 
Not  thus  for  thy  last  parting  uniostain'd, 
Udrs  of  a  purer  day,  with  lis  unsctting  star. 

!tv. 

IMACES  OP  PATRIAECHAL  LIFE. 
(.-ALH  scenes  of  patriarch  life  ! — how  long  a  power 
VooT  unworn  pastoral  images  retain. 
O'er  the  true  heart,  which  m  its  childhood's  hour 
Drank  their  pure  freshneas  deep!   The  cami 

Windmg  in  patience  o'er  the  desert  plain, — 
rhc  tisnt — the  palm-tree — tho  repooing  flock— 
The  II  learning  fount — tho  shadow  of  the  rock- 


XVL 
ATTlACriON  OP  THE  EAST. 
W>iT  secret  current  of  man's  nature  luraa 
Unto  tho  golden  Eaat  with  ceaseless  flow  1 
SliD,  where  tho  sunbeam  at  tls  fountain  bnnn^ 
The  pilgrim  spirit  would  adore  and  glow  ; 
Rapt  in  high  thoughts,  though  weary,  Ciint  and 

SlJIl  doth  the  traveller  through  the  deserts  wind 
Led  by  those  old  Chaldean  stars,  which  know 
Where  pass'd  the  Shepherd  Fathers  of  mankind 
Is  il  some  quencldesa  instinct  which  from  ftr 
Still  points  to  where  oui  alienated  home 
I^y|  m  bright j>eaccT  O  thou  true  Easlem  Star! 
Saviour!  atoning  Lord  I  where'er  wc  roam. 
Draw  still  our  hearts  to  thoc,  ebe,  cbc  how  vun 
Their  hope,  the  fair  lost  birthright  to  regain. 


Ths  charm  now  hong  upon  thy  look  and  word 
Is  that  which  lingers  round  the  setting  sun, 
A  power  which  brisht  decay  hith  meekly  won 
Stil!  from  revering  love.     Yet  both  the  sense 
Of  life  immortal — prioress  hut  begun — 
Pervade  thy  mien  with  such  clear  eloquence. 
That  hope,  not  sadness,  breathes  from  th*  decline; 
And  the  loved  flowers  which  roond  tnee  smile 

&rewc1l, 

nore  than  vernal  glory  teem  to  tel). 
By  thy  pure  spirit  louch'd  with  light  divine; 
While  we,  to  whom  its  parting  gleams  arc  giroi, 
Forget  the  grave  in  Irustfol  thoughts  of  Ue»ui> 


CoKK  forth,  and  let  us  throngh  our  hearts  receive 
The  joy  of  verdure! — sec,  the  boney'd  lime 
Showers  cool  green  light  o'er  bsnlis  where  wild 

Thick  tapestry ;  and  woodbine  tendrils  climb 
Up  the  brown  oak  from  buds  of  moss  and  Uiyme. 
I'ha  rich  deep  masses  of  tlie  sycamore 

;  heavy  with  the  fullness  of  their  prime, 
the  white  poplar,  from  its  foliage  hoar. 
Scatters  forth  glcamslike  moonlight,  wilh each  gala 
I'hal  sweeps  the  boughs; — the  chestnut  flo* 
ire  post, 

crowning  glories  of  the  hawthorn  &il, 
iTchea  of  sweet  eglantine  at«  cut 
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XIX. 
A  FRAYEB. 
FtTHUinMraven!  &9in  whom  the  limpleat  flower 
Oa  tbe  high  Alpi  or  6er/  denrl  thrown. 
Drain  not  nveet  odoui  or  ^ouiig  life  tlone, 
But  tho  deep  virtue  of  an  inborn  power 
To  cheer  the  iruiderer  in  hu  fainting-  hoar, 
With  thoughU  of  Thee ;  to  itrengthen,  to  infuse 
Faith,  ioie,  uid  conn^  by  tbe  lender  hues 
That  'P^K^  thy  presence ;  oh  '.  with  Boch  n  dowoi 
Graoe  Thou  my  aong  I — the  precioiu  giil  beitow 
From  thy  pure  ipirit's  treasury  divine. 
To  w^ke  due  tear  of  purifying  Sow, 
To  tofleii  one  wrung  heart  for  Thee  and  l^ine ; 
So  aball  the  lift  brenthed  througli  tbe  lowly  ■train. 
Be  01  the  meek  wild-flower'a — if  traDsient,  yet 


FBATER  CONTWUBD. 


Fm  are  tho  winn  of  inteUoct  a«tray, 
Tlat  strive  not,  Fitbor !  to  thy  heavenly  seat ; 
They  roTB,  but  mount  not ;  and  the  tempeeta  beat 
BtiU  on  their  plnmea  :— O  »nrQe  of  mental  day ! 
ChaM  <Toni  before  niy  ipiril's  track  the  array 
or  miats  and  atiadowi,  raiaed  by  eartUy  can 
In  troubled  borti  that  erom  the  purer  air. 
And  veil  the  opening  of  the  atariT  way, 
Which  brigbtana  on  to  thee ! — Oh !  gmde  thou 

right 
My  thaught'a  weak  pinion,  clear  mine  inward 

eight. 
The  eternal  apring*  of  beauty  to  diacem. 
Welling'  heeide  thy  throne ;  unseal  mine  car. 
Nature'!  true  oracles  in  joy  to  hear ; 
Keep  my  >oal  wakeful  atiu  to  listen  and  to  leam. 

XXI. 

HBHORtAL  OP  A  CONVEKSATION. 
Tn!  all  thing!  tell  us  of  a  birthright  lost, 
A  brightncas  from  oar  nature  pan'd  away ! 
Wanderers  we  seem,  that  irom  an  alien  coast, 
Would  turn  to  where  their  Father'a  manaion  lay, 
And  but  by  some  lone  flower,  that  'midst  decay 
Smile*  moamflilty,  or  by  aome  sculptured  stone. 
Revealing  dimly,  with  gray  moas  o'ergrovm, 
TTje  faiot-wom  impress  01*^118  glory's  day. 
Can  trace  their  anco  free  heritage ;  though  dretnw 
Fraught  with  its  picture,  oft  in  startling  gin 
Flaah  o'er  their  Souls.— But  one,  oh  !  One  al 
For  ns  the  ruin'd  labric  may  rebuild, 
And  bid  the  wilderness  agam  be  fill'd, 
With  Edcn-flowers— One,  mi^ty  to  atone ! 
40* 


RECORDS 
OF  THE  AUTUMN  OF  1834. 


THE  BBTimN  TO  POETRY. 
iTe  the  eternal  melodies  ttoia  far, 
like  songs  of  home :  once  moro  disoem. 

Through  fitful  clouds  the  pure  majestic  star. 
Above  the  poet's  world  seicnely  burning, 
Thither  my  soul,  irc3l^wing'd  by  love,  is  taming. 
As  o'er  the  waves  the  wood-birtf  seeks  her  nest, 
For  those  ifteen  heights  of  dewy  stillness  yearn. 

Whence  glorious  minds  o'erlooh  the  earth's  unresL 
— Now  be  the  spirit  of  Heaven's  truth  my  guide 
Throngb  the  bright  land  1 — that  no  brief  gladnesi^ 

In  passing  bloom,  rich  odour,  or  sweet  sound. 
May  lura  my  footsteps  from  their  aim  aside  : 
Their  true,  filgh  quest — to  seek,  if  ne'er  to  gain, 
The  inmost,  purest  shrine  of  tfiat  august  domain. 

II. 
OV  BEADINO  COLERIDGE^  EPITAPH  WmTTEH 

BY  HIMSELF. 
Snarr!  so  oft  in  radiant  ihedom  soaring. 
High  through  seraphic  mysterica  unconfined, 
And  oil,  a  diver  through  the  deep  of  mind. 
Its  caverns,  far  below  its  waves,  exploring; 
And  oft  such  strains  of  breezy  music  pouring. 
As,  with  the  floating  swoetnesa  of  their  sighs, 
Could  still  all  fevera  of  the  heart,  restoring 
Awhile  that  freshness  tefl  in  Paradise  i 
Say,  of  those  glorious  wanderings  what  tbe  goalt 
What  the  rich  fruitage  to  man's  kindred  sod 
From  wealth  of  thine  bequeathed  1  O  strong,  and 

sceptred  intellect  '■  thy  goal  confest 

Was  the  Redeemer's  Cross — thy  last  bequest 

■"-- ' 1  breathing  tiioice  prolband  humibtyl 


DSEAMa  OF  THE  DEAD. 
Orr  in  still  night^reami  a  departed  &ce 
Bends  o'er  me  with  sweet  earnestness  of  eyt^ 
Wearing  no  mora  of  earthly  pains  a  trace. 
But  all  the  tender  pity  that  may  He 
On  the  clear  brow  of  Immortabtv, 
Calm  yet  profound.    Soft  rays  illume  that  mioi 
like  unshadow'd  moonlight  of  some  far-off  aky 
Around  it  floats  tnnsparcntiy  serene 
As  a  pure  veil  of  waters.    O  rich  sleep : 
Thou  hsst  strong  spirila  in  thy  regions  deep. 
Which  gloriQr  with  Teci.>K'ling  breath, 
Efiacing,  brightening,  giving  forth  to  shine 
Beauty's  high  truth,  and  how  much  more  divma 
Thy  power  when  linked  In  this,  with  Iby  slaw 
brother — Death  I 
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Like  dawk,  lh>t  wilk  tl 


HOPE  or  FTITUItB  COMMUNION  WITH  NATVKB. 

lUow'd 
_ .     . .  sr  chamben  deep. 

Where  lone,  and  rouiUfld  with  (he  rolliDg  diMld, 
She  broods  o'er  oew-bom  wilen,  u  (be;  leip 
In  Bword-like  fluhes  down  the  heather;  ateep, 
From  civea  of  mjeter7 ; — if  I  raein  once  mora 
Where  dark  pinei  qDivei  to  Uie  lorrenri  loar. 
And  voicefol  [»ki  respond  ; — ihill  1  not  reap 
A  maie  ennobling  joy,  a  lodier  power. 
Than  e'er  waa  abed  on  liie's  more  VEnial  hoitr, 
FroD)  luch  commonion  7 — yei ',  I  then  (ball  know, 
That  not  in  Tain  have  aoirow,  lore,  and  thoughti 
Their  long,  atill  work  of  preparalion  wrought. 
For  Ibat  mora  perfeet  aeoBe  of  God  reveal'd  beLo*'. 


ON  THE  DATURA  ABBOBEA. 
_ .   .      10  plant !  aocb 
Noned,  where  the  bee 

Are  not  lAy  ' 

Clear,  large,  with  dnwy  iDoonlight  fill'd  from  high, 
And  in  their  monumental  puritj 
Serenely  drooping,  round  thee  seem  to  draw 
ViaioM  link'd  strangclj  with  that  flilent  awe 
Which  brood*  o'er  Scalpturo'a  worka. — A  meet 

ally 
For  thaw  heroie  ferma,  the  aimply  grand. 
Art  thou :  and  worthy,  tarred  by  pkitic  band, 
Above  aome  kingly  poet'a  tomb  to  ahine 
In  apotleai  marble;  honouring  one,  whoae  atnin 
Rciar'd  opao  winga  of  thought  that  knew  no  stair 
Fre«  through 'the  atarry  hMveos  of  troth  diTine. 


ON  A  GCBHB  IN  TBE  DABOLE. 


With  deep  mosaic  hnee;  and,  richly  throwing 
O'er  thy  ctifl*-wa11>  a  tinge  of  aulumn'a  vest. 
High  bloom'd  the  heatb.flowen,  and  the  wild 

wood's  cteat 
Waa  lonch'd  with  gold. — Flow  erei  thni,  beMow- 

IHfla  (^delight,  aweet  atream !  on  all  who  more 
Gently  along  thy  ahorea ;  and  <^ '.  if  lore, 
-  True  love,  m   aecrct    Dursed,  with   Mirow 

ftaoght— 
bbonid  lometiiDBa  boar  bis  treanced  gTioft 

Thee, 
Acm  Ibll  of  kindnea  let  thy  mnaic  ba. 
Singing  repiwc  to  every  troubled  thought ! 


D  PERPORHANCB. 


'Vhteh  I  would  body  forth  to  lift  and  Fowar, 


ginritara;  ai 
la  glorioas  all, 


Poinla  to  th'  unchanging  i 

Fat-awaeping  to  ac 

For  holieat  ntea :  i 

&an)   me,  and  by  ferrent  dreami  o'er 

I  aink:  —  O  friend!   0  liqk'd  mWa  eaah  high 

thought! 
Aid  me,  of  (hose  rich  viaiona  t«  detain 
All  I  may  graap;  until  thou  aeest  fulfUl'd, 
While  time  and  strength  allow,  my  Ix^  to  buikt 
Foe  lowly  hearta  deroat,  but  eau  endanf^  bae  1 

VIII. 

TBB  POETxr  OF  TBB  PSALHR 
NoiLT  thj  aong,  O  miiutiel !  nuh'd  to  meut 

Th'  Eternal  on  the  pathway  of  the  hlart. 
With  dukneas  round  him,  as  a  mantle,  east. 
And  cherubim  ta  waft  his  flying  aeat; 
Amidst  the  hills  that  smoked  beneath  his  ibet 
With  trumpet-vaice  thy  spirit  call'd  aloud. 
And  bade  the  trembling  rocks  his  name  repoali 
And  the  bent  eedan,  and  the  biuating  cloud. 
But  far  mora  gloriously  to  earth  ma£  known 
Bf  that  high  stnia  Hun  by  the  Ihundei's  tcoe^ 
llie  flashing  torrents,  or  the  ocean's  roll. 


TO  BILVIO  FELLICO  ON  READITfO  HIS 

"PKiaiONB." 

Tnnr  are  who  cUmb  the  monntaiii'a  liealbei7 

Or,  in  li^'s  vernal  atrmgth  triumphant,  orgs 
The  bark's  fleet  rushing  through  th«  crealad 

■'a  fiery  race  of  pride 
Over  the  green  aavannaa,  gleaming  wide 
By  some  vast  lake  ;  yd  thu^  on  foambg  sea. 
Or  chainless  wild,  reign  far  leea  nobly  free, 
Than  than,  in  that  lone  dungeon,  gtori6od 
By  thy  bravo  aufTcring. — Thon  "       ■-    ■    ■ 
:nerce  tboueht  and  bdeful  paaa 
filling  the  dedicated  solitude 
With  God ;  and  where  Ify  spirit  deigna  to  dwell. 
Though  the  worn  frame  in  fetlera  withering  hm. 
There — Ihroaed  in  f«act  divine  ia  liberty ! 


rO  THE  SAME,  RELEASED. 
How  flows  thy  being  now  t — like  some  glad  hyns. 
One  atralD  ofscdemn  rapture  T — doth  thine  ey« 
Wander  through  tean  of  *<Hceleas  feeling  dim. 
O'er  the  crown'd  Alps,  that,  'midst  the  apMV 
aky. 
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Btwp  in  tbe  ninli^t  of  thine  IbtljT 
Oi  ii  Oij  gue  ofToverent  lore  profoond, 
Unto  thoM  dear  parsntal  &ce<  bound. 
Which,  with  their  ailterj  faair,  »  oft  glanced  by, 
HauDtinff  Uiy  priioD-dreainfl  T — Where'er  thou  art, 
BlewiBK  be  abed  ddod  thine  inmoat  liaart, 
Jo;,  from  liind  loofu,  Uoe  akiea,  and  Bolrny  • 
For  that  pore  voioa  of  thoii|[htrul  wiadom  nnt 
Forth  from  thf  cell,  in  nraeIMn  elotfuient. 
Of  loTG  to  man,  and  qumchleai  tnut  in  God ! 


THE  PROCESSION. 


linxi  wete  trstnplin|  aoundi  of  manj  feet, 
And  music  nuh'd  throush  the  crowded  atreet; 
Proad  muiie,  auch  u  teU*  the  mkj. 


There  were  bonners  to  the  windi  tmroU'd, 
With  baugbty  words  on  oach  blaion'd  fold ; 
Hlffh  batue-nsmee,  which  had  nmg  of  jore^ 
WEenl  "    ■ 


m  olaah'd  on  ths  Syrian  sbon. 


(Hi!  what  doth  the  riolet  amidst  ttie  throngT 

I  Mw  where  a  bright  ProceMion  pesa'd 
Hm  gate*  of  a  Minitcr,  old  and  vast ; 
And  a  Jung  to  his  crowning  |^ce  was  led, 
Thnogh  a  ■eolptor'd  line  jif  tJw  warrior  dead. 

I  saw,  ftr  gleaming,  the  long  amy 
Of  tmphiee,  on  Ihrae  high  tombs  that  Isf , 
And  tbe  odimr'd  light,  Utat  wrapp'd  thrai  aD, 
Rich,  deep,  and  aaiC  "  ■  ">J*i  piU- 


A  gniTB  br  the  Iwdly  Mioster's  gata, 
UiAcoonr'd,  and  yet  not  dnaUle. 

It  was  bnt  a  dew^  neensward  bed. 
Meet  Ibr  the  rent  of  a  peannt  hoad ; 
Bnt  Loire— Oh !  lovelier  than  ell  beiide  !— 
That  lone  jdace  guarded  and  glorified 

Per  a  gentle  form  stood  watching  there, 
Yoong — bat  bow  sorrowfully  &i 
Keepng  the  flowcra  of  tlie  holy  spot, 
l^iat  reoklBSB  feet  mi|^t  profkne  them  not- 
Clear,  pale  and  clear,  wsi  the  tender  cheek. 
And  liar  eye,  though  toarflil,  serenely  meeli ; 
And  I  deem'd,  by  its  gifted  gaie  of  loni, 
TymX  ber  lad  heart's  t^eaeare  wu  ell  above. 


For  alone  ahe  seam'd  'midst  the  throng  to  be, 
Ijke  ■  turd  of  the  wbtv-s  Ikr  away  at  sea; 
Alone,  in  a  moumer'a  veM  arra;^'d. 
And  with  folded  honda,  e'en  as  if  die  pray'd. 

It  faded  before  me,  that  maeigue  of  pride, 


Bnt  that  on^ao  form,  with  Its  willowy  grace, 
And  the  speaking  prayer  In  thnt  pale,  calm  faca, 
""",  still  o'er  iny  ihoughU  in  the  night-buur 

glide— 
— Oh  1  Lore  is  lorelier  than  all  beiide. 


TO  THE  BLUE  ANEMONE. 


Flowik  of  itiirry  deimen  bright, 
QuiTcring  um  of  colour'd  light. 
Hast  thou  drawn  thy  cup's  nch  dye 
From  th'  intettaencu  of  the  aky  1 
From  a  long,  long  fervent  gaze 
Through  tJio  ycur's  iirat  golden  dayi^ 
Up  that  blue  and  ailont  deep, 
Whero,  like  tilings  of  sculptured  Blee|i| 
Alabaster  clouda  repoae, 
With  Uki  lunihioe  on  their  snows  I 
Thither  waa  thy  heart's  tovo  turning. 
Like  a  censer  ever  burning, 
Till  the  purple  Ileavcna  in  thee 
Set  their  smile.  Anemone  1 

Or  can  thoee  warm  tints  be  caught 

Bach  from  some  (juick  glow  of  thought  T 

So  much  of  bright  tool  there  souma 

In  thy  bendinga  and  thy  glGam^ 

So  much  thy  iwcet  life  rcaemblea 

lliat  which  feds,  aBd  ivcepa,  and  tremLiM 

I  could  deem  thee  apiriuRU'd, 

As  a  reed  t>y  music  IhrilI'd, 

When  thy  being  I  behold 

To  each  loving  breath  unfold, 

Or  Uke  woman's  willowy  form. 

Shrink  before  the  gathering  storm; 

1  could  aak  a  voia  from  tliee, 

Delieate  Anomona ! 


dower !  thou  seem'st  not  bom 
With  thy  radiant  parity. 
Bat  to  melt  in  air  away. 
Mingling  with  the  soft  spring-day. 
When  the  crystal  heavens  are  atill. 
And  fiunt  Biure  veils  each  hill,       ■ 
And  tbe  limo-teaf  doth  not  move. 
Save  to  songs  that  stir  the  giovc. 
And  earth  all  glorified  is  seen, 
As  imaged  io  somo  lakes  serene 
— llten  thy  vanishing  should  be. 
Pare  and  meek  Anemone ! 
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And  the  roao  in  beiulj'a  bkir 

Still  iiM  feitil  glory  wear  i 

And  the  willow.leivei  droop  o'or 

Brawl  which  love  auiituna  no  mor* : 

But  b;  liviog  rava  refined, 

Thou,  Uie  trombliir  of  Ihe  wind, 

Thau,  tlie  apiriluiil  flower, 

Bcntieot  of  each  breeze  and  ahoirer, 

TIhhi,  rejoicing  in  the  ikicB, 

And  transpierced  with  lU  their  djeai 

Breathing  Tue,  with  light  o'erflowiiif, 

Gem-like  to  111 j  centre  gluwing. 

Thou  the  poet'*  t;pe  shall  be, 

Flower  of  •(   '    ' ' 


THE  BURIAL  IN  THE  DESEET. 


Rw  wKpa  ron  aalliit  Bui 

Ami  he.  Iln  tuBiiiiliil  aoil  brat*. 
Now  (Ih|h  ia  Etrpfi  hhI. 

H'ttfn. 

In  the  ahadow  of  the  Pyramid 

Out  brother's  grave  wo  mnda, 
When  the  batlto-dn]'  was  done. 
And  th«  Desert's  parting  sun 
A  field  of  death  minwj'd. 

TIm  blood-red  skj  above  as 
Was  dark'ning  into  night. 

And  the  Arab  watcliing  ulentlj 
Our  sad  and  buriicd  rite. 

riie  voice  of  Egypt's  river 
Como  hollow  and  profound, 

And  one  lono  palm-tree,  whcro  we  st 
Rock'd  with  a  sliivery  sound  : 

While  the  shadow  of  Ihe  Pyramid 
Hnne  o'er  the  grave  we  made. 
When  Uio  battle-day  was  done. 


Tbe  fathen  of  our  brother 

Were  borne  to  knightly  tombs, 

With  torch-light  and  witb  antbcm-not^ 
And  many  waving  plumes : 


But  he,  the  list  and  noblest 
Of  that  high  Norman  rao 

With  a  few  brief  words  r. 
Vi'ax  galher'd  to  Us  pli 


Whin  the  batilc-di;  was  done, 

And  lilt  Dcscrt'ii  parting  sv 

A  Mi  of  dcth  siuvcv'd 


Bot  let  him,  ]et  him  iluoiber 

By  tlie  old  Egyptian  wave  t  * 
It  ia  well  with  ttioee  who  bear  their  & 


Wlien  brightest  names  are  breathed  a 

When  loiU«t  fall  so  fiat. 
We  would  not  call  our  tnuther  back 

On  dark  days  to  ba  cast, 

FVom  the  ahadow  of  llie  Pyramid, 
Where  bis  noble  beset  we  laid. 
When  the  battle-day  wua  done. 
And  the  Desert's  parting  aun 
A  field  of  death  survey'd. 


THE  MAREHHA. 


Tnnil  are  bright  bcoiki  beneath  Italian  skiea. 
Where  glowing  suns  their  purest  Ught  diffiiM, 
Uncultured  flowers  in  wild  profbaioD  tisev 
And  nature  lavishes  her  warmest  hues  ; 
But  trust  thou  not  her  smile,  her  balmy  breath 
Away  !  her  charms  are  but  the  pomp  of  Death . 

Tie,  in  the  vine^ad  bowers,  unseen,  is  dwelling 
Where  the  cool  shsdo  its  fresluicas  round  lot* 

His  voice,  in  every  pcrflimed  icphyr  sweQinf, 
With  gentlest  whisper  lures  tliec  to  repose. 
And  the  sofl  sounds  that  through  the  foliage  si^ 
But  woo  thee  stilt  to  slumber  sod  to  die. 


Mysterious  dsnger  Inks,  ■  Syren,  there. 
Not  robed  in  terron  or  annoiinced  bi  gloont. 


Sunshine,  and  bloom,  and  verdure !  can  it  be, 
T'hat  these  but  charm  us  with  dcatroctive  wiles  I 
Where  shall  we  turn,  O  Nature !  if  in  tka 
Danger  is  mask'd  in  beauty — death  in  smiles  I 
Oh !  atill  Ihe  Circe  of  that  faUl  shore. 
Where  she,  the  sun's  bright  daughter,  dwelt  of 

There,  year  In  ynr,  that  secret  peril  spnada, 
Disguised  in  lovelinesa,  its  baleful  reign. 
And  viewless  blights  o'er  many  a  landscape  sbed« 
Gay  with  the  riches  of  the  south,  in  rain. 
O'er  &iry  bowers,  and  polacea  of  state. 
Passing  unKcn,  to  leave  them  deaolale. 
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And  piltued  halls,  whoee  airy  coJonnado 
Were  fbnn'd  to  ccbo  miuic'B  cboni  toae, 
Aro  silent  ddw,  uiiidat  deserted  ehtdcs,' 
Peopled  by  BCnlpture'a  rracefiil  tbrmB  alono  ! 
And  founliinB  dnsh,  onKeard,  by  looo  alcore*. 
Neglected  teroplei,  and  forsaken  grmeM. 

And  there,  where  maibla   nymphs,  in  beauty 

g^leaming, 
'Midst  tlie  deep  shades  of  plane  sad  cypren  rise. 
By  wave  or  niit  might  Fancy  linger,  dreaming 
Of  old  Arca£a'B  woodland  deities. — 
Wild  visions  I — there  no  sylvaD  powers  eonreoe, — 
Death  reigns  the  genius  of  the  Elysian  scone. 

Ye,  too,  illuitriotu  hills  of  Some !  that  bosr 
Tracn  of  mightier  beings  on  your  brow. 
O'er  yon  that  subtle  spirit  of  (he  sir 
Extends  the  desert  of  his  empire  now; — 
Broods  o'er  the  wrecks  ofsttar,  Ikne,  and  dome, 
And  makes  the  Cesar's  ruin'd  halls  his  home. 

Youth,  valonr,  beauty,  oft  hare  fth  his  power. 
His  crown'd  and  chosen  victims — o'er  liieir  lot 
Hath  Ibnd  aSection  wept — each  blighted  flower 
In  luni  was  loved  and  moam'd,  and  is  forgot. 
But  one  who  perish'd,  left  a  tile  of  woe, 
Meet  for  as  deep  a  sigh  as  [ul/  can  bestow. 


And  graceful  revels  of  the  gay  and 

And  brilliant  wreaths  the  utar  have  array'd. 

Where  meet  her  noblest  youth,  and  loveliest  maid. 

To  that  joong  bride  each  gnuMi  bath  Nature 

Which  glows  on  Art's  divinest  dmun, — bcr  eya 
Hath  a  pure  Bunboam  of  bcr  native  heaven — 
Her  check  a  tinge  of  morning's  richest  dye  ; 
Fair  as  that  daughter  of  the  south,  whose  form 
Still   Iveathes  and  charms,  in  Vioci's   odours 


Bat  is  ihe  blest  T — (or  sometimes  o'er  her  smile 
A  soft  sweet  shade  of  pensiveness  is  cast, 
And  in  her  liqnid  glance  there  seemn  a.  while, 
"To  dwell  some  thought  whose  soul  is  with  the  past 


Perchance,  at  timck,  vrithin  her  heart  may  rise 
Reoienibranca  of  some  early  love  or  woe. 
Faded,  jet  scarce  forgotten — in  her  eyes. 
Wakening  the  hall^fbnn'd  tear  that  may  not  fiov  . 
Yet  radiant  aeema  ber  lot  as  aught  on  earth. 
Where  stUl  some  pioinj  thought  comes  darkly 


•  Bm  Hslsnt  U  BUfI-i  Bh  ckKripUna. 


Hms  iJm,  lanusil  u  t><  Iba  miaiKrlicil  IminiiDn  of  V 


The  world  before  her  amilea — its  changeful  gam 
She  hath  not  proved  as  yd — her  path  seems  gay 
With  flowers  and  sunshine  —  and  the  voios  of 

Is  still  the  joyous  herald  of  her  way ; 

And  beauty's  light  annmd  ?>cr  dwells,  tu  throw. 

O'er  every  scene,  ilJ  own  recplendeni  glow. 

I  young  BianCB — graced  with  all 
That  nature,  fortune,  youth,  at  once  am  give  ; 
Fuie  in  their  loveliness — her  looks  recall 
Such  droame,  as  no'er  life's  early  bloom  survivo  j 
And   whoi   she  speaks,  each  thrilling  tone  is 

fVaught 
With  sweetness,  bom  of  high    and    heavenly 

thooght 
And  he,  to  whom  are  breathed  her  vows  of  faith 
Is  brave,  and  noble — Child  of  high  descent, 
He  hath  stood  fearless  in  the  ranks  ^death. 
Mid  slaughter'd  heaps,  the  warrior's  monument : 
And  proudly  marshali'd  his  carroccio'st  way. 
Amidst  the  wildest  wreck  of  war's  array. 

And  his  the  chivalrons,  commanding  mien, 
When)  high-bom  gmndeur  blends  with  courtly 

grace! 
Yet  may  a  lightning  glance  at  times  be  seen, 
Of  Gory  passions,  darting  o'er  his  face. 
And  fierce  the  sfnrit  kindling-  in  his  eye, — 
"  It  e'en  while  yet  we  goie,  its  quick,  wild  Bosbea 

And  calmly  can  Pietra  smile,  ccmccDling 

As  if  forgotten,  vengeance,  hate,  rcmnte; 

And  veil  the  workings  of  each  darker  feeling, 

Deep  in  his  soul  ooncentnting  its  lores : 

But  yet,  he  loves — Oh '.  who  hath  loved,  nor  knowE 

Aftection's  power  exalt  the  bosom  all  its  ownT 

7'he  days  roll  on — and  still  Blanca'a  lot 
Seems  as  a  path  of  Eden — Thon  mightst  deem 
That  grief;  Ibo  mighty  chastener,  huj  forgot 
To  woke  her  soul  from  life's  enchanted  dream  ; 
And,  if  her  brow  a  moment's  sadness  wear. 
It  sheds  but  grace  more  intellectual  there. 

A  few  short  years,  and  all  is  changcal — her  Iota 
as  with  some  deep  mysleriaas  cload  o'ercast 
ave  jealous  doabia  transfbnn'd  to  wrath  and 
hate. 

The  love  whose  glow  Expression's  power  sm*- 


uii  ■  uu<  lie  meet  thai  eye,  of  light  serene, 
Whence  the  pure  spirit  looks  in  radiance  fbrth, 
And  view  that  bright  intelligence  of  mien, 
Fwm'd  toeiprCBsbul  thouahts  of  loftiest  woMl.. 
Yet  deem  that  vice  within  Uial  heart  can  rugnT 
-How  shall  he  e'er  confide  m  aught 


euUl 
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In  atlowM  oft,  with  alnnfe,  nndietiTs  gae, 
Viantient,  yet  lili'd  with  nieuiing  atem  uid  wilil, 
K«r  reatuteii,  calm  in  beant;,  he  ■dtti^ 
Then  loTTU  away,  uid  diet  oa  her  child 
So  dark  a  glance,  aa  thiUli  a  motfaer*!  mind 
With  ■ome  vafue  Aar  acaree  awn'd,  and  onde- 
fined. 

There  atandi  a  lonelv  dvaQuiK,  by  the  waM 
Of  tlM  falne  deep  which  bathes  Italia'a  ahore, 
Far  frocD  all  aounda,  but  rippling  aeu  thai  lave 
Graj  rocka,  with  IbLage  nctd;  ahadow'd  o'er : 
And  aifhing  wiuda,  llwt  inonniu  tbroogh  the 

wood, 
Fiiiifing  the  beach  of  that  Heaparian  flood. 

Fair  ii  that  houn  of  Kilitado— and  Ikir 
The  green  Mareinma,  lar  around  it  apread, 
A  aun-bright  waits  of  beautj — yet  an  air 
Of  brooding  aadneaa  o'er  the  ecene  ia  ahed. 

No  human  iintalop  tracka  the  lone  domain. 
The  deaeit  of  luioiiance  glows  in  vain. 

And  aileot  an  the  marble  halla  thai  rtn 

'Mid  IbantB,  and  cypreaa-walki,  and  olive-fptma  i 

All  aloeps  ID  lunihine,  "neath  Cerulean  akiea, 

And  (till  anHud  the  leB-breen  lightlj  lovea ; 

Vet  every  trace  of  man  reveala  iloue, 

That  thwe  Ufa  once  hath  flouriah'd    and  u  gone. 

There,  till  around  tbam  alowly,  aoftl;  atoltng, 

The  aummer  air,  deont  in  every  aigh. 

Came  liraught  with  death,  ila  power  no  dga  re- 

Thy  aireainelra,  dwelt,  b  day«K0Be  by; 
And  atraina  of  mirth  and  melody  liave  mnr'd, 
Whert)  atanda,  all  voiceleaa  now,  the  atill  abode. 

And  thither  doth  her  Lord,  remoraeleaa,  bear 
Bianea  with  her  child — hii  alter'd  eye 
And  bmw  a  atem  and  fWfal  calmaeaa  wear. 
While  hit  dark  apirit  eeola  their  doom — to  die ; 
And  the  deep  bodingfa  of  hia  victim'a  heart, 
TeU  her,  from  fruittaaa  hc^  at  once  to  part 


'a  glorioua  prime — and  blendi 
snee  with  the  akiea,  the  deep. 


blending 


It  ia  the  aummer'a  _ 

Ita  blue  tranaparenee 

Each  tint  of  hesTen  npon  ila  bfeaat  deacending. 

Scarce  mnrmnn  aa  it  beavea,  in  glaaiy  aleep, 

And  on  ita  wave  reflecta,  more  aoftly  bri^% 

That  lorely  ahore  of  aiJitude  and  light 

Fragrance  in  each  warm  aouthera  gale  ia  breath- 

Deck'd  with'  yoaag  flowera  the  rich  Uuamma 

glows, 
Negk-cted  vine*  the  treea  are  wildly  wreathing. 
And  the  fteab  myrtle  in  eiuberance  blowa, 
And  ta  around,  a  deep  and  annny  bloom 
UantlcB  the  acouu,  aa  giu'landi  n>b«  the  lontk 


S— for  there 
oty !  in  tl_    ,      _ 
Suffeiingi  more  keen  far  thee  teaarved  than  tfaoae 
Of  lingering  Death,  which  thoa  thine  eye  a; 


What  deeper  panga  maternal  baarta  oau  wrinc. 
Than  boorly  to  heboid  the  ■poiler'a  breath 
Shedding,  as  mildewa  on  the  bkxan  of  apniVi 
O'er  In&ncv'a  &ir  cheek  (he  blifht  of  Death  t 
To  gate  and  abrink,  aa  gatherinr  ahadea  o'ereait 
lie  pale  amooth  brow,  yet  wa(c£  it,  to  (be  laat ! 

Soch  pangi  were  thine,  yoong  mother ! — lliaa 

didal  bend 
O'er  thy  Kir  boy,  and  raise  hia  drooping  bead. 
And  limt  and  hopeleu,  far  from  rvcry  friend. 
Keep  thj  aad  midnight-vigils  near  hia  bed. 
And  watch  his  palieot,  aupplicaling  ejc, 
Fii'd  upon  thee-'on  Ihee ! — who  couldat  no  aid 
ipply! 

There  waa  no  voice  to  cheer  thy  lonely  woe 
Hirough  tlioae  dark  hoora — to  thee  the  wind's 
low  eigh. 


And  thou  didat  vainly  claap  him  to  the  breast 
Hi*  yonng  and  iminy  amilea  so  otl  with  hope  bad 
bk)*t. 

Ila  paat — that  learliil  trial — be  u  gone — 
But  thon,  sad  monmer '.  Iiaat  not  long  to  weep. 

The  hour  of  Nalure'i  chnrler'd  peacd  comes  on. 
And  thon  ahalt  share  thine  in&ot'i  holy  sleeps 
A  few  abort  autferinga  yet — and  Death  shall  ba 
As  a  bright  mesaengvr  from  Heaven  to  tboe. 


But  lak  iiot--hope  not — one  relenting  tbonght 
From  him  who  doom'd  thee  thus  to  waate  awaj. 
Whose  heart,  with  auUen  apeechkaa  Tengcanca 

Ihuight, 
Brooda  in  dark  Irinaph  o'er  thy  akiw  decay. 
And  coldly,  atemly ,  ailently  can  trace 
The  gndaa]  withering  of  each  yoatbfiil  graoa. 


aeeoung  angd — and  thy  tomb, 
ttyr's  riuine,  be  haUow'tl  in  bis  eyas  ! 
llwn  anall  thine  ionocenoe  hia  boaoD  miag. 


More  than  thy  fimcied  gnill  with  jealooa  p 


ifiV  the  vonng  roaen  of  Iliy  cheek  ti 
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Tbe  Mason'i  giorj  tkitn — the  TiDbgnJaj 
llirotigh  joyana  lUl;  nsouiids  no  mora  i 
But  mortal  luTcUneM  hith  pus'd  a.iraj, 
Fiirar  th>ii  ■nghl  in  (umnMr'i  EtowiDg  Mora. 
Bcsntf  uid  joulh  in  gone — baEii^  tb«m  ntch 
Aj  Dealt' hath  Dude  tbem  with  hii  blighting  toodi! 


Tba  (oinnMi'i  hnath  ei 
died! 


thej 


BoftI;  it  came,  to  gin  Ituuriance  birth, 
CalTd  forth  yoaag  Nature  ia  her  Teita]  pride, 
Bat  bore  to  Ihein  their  ramniona  (rem  the  earth! 
Again  ahaJI  blow  that  mild,  delioioui  breeie. 
And  wake  to  lift  and  light  all  flower*— Jmt  thoM. 

No  acnlptared  an,  imt  vem  thy  Tirtoea  telling, 
O  lost  and  lorelieat  one !  adonu  th;  grave. 
But  oV  thai  hnmble  eypreiw-ihaded  dwelling 
The  de  w-dropa  gliilen,  tnd  the  wild-Sowera  woie- 
Enblemi  more  meet,  in  tranaient  lieht  uid  bloom, 
For  ifaM,  who  thna  didrt  pasa  in  bnghtnesi  to  thd 


SEBABTIAN  OF  PORTUGAL. 

A  DBAHATID  FRAOmNT. 


ZiHOE,  a  yaang  Arai. 
GmuxM^  Ua  fiind,       " 


BCENE  L 
The  tta-thore  near  Lwbon. 
Beu  VT.— Goni  1^— ZtHoti. 
SAaA.  With  what  joung  life  uid  Omgrance  L 
ita  breath 
Mr  native  air  vJntoi  me '.  Trom  the  gTOTsi 
or  citron,  and  the  mountains  of  the  line, 
And  Ihj  nujeatic  tide  thus  foaming  on 
In  power  and  fVeoedom  o'er  ita  golden  aandl^ 
Fair  stream,  my  Tajol  youth  with  all  it*  glow 
And  pride  of  feeliog  through  my  aaal  and  frame 
Again  aeema  mahing,  aa  Iheae  -'■' 


Tut  their  bright  ahote*  flow  jOTOUilj.  Sweetlmd, 
My  own,  my  Falhcn'  land,  of  lunnj 
And  orange  bowera  1 — Oh '  '    ' 


if  lunny  akiea 


That  thu*  1  tread  thy  >oil  T  Or  do  I  wake 
Prom  a  dark  dream  but  now  T  Ganialci,  ny, 
VMOa  it  not  brinr  llie  floab  of  earl;  life 
Back  on  th'  awuenine  apirit,  thna  to  gaia 
On  tlie  b  tweeping  nver,  and  tlw  ahadea 
Which  in  their  undulating  motion  ipcak 
Of  gentle  wioda  amidit  bright  waten  b<vn, 
AAer  the  fiery  akiei  and  dark  red  nnda 
Of  the  lone  denrt  T  Time  and  toil  mut  i>eed 
Ha*«ehen(rcd  nir  mien;  bat  thia,  our  bleancd  li 
Rath  gnin'd  but  richer  beanty  since  we  bade 
Her  fhtwing  ahorea  ftrawcQ.   Scenu  il  nul  thiwl 
llljhnw  ia  clouded. — 


OonmL  To  mine  eye  the  loenn 

Wears,  amtdat  all  ita  quiet  lorelineaa, 
A  hne  of  deaolation,  and  the  calm, 
The  aoUtiide  and  dlonce  which  pemde 
Earth,  air,  and  ocean,  e«em  belonging  leia 
To  peteo  than  aadoeM !  We  hare  proudly  Mood 
Even  on  thii  abore,  beaids  Ibe  Aiianttc  ware. 
When  it  halh  bwk'd  not  Ihua. 

Ay.nowthyaoo! 
Ia  in  the  pait  1  Oh  no,  it  look'd  not  thna 
When  the  mom  amiled  upon  our  Ihouaind  aaili. 
And  the  winda  blew  lor  Afric!  How  thai  hour. 
With  all  ita  huea  of  glory,  Heme  to  burtt 
'igain  upon  my  TiBion !  I  heboid 
'he  Mitely  barka,  the  arming,  Ihe  array. 
The  create,  the  banneri  of  my  chtralry 
Swayed  by  the  lea-breeze  till  their  motion  ihowM 
Like  joyoui  lift !  How  the  proud  billowi  fbtm'd  1 
And  the  onra  flash'd,  like  lightninga  of  the  deep, 
And  the  tall  ipears  went  glancing  to  the  aan. 
And  •eattering  round  quick  raya,  •■  if  to  guid* 
Hie  valiant  auto  fame !  Aye,  the  blue  heaven 
Seon'd  for  that  noble  acene  ■  cuiopj 
Scarce  loo  majeatic,  while  it  rung  aht 
To  peala  of  warlike  eound !  My  gallant  bandi  I 
When  an  you  now  1 

GmaaL  Bid  the  wide  dcMrt  tell 

Where  ileep  its  dead !  To  mightier  boata  tban  then 
Halh  it  lent  grave*  ere  now ;  and  on  ita  breait 
la  room  for  nalioni  yet ! 

Sthatt.  It  cannot  bo, 

That  all  have  periah'd !  Man;  a  noble  man. 
Made  captive  on  that  war-field,  may  have  barat 
Hia  bond*  like  our*.  Cloud  not  thia  fleeting  ham, 
Which  to  my  eoul  is  aa  the  fbuntatn'a  draught 
To  the  parch'd  lip  of  fever,  with  a  thoo^t 
So  darkly  sad ! 

OoomI.         Ob  never,  never  aat 
That  deep  remembrance  &om  yon !  Wben  ooM 

Your  place  is  'midat  earth'*  rulers,  lot  it  dweQ 
Arourid  you,  as  the  shadow  of  your  throne. 
Wherein  the  land  mar  rest    My  king,  this  hour 
(Solemn  a*  that  which  to  the  voyager  *  eye 
In  for  ukd  dim  perspec^ve  doth  uutiJd 
A  new  and  boondleas  world)  may  haply  bo. 
The  hut  in  which  the  courage  and  the  po"'*' 
Of  truth's  high  voice  may  reach  yon !  Who  nay 

A*  man  to  min,  as  fiiend  to  fi'icnd,  belbre 
The  ancestral  throne  of  monarchiT  Or  perchanc* 
TmIs,  such  u  tame  the  lofUeat  to  enduianoe, 
Henceforth  may  wait  us  here  i  But  bowaoe'er 
This  be,  the  leuion*  now  from  *ufierings  past 
Beflt  ill  time,  all  change.     Oh !  by  the  Uood, 
Hie  fVee,  the  generous  blood  of  Portagal, 
Sbed  on  the  sonde  of  Afric, — by  the  nomsi 
Which,  with  their  eonturies  \>f  higli  renown, 
Tltere  died,  extinct  for  ever,— let  not  ihoae 
Who  itood  in  hope  and  glory  at  our  side 
Here,  Ml  Ihii  vei^  sea-braeh,  whence  they  pus'd 
To  fall,  and  leave  no  tropny, — let  them  niA 
Be  soon,  be  e'er  forgotten  !  lor  Ihrir  fate 
Bear*  a  deep  warning  in  its  awfiilness, 
Wlience  power  might  well  learn  wisdom ! 


SAiH. 


iglizedoyGOOglf 


f\nt  jeara  of  sufiennce  and  ciptivit/. 
Such  u  have  bow'd  down  ea^te  heaita  cre.t 
And  msde  high  encrglea  their  ipoil,  have  pa 
So  light);  o'er  mv  spirit  I  It  U  not  Ibua ! 
The  tJiiDgi  thou  wuuldst  reoill  are  Dot  of  tli 
To  be  for^uttcn !  But  my  heart  hath  atill 
A  MDae,  a  boiuidiujf  pulae  for  hope  and  jo;. 
And  it  t>  joj  whiuh  whiepen  in  tl>e  breeze 
Sent  from  my  own  dee  mounlaiiu.    Braie  God- 

lalei; 
Thou  art  one  to  make  thj  fbarlcsa  heart  a  ihield 
IMlo  thr  friend,  in  the  dark  slorm;  hour 
Wbea  Knighllj  creata  are  trampled,  and  prood 

Cleft,  and  atrong  breaat-plales  ahiver'd.    Tbou 

To  intiue  the  bouI  of  gallant  fortitude 

Into  the  captive's  boaom,  and  beguile 

Thfl  Ion?  alow  niarch  beneath  the  burning  noon 

With  ioftj  patience ;  but  fer  those  quick  bursta, 

ThoK  buoyant  e&brta  of  tite  soul  to  cast 

Her  weight  of  care  to  earth,  thoae  brief  deligliti 

Whose  source  is  in  a  ■□nbeam,  or  a  sound 

Which  atira  the  blood,  or  a  yoong  breeze,  whose 

wing 
Wanders  in  chainlosa  joy ;  for  things  like  these 
Then  hast  no  eympalhiea! — And  Ihou,  my  Zamor, 
Art  wrapt  in  thought !  I  weioome  theo  to  this. 
The  kingdom  of  my  Others.     Is  it  not 
A  goodly  heritage  T 

Zamor.  The  land  i*  fair 

Bui  ho,  the  archec  of  the  wilderness, 
Beholdeth  not  the  painu  beoealh  whose  shade 
His  tents  are  scottet'd,  and  hb  Camels  rest; 
And  therefore  is  he  sad '. 

Sebatt,  Thou  must  not  pine 

With  that  sick  reaming  ofthe  impatient  hGa.rt, 
Which  makes  Uia  eiilc'i  life  one  Icvcr'd  dream 
Of  skies,  and  hills,  and  voices  Car  away. 
And  laces  wearing  the  familiar  hues, 
Lent  by  his  native  aunbeams.    I  hava  known 
Too  much  of  this,  and  would  not  see  another 
Thus  daily  die.    If  it  be  so  with  thee, 
My  gentle  Zaroor,  speak.    Behold,  our  bnrk 
Yet,  with  her  white  saits  catching  gunsct's  glow. 
Lies  within  signal  reach.    If  it  be  thus, 
Then  fiue  theo  welt,  larewell  thou  brave  and  true, 
And  Feneroua  friend '.  How  often  is  our  path 
Crond  by-some  being  whose  bright  spirit  sheds 
A  passing  gladness  o'er  it,  but  whose  course 
Iifiads  down  another  carrent,  never  more 
To  blend  with  ours '.  Yet  far  within  our  souls, 
Amidst  the  rushing  ofthe  busy  world, 
Ilwetis  many  a  secret  thoughC  which  lingers  yet 
Around  thai  image.    And  e'en  so,  kind  Zamor, 
Shall  thou  bo  long  rcmembeT'd  ! 

Zamor.  Bj  the  fame 

Of  my  brave  tire,  whose  deads  the  warrior  trib 
Tell  round  the  desert's  walchfire,  at  the  hour 
llfsiEcnce,  and  of  coolnns,  and  of  stars, 
I  will  not  leave  thcc  !  "Twos  in  such  an  hour 
The  dreams  of  rcat  were  on  mo,  and  I  lay 
Shrouded  in  slumber's  mantle,  as  within 
The  chambers  ofthe  Jnad.    Who  saved  me  then. 
When  tlie  pird,  sounders  as  Iho  midnight,  stole 
flnfl  OD  the  sleeper  '  Whose  keen  dart  transfix'd 


The  monarch  of  the  solitudea  ?  I  woke, 

thy  javelin  crimson'd  with  his  blood. 
Thou,  my  deliverer !  and  my  heart  e'en  then 
Call'd  thee  its  brother. 

For  that  gift  of  life 
With  one  of  tenfold  price,  even  freedom's  adt. 
Thou  hast  repaid  me  wslL 

Amor.  Then  bid  me  not 

Forsake  ibee  '.  Though  my  father's  tents  may  rin 
At  times  upon  my  spirit,  yet  my  home 
Shall  be  Bmidit  iJiy  mountama.  Prince,  and  Iboo 
Shalt  be  my  cliicl|  until  I  see  thee  robed 
With  all  thy  power.     When  thou  canat  need  do 

Thine  Arab's  faithful  heart  and  vigorous  arm, , 
From  the  green  regions  of  the  setting  sun 
Then  shall  the  wanderer  turn  his  steps,  and  seek 

SebaH.  Be  near  me  still. 

And  ever,  oh  my  warrior!  I  shall  stand 
Again  amidst  my  hosts,  a  mail-clad  king. 
Begirt  with  spears  and  banners,  and  the  pomp 
And  the  proud  sounds  of  battle.     Bo  thy  place 
Then  at  my  side.     When  doth  a  monarch  ceav 
To  need  true  hearts,  held  bands  7  Not  in  the  GeU 

,  or  on  the  throne  of  power,  nor  yet 
The  couch  of  sleep.  Be  our  friend,  we  will  not  put 

Gmial.     Be  all  thy  friends  then  &ithiiil,  for 
even  yet 
They  may  be  fiercely  tried. 

Sebalt.  I  doubt  them  not. 

Even  now  my  heart  beats  high  to  meet  their  ml 

Let  ua  away ! 

GantaL    Yet  hear  once  more,  my  liege : 
The  humblest  pilgrim,  from  bis  distant  sfarine 
Returning,  finds  not  even  hia  peasant  home 
Unchanged  amidst  its  vineyards.  Some  loved  ftoa 
Which  made  Iho  sun.light  of  his  lowly  boatd 
h  louch'd  by  sickness;  some  familiar  Ace 
Greets  him  no  more ;  and  shall  not  fate  and  lima 
Have  done  their  work  since  last  we  jarled  beocc 
Upon  an  empire? — Ay,  wilhin  those  years. 
Hearts  from  their  ancient  norship  have  fiJlen  oQ 
And  bow'd  beforo  new  stars :  high  name*  have 

Ticm  tbcir  supremacy  of  place,  end  other* 
Gone   forth,  and  made   IhemselTca   tlie  mighty 

At  which  thrones  tremble^    Oh  I  be  slow  to  trot 
E'en  those  to  whom  your  smiles  were  wtsit  li 

As  light  is  unto  flowers.    Search  well  the  depthi 
or  bosoms  in  whose  keeping  you  would  shrina 
llie  secret  of  your  state.    Storms  pass  not  by. 
Leaving  earth's  &ca  unchiingcd. 

Sibatt.  Whence  didst  thoo  lean 

The  cold  distrust  which  casts  so  de«p  &  shadow 
O'er  a  most  noble  nature  T 

Oanial.  Ijfe  hath  been 

My  stem  and  only  teacher.    I  have  knoKD 
Vicissitudes  in  all  things,  bnl  the  most 
In  human  hearts.    Oh  !  yet  a  while  tame  down 
That  royal  spirit,  tilt  tlie  hour  be  come 
When  it  may  burst  its  bondagn !  On  thy  brow 
The  suns  of  burning  climM  hm  sot  their  imI, 


.yGoQt^le 


And  uai,  tnd  jean,  and  perik,  bat*  Dot  pui'd 
O'er  the  bright  Mpect,  and  Ibe  ardent  e; • 
\m  doth  a  braoe  oraommer.    Be  tbat  tiiaaga 
Hm  maik  beneath  wboae  abelter  thoa  maj'at  read 
Hen'*  thau|rhta,  and  veil  tbine  own. 

StbatU  Aid  I  thna  ohtnyed 

From  ill  I  wul  And  jet  it  needa  miut  be. 
Since  e'en  inj  soul  hath  cauffht  another  boo 


And  Tcad  the  mij^lj  of  the  land,  to  ponr 

Deatruction  on  the  Hoalem  7  1 1 etorii. 

And  aa  a  learleu  and  a  IruiUd  &iend. 

Bring',  from  the  realnu  of  mj  captivity. 

An  Arab  of  tbe  deaert  I — Bat  Ibe  ann 

Hath  lunk  below  th'  Atlantic.    Let  na  benee — 

Gooialei,  fear  me  not  [Exruta. 

8CENE  II. 

A  Street  in  lAibon  Ruminated. 

Many  Cmznn. 

I(t  Cll.  In  aooth  oar  citj  weara  a  goodly  m 

With  her  ftr-U»ing  fanea,  and  featira  Umpa 

Shining  from  all  her  marUe  palaces, 

CoontleB  aa  besTen's  ftir  atari.    The  hnmbleat 

lallioe 
Seoda  forth  its  radiance.    Hoir  tbe  aparkliog 

FUns  back  Uw  light ! 

3<f  CU.     _  Aj,  'til  a  gallant  ihow  ; 

And  noe  wbieb  aorvea,  like  others,  to  conceal 
ntinita  whioh  rnnat  not  be  told. 

3dCiL  What  wonhlit  thoa  say  ? 

Sd  Cit.   Tbat  which  maj'  acarce,  in  perilooa 
liniea  like  theae, 
Be  Kud  with  Mtftty.    Raat  Iboa  look'd  within 
Theae  itatrijr  pelocee  ?  Were  the;  but  peopled 
With  tbe  high  race  of  warlike  noblea,  once 
Their  princely  lords,  think'it  thou,  good  friend, 

that  now 
They  woaU  be  glittering  with  thii  boUow  pomp, 
To  greet  a  oonqueror'a  entrance  T 

33  Cll.  Thoa  ny'it  welL 

Nooe  bat  a  lanil  forsaken  of  its  ohieb 
Had  been  so  lost  and  won. 

ithCU.  '  The  lot  ia  cost; 

We  hate  bat  to  yield.   Hush  1  for  some  strangers 

!fow,  fHends,  bewaie. 

1st  Cit.  Did  the  King  pass  Ibis  way 

At  mombg,  with  his  train  T 

3dCU.  Ay,  saw  yon  not 

Tbe  bug  and  rich  procenion  ? 

[SibatL  tnltri  wUh  OmMaL  md  Zamar. 

SthatL  tQ  Chmxal  This  sboold  be 

Tba  niglil  of  sdom  hi^  feetiTaL    Etsa  tfana 
My  ronl  oity  to  the  skiea  sent  op 
From  her  iUiunined  fanes  and  lowera  a  vwce 
Of  gladneaa,  wcleominf  eur  b*l  retom 
Ftom  Afrio's  ooaeL    Speak  tbon,  Gonnlei,  aik 
Tbe  caoso  of  this  rejoidng.    To  my  heart 
Diap  ftalingi  ruefa,  so  roingM  and  so  Aat, 
My  roiee  perchance  might  treacle. 


(/luaL  CSttam, 

What  fatal  niglit  is  this,  thai  all  year  atreeta 
Are  tbroDg'd  and  glittering  thai } 

Itt  Cit.  Hmt  than  not  heard 

Of  the  king's  entry,  in  triumphal  pomp. 
This  «ery  mom  ? 

OoRxoJ.  Tbe  King!  trinmphal  pomp! 

Thr  wcvda  are  dark. 

BAaal.  Speak  yet  again,  mine  oore 

Bing  with  itrange Boanids.    Again! 

lit  CU.  I  said,  tbe  King, 

Philip  of  ^Mio,  and  now  of  Portugal, 
This  ntormng  enter'd  wh^  a  cooqaer(«'a  train 
Oar  dty's  royal  palace  i  and  for  this 
We  hold  oar  lealiTal. 

SAatL  (in  a  loa  voiee.)    Tboa  eaidit  —  tbg 
Kug! 
m*  name  1  I  heard  it  not 

Itt  Cit.  Philip  of  Spain. 

SthaM.    Pbilip  of  Spain!    We  alnmber,  tili 

^  tb'  eartbnaake^  buraling  shock.    Hath  there 

not  (alien 
A  sadden  darkness?  All  Ibiaga  aeera  to  float 
Ohacnrel^  round  mn.   Now 't  is  part.   Tbe  streets 
Are  blazing  with  strange  lire.    Go,  quench  Ihoae 

They  glare  open  me  till  my  Tcry  brain 

Grows  diray,  and  doth  whirl,   now  dared  je  thu* 

Light  Dp  year  tbrinet  liir  him  7 

6<m*a{.  Away,  away. 

This  is  no  time,  no  scene —  ' 

8aa$t.  Philip  of  Rpaln! 

How  name  ye  this  fair  land  7  Why— is  it  not 
The  ftce,  the  chiralnni  Porlugalf  tbe  land 
By  tbe  proud  ransom  of  heroic  blood 
Won  fh>m  the  Moor  of  old  1  IKd  that  red  stream 
Bink  to  the  earth,  and  leave  no  fiery  carrent 
In  the  Tsina  of  nobte  men,  that  so  its  tide, 
and  of  ho 

SdCU.        '  That  high  blood 

Which  should  have  been  our  atrongth,  profusely 

Ati 
By  the  rash  King  Sebastian,  bathed  the  plotiu 
Or  &tat  Aluior.    Onr  monarch's  guilt 
Hath  brought  this  ruin  down. 
.     Sebatl.  Hast  this  be  heard. 

And  boms  and  Dnchastlacd.    Man,  darest  thoa 

Before  me  face  to  &cc,  and  (has  arraign 

Thy  soTereign  T 
Zrnior  (itide  lo  SebaH.)  Suill  I  lift  the  sword, 
my  Prince, 

Against  thy  Ibe*  T 

Genial.  Be  etill !  nr  all  is  lost 

9d  CU.  I  dare  apeak  that  which  all  men  think 

"T  la  to  Sebaalian,  and  his  waste  of  lile. 
And  power,  and  treamre,  that  we  owe  these  bonds. 
M  Cit.    l^lk  not  of  bonds.    May  our  new 

monarcb  rule 
The  weary  land  in  peace  l  But  wbo  art  'hoa  T 
Whence  comest  thou,  haughty   atrangor,  TaU 

then  things, 
Kn^m  to  an  nations,  ahoold  be  new  tp  Ifaea  7 
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AAMt.  {aiSdlf)    I   om^t  from  re^mB  idtcra 

In  rain*,  not  in  ohum 

[EkH  hU*  CmuioI.  and  Zkmor. 

2dCU.  HevonUwEueD 

or  one  tlut  h&th  commiadcd ;  yet  to*  biok* 
And  wonb  w«rv  itmitelf  irild. 

lit  Cif.  Huk'd  ;cu  lua  fiera* 

And  hangUj  gotare,  ukd  tbe  fluh  Ihst  famka 
From  hu  dark  aj«,  when  Etng  SebMrtlui'*  mma 

Qd  CU.  Tnut  ma  thert'i  mm  in  this 

"ntw  nwr  be  UthllT  nid.    Then  are  tm  ikon 
To  breathe  iti«n'a  tbooghla  in  Ih'  Dfan  &aB  <rf' 

Jtaul  ear  of  imiltilDdef.  Tbty  tb^  wmld  apoak 
Of  moaardka  and  their  deeds  should  heep  within 
Their  quiet  homes.  Come,  let  ua  hence,  and  than 
We*ll  MMuntUM  of  thia  atranger.  (ExMnl. 


SCENE  ni. 
Tkt  Portito  o/" «  Pidmot. 

BmJUTT. — G0HUL^-Z«HDB. 

5((m(.  Withstand  me  not:  IloU  tbevtkat  mji 

SOBl. 

With  all  its  paaskoal*  eneifita,  is  i«oad 
Unto  that  fearAil  atrenglh  which  mutt  bava  waj 
E'en  like  the  elomenta,  in  their  bom  of  nigfat 
And  maslerj  o'er  cresiiiWi 

OimBiL  But  thej  iMtt 

TiMt  hour  in  silanoe.    01  beealmawliile. 
Thine  is  not  ooiDe.    My  Kine-— 

Selnut.  I  am  na  King, 

Wlule  in  the  Tery  palkoe  of  mr  sir*^ 
Aj,  wbeie   mine  eyes  first  drank  tlie  |;lorioaa 

light. 
Where  my  lonl'i  thrilling  edioes  Hist  airoke 
To  the  high  wmnd  of  earth's  immortal  uaiis 
Th'  nBorper  Utm  wd  reigns.    I  am  no  kiof 
Until  I  cut  him  thence. 

Zamnr.  Shall  not  thy  loie«, 

■      ■    id? 


Take  off  its  ifltirAct    Writtbsa  ttehoor 
Of  thai  high  impulse. 

atwst.  Is  it  not  due  son 

Wb««»  imdlant  banting  thttitigli  Uw  emfaaflled 

dotids 
null  make  il  momT    The  hour  of  whidi  thoD 

■•aak-it, 

Itaeir,  with  aH  ita  etory,  la  the  work 
Of  aone  oenunnding  natnre,  «bi<^  Mh  bid 
The  sullen  shades  disperse.    Away  ! — e'en  now 
The  land's  high  hearts,  the  learleaa  and  tlie  tra^ 
Shall  know  they  haM  a  leader.    Is  not  this 
The  minsiaa  <rf'  sins  own,  mine  earlieA  ftkad, 
Sylreira  T 

OoHxal.    Ay,  its  gUUerinf  lamps  too  wd 
Blome  tka  stalely  Tsstibuie  to  lean 
Out  sight  a  moment's  doubL    He  erer  lored 
Such  pageantries. 

Srbatt.  ■  HU  dwelling  thns  adom'd 

On  such  a  night  \  Vet  wiB  I  seek  him  here. 
He  most  be  AithAU,  ami  to  him  the  first 
My  tale  ahail  be  rciresl'd.  A  sodden  ohiB 
Falls  on  my  faearr;  and  yet  1  will  not  wrong 
My  IHend  with  dull  swpicion.  He  hath  boMi 
Link'd  all  too  closely  with  mine  HnsAsauL 
And  what  bax  I  to  los«T 

ernxoL 
Who  without  hope  will  follow  wbcie  U 
Eren  nnio  death  t 

Sthaat.  Was  thai  ■  brave  man's  naee  T 

Warrior,  and  fiiend '.  how  loof  Ifaso  hasL  thon 

To  hold  th;  blood  Uius  dear 

Gonial.  Of  DHiie,  mins  om 

Think'stthoulspakal  When  all  is  shed  icv  tfaeo 
Thou'll  know  me  better. 

SdatL  (tfittHng  Ike  patat*.)  For  a  wliila  &reirdl 
|£>«. 
Oviual  Thai  tKincealeail  nun'-alnaila.  ComCi 
li)Uaw  me. 


WiU  not  the  bright  swords  flash  lika 

Ibnh 
When  tbe  brave  hear  their  chief  T 

Coasati  Peaoc,  Zamer,  poaae! 

Child  of  the  desert,  wliat  hut  thou  to  do 
With  th*  oalm  liour  of  eoonael  7 

Monarsli,  pausci 

A  kingdom's  destii^  AauM  n<i4  b«  iJia  sport 

Ot  passion's  rock]<.-BB  winds.    Then- is  a  time 

When  men.  in  very  weariness  of  heart 

And  earcless  deauisilian,  tamed  to  yield 

Br  misery,  strong  u  death,  wUt  Uy  iheir  atsris 

ETen  it  (ho  conqueror's  feci,  u  nature  sinks, 

Allcr  long  taKuro,  iQto  cold,  and  dull 

And  boavy  sbcp.    But  oomoa  titers  not  an  hour 

Of  fierce  atMemnnlT  Ay,  the  ihuibcrar  wake* 

Wi'.h  gncber'd  strength  ind  m^eaBOSw    And  Ibe 

AiM  'be  remembrauco  of  hia  allies 

Arc  In  tbomeelic*  a  power,  wboaL  fearfiii  path 

i<  like  tt*  pWb  of  oMBD,  wban  the  HeswM 


A  Hm  witMn  the  Patmee. 

Bbmst.—  STLvna*. 

jSJTIo.  Whence  art  thou,  stranger  f  wha  wnddit 
thou  with  met 
There  is  a  fiery  wildncss  in  Iby  mien 
Startling  and  almost  tbarlhL 

&6oal.  From  tbe  stern 

And  vast  and  deKiIatswildemeaa,  whcae  lord 
Is  tbe  Rerco  lion,  and  whose  gentlest  wind 
Brwtkeaof  of  the  lomb,  aMi  whose  dark  duldna 

make 
The  haw  and  spaBP  tbair  law;  mw  beW  oal  bM* 
That  smilmgness  of  aspect,  wont  t»  nask 
Tbe  seenteof  their  qnrrU  'mMM  ihs  stir 
Of  coorta  Bad  cttiss.    I  hne  loek'd  «n  •■««•■ 
BbiHidlM^  and  stmngsi,  and   MiM*)   I  k«« 
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Sava  iUnp'd  ma  willi  tbeir  tdip«M.    Ha  ^ 

Tbau  look*at  on  ODB  laauUar  with  tha  aUral 
Of  cnndev  uul  of  autery. 

^B.  Stranger,  apeak 

Ttiy  oama  and  porpow  briefly,  fiir  llw  tinM 
lU  luiU  thoaa  myiletiea.   1  muat  heoce ;  lo-nigbt 
1  least  the  lorda  of  Spain. 

Seitl.  U  llMtatMk 

Fw  King  Sebaatian'a  ftidid '. 

Sfta.  Scbiitiait'a  ftiCnd ! 

That  namB  hath  loi^  ita  meaning.    Will  tba  dead 
Riae  from  thoir  ailint  dwdlra^  to  upbraid 
Tlio  living  for  theri  mirlh.  The  gnte  aets  bmind 
Unto  bU  bumu  Moiubjiip. 

Sciwt  ObthepUtt 

Of  Aleaiar  fhH  many  a  ataUIy  fltnrer. 
The  pride  t»i  etovia  of  nme  hi(^  boiue,  wa«  lai 
how  in  tliednM  of  Alric;  bat  of  thsM 
Bebadiio  WU  DM  one. 

a^  I  am  not  skiird 

To  ded  with  men  of  mjalerr.    Take  IbcD  off 
Tbe  Btrenie  dark  acratinv  tf  lUne  ertf  fiom 
What ■--'-'    °-■^■ 

S 
In 
bnottbr 

Sciix.  tniv  tlieti 

Ba  glad.    I  feD  thM  that  SebaaHin  llTea ! 
Think  thoo  on  thia—he  livoi!  ShonU  be  rMom 
— For  1m  may  yet  [etnro — nad  End  the  Iriend 
In  wham  lie  tiuated  with  Buch  perfect  tnut 
Aa  alioidd  be  huvea's  ilane— Haik'it  thoa  my 


!r  the  bertta{rB  of 
But,  reckloM  of  high  tkme  dnd  loytl  &ilh, 
Holduig  Iiuonou*  revel*  iTith  hii  foea^ 
How  wouldat  thou  meet  hia  glaMd  t 

Sglt.  Aa  I  do  tbine, 

Keen  tboo^  it  be,  and  ptoad. 

Stbttt  Why  IhiM  ddat  qnail 

Befiue  it,  erea  as  if  the  bumias  <y* 
or  the  broad  ana  punned  thj  ihrtDkiBg  aeill 
Throogh  all  ita  depths. 

5^  AwBj!  He  died  not  there  1 

He  tiauld  hare  died  there,  with  the  obiral^ 
And  atnnglfa  and  hoooor  of  Ua  klngdami  kitt 
By  hia  impetuana  leahama. 

Sebatt.  THt  ft«Hi  llutt 

Who  hath  given  power  to  fidfehaod,  that  eoe  gaze 
At  itannmuk'duMi  whberiajfniitti  ahaaldUifht 
High  aouleat  once)  I  wake.  And  thiafieMtbesT 
There  ate,  wboaa  eyes  diecoti  the  •oact  afMnga  , 
Which  lie  beneath  the  (ksert,  and  tha  giM 
And  genu  within  earth'i  cavenis,  Ikr  Ceknr 
Tin  ererlaMing  hillf  I  bat  who  hatb  dated 
To  draun  that  beareD'a  nioat  nrflll  attiUMe 
Inreated  hi*  morlali^,  aad  to  baaal 
Tint  throagh  ita  inawat  ibtdi  hU  l^attea  eakld  read 
One  heart,  one  haman  beartT  Why  thea,  la  low 
And  tnut  ia  bat  to  land  a  trntor  anw 
Of  koeneal  temper  and  anerriis  aifn, 
Wherewilh  tu  piarae  aur  aovla.  Bat  Uia%  ba«an ! 


Bfi:  If  it  bo  lo,  Bad  then 

Art  of  hta  fblblwen  itill,  then  bid  hin)  aeek 
Far  in  the  wild*  which  gave  one  Bep«Johra 
To  hi*  proud  hoata,  a  kingdom  and  a  bom^ 
"  ilka  Urn  hate. 

This  ia  to  lira 
An  age  of  irfadom  in  an  hour !  The  man 
Wboaa  em[lice,  a*  in  acorn,  o'crpaaa'd  the  boonb 
Efea  of  the  infinite  deep ;  whose  orient  rcalma 
Lay  bricfat  baneatb  Itte  morning,  wMLa  the  doydl 
Wen  brobding  in  their  aunae*  uantie,  alill 
O'er  hia  maieatic  regiona  of  the  weat ) 
Thii  heir  <>■  &r  dominion  ahaU  Ntunii 
And,  in  the  lerr  dt*  of  hia  birth. 
Shall  End  no  home!  Ay,  1  w<U  tHl  Un^ Ih>, 
And  bo  Vitt  ahawCr  that  the  tale  ia  Iklae, 
Falao  aa  •  Uaitor'i  hollow  word*  of  bve; 


Unto  the  eboaelt  of  bit  heart,  Sylvelra, 
Shoold  yield  him  itill  &  welcome. 

Sfi*,  Fare  Owe  ML 

I  ataf  dot  paue  lo  bear  thee,  lot  thj  woada 
Are  nil  of  dangeri  and  of  anare*,  petehalioo 
l4*d  bf  aoola  tHaehefoo*  foe.    But  bU  in  vain. 
I  mook  tbr  «ika  to  acorn. 

StbBtL  Ha!  hal  tlWMwkS 

Doth  pride  bimaelf  in  hii  diatorted  o 


What  1  knoweat  thou'  ilttt  niy  qnrlt  waa  bom  to 

hold 
Dotninlott  oMt  OiHwT  1W  attalt  not  caA 
Tboae  bondi  thua  lightly  Ihtt  Una.    SlaMi  Ami 

thei«, 
And  tremble  iri'thc  prmntie  of  thy  lord  1 

Sgh.  Thi*  ie  aB  madoen. 

Sebtat.  Maditeat!  no,— I  aay 

'ia  reaacm  itailing  IVotfi  her  altcp,  to  feel 
And  BSa,  and  kndw  in  alt  tbclr  cOtd  diMiliCtneaa, 
TklKft  lAlth  CotM  o'er  her,  aa  a  BcnRG  of  pain 
O*  lb'  amUOa  wakes  tbe  dreamer.  Stky  tbaa  yd  - 
BoBtilL    TbduartesBdloailrileaild  toflbey; 
Ay,  and  to  weep.    I  bave  scon  Oif  teara  flbw  bit 
Aa  from  the  fiiliMaa  of  a  heart  o'orcharged 
With  loyal  kive.    Oh !  never,  never  more 
Let  leora  oT  Mhllea'  be  Irnated !  When  tby  kliig 
Went  Ibrth  on  hia  diaastrooa  enter|Nisc, 
Upon  thy  bed  of  skkaca*  ttiMi  waat  hid. 
And  be  atood  o'er  Ibee  with  a  kiok  of  one 
Wbo  feavea  a  dying  bl«lhir,  and  hii  area 
Were  filTd  with  mh  Uke  thine.    NAIndTEka 

tUua: 
ffia  baaom  kn&tt  M  fUadiMd,  tad  be  ieeraH 
Thuia  ctaar  aiid  ataMabaal  a  waitiol'a  ahMO, 
Wherein  high  deeds  aqd  noble  femaa  aktw 
Are  brightly  imaged  lor^ 

S^  What  DOW  iTBil 

Tbeae  rccoOectiona  T 

SOUL  W7ia(7  I  have  Been  thee  ahrinli 

Aa  a  muiderer  from  tbe  oyc  of  light  befbte  me, 
I  have  eam'd,  (hw  deuly  add  hotr  hittarij 
It  matters  not,  bM  I  AMa  eain'd  U  iMt) 
Deep  knowfadge,  fearfid  wUdcan.  Noarlb^onal 
Uenoe  to  Ih;  ««iedta,  and  Ibar  Ml,  lho«(«  ar 
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AUka  buMon, 
(For  be  wiil  Mom  tbas,  u  >  orooohinf  iUts 
B;  tU  high  bearti  ii  ■oom'd)  Ihj  rif bt,  thj  chtrter 
IJnlo  rite  iafetr.    Lst  the  Mnret  roiee 
Whoaelow  upbr«idingiiTiU  not  ilMp  within  tbaa 


Til  bol  tbs  kinglj  eadu  which  tb«  itorm 
Hutb  ftom  bii  moaotaiD  throDsi — th'  igiMbb 

GnireDiDg  bo&Mlh,  auj  lira. 

Sylv.  It  U  %  put 

To  tiamUe  fbr  th;  lift. 

"  '     '  Tba7  tha  btve  knk'd 


math  of  life  to  trsmbla.  Bach  thinn  nuka 
>  men  uid  recklaee.  ^,  uid  thej  whom  &te 
Id  trample  ibonld  be  thm.    It  u  enoDf  h — 


Btmm 
WooU 
Tboa  DUf'iC  depart 

Sfh.  Aiut  thm,  if  Uun  dort  prlw 

Thj  mthty,  ipeed  thee  benca.        [BxU  jhti    ' 

&&Mt  (alone)  And  this  ii  ba 

Wbo  wu  u  mine  own  ponl ;  vbon  inuge 
Shadowinr  m^  dreami  of  glorj  with  the  thooglil 
That  on  toe  nek  man'a  weuj  coach  ba  lay, 
niUDf  to  ahare  my  battlei  1 

[Miitit  h^ard  tnlAiit,  amf  veieo.} 


Waft  o'er  briflit  iiloa  and  Kk>rioiii  world*  the  & 
or  the  crowa'd  Bpaniard  a  name : 


'nU  in  each  gkmiag 

Its  might  tbe  naUona  »>»>, 

And  bow  to  bim  the  Tasaal  knee 

Wbose  aceptre  ihadoin  reahna  &om  Ma  to 

&i«at.    Awaj— awa;!  thiaianoidacsfiirhim 
Whoae  name  balh  tbna  reaoanded,  bat  U  now 
A  word  of  deaolaliaa.  [ExiL 


TRANSLATIONS  FBOH  HORACE. 

Book  LOda  XXX. 
TO  VENOB. 

Oh  !  lean  thine  own  loved  ids, 
Briffht  Qneaa  of  Drgmu  utd  the  Paphiut  ihorea! 

Ani  here  on  Gljcera'a  Air  temide  imile. 
Where  Towa  and  meenie  laviablj  aha  poura. 

Waft  hero  thy  floiriog  aon. 
Bring  Hermea,  let  the  n^mpha  thr  path 

And  yonth  nolorelj  till  thy  gina  be  won, 
Aiid  tbe  light  gnce*  with  the  zone  nnbomid. 

Origin^  ^  Vufongring 
\>  Venna,  regio*  Gnldi  Paphiqne, 
gwrne  dilei^un  CjproD,  et,  Tootntla 
iW  le  malto,  Glyeera  daognm 
TranileT  in  edem. 


Boot  L  Oda  XXXVm. 


TO  B 


I  ATTEKDAMT. 


I  «1T>  the  Fernan'a  coatlf  pride  ; 
The  wreathe  with  bandi  of  Linden  tied 

Tbeae,  boj,  delight  me  not ; 
Nor  wher«  tbe  linrering  rowa  Inile, 

Seek  then  bir  me  tbe  qnt. 
For  me  be  noogiit  but  myrtle  IwJDcd; 
The  modeat  myrtle,  meet  to  bind 

Alike  Uiy  browa  Uid  mine ; 
While  tboa  I  qoafT  (he  bowl,  reclined 

Beneath  tbe  o'enrching  vine. 


Origi»al  1^  tkt  fangm»g. 

Peniooe  odi,  paer,  appantua : 
DiapUceot  nem  philjrt  corooM ; 
MiUe  aectari,  roea  quo  locwum 

Sera  moretor. 
Kmplici  mjrrto  nihil  allaboree 
Sediiloa,  euro.    Neque  le  miniatnm 
DedecQt  myrttu,  nequo  me  aob  arct» 

Vite  bibcDlem. 


TO  DBLIua. 
FntM  be  tbv  Bool  !- 


donda^'al 


Alike  if  atiD  to  grief  rengn'd. 

Or  if  tbrangh  fbatal  days  tia  thine 

To  qnaS  In  ptmf  btnnta  radioed. 
The  old  Falemun  wine : 


And  aome  clear  fbontuil  brij 
In  graoafbl  windinga  bf. 

There  be  the  roae,  with  beauty  frangltt 
So  eoon  to  ftde,  eo  briOianl  bow, 

llKrB  be  the  wine,  the  odoun  branght. 
While  "nme  and  File  allow ! 

For  thou,  ndrning  to  thme  heir, 

Hiy  holla,  thy  bmren,  ihj  tieaauiad  alon 
Moat  leaie  that  borne,  those  woodlart^  ftir, 

Oa  yellow  Tyber'a  ahore. 

What  then  aTilh  it  if  Ihon  trace 
Prom  loashna  thy  gicBioo*  ItaeT 

Or,  apnng  ftom  ecme  igrtoUe  no* 
If  Mt  ft  tooT  be  tbine  t 
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HUCELLAHEOCS  FCOaO. 


Since  the  dmd  lot  Ibr  all  moit  Imp 
Forth  from  the  dark  revi^iDg  oro. 

And  we  laost  tempt  the  gloooay  deep^ 
Wbanee  eiilet  ne'er  letiira. 


Ori^n^  of  lie  fmrtgoing. 
JEavA»  memento  rebw  in  udnii 
Semre  meDtem,  non  weaa  in  beoif 
Ab  iuolenti  tempentun 
{.Btitiai  stotitun  DeQI, 
8au  ouBitBM  maai  tempore  futerii. 
Ban  te  in  lemolo  gtmmine  par  diei 
Fcstoa  raelinatum  bcArii 
Interiore  Doti  FtleniL 
Qui  pinoj  in^ni,  albaque  popoltu, 
Umbranl  boapitalem  cixiMicura  unul 
lUmii,  et  obliqiM  Utkorat 
Ljmpba  fiigu  trepidue  ri*o  i 
Hue  TUM,  et  luunMota,  el  nimiiun  bn 
Florea  ■miwina  hm  jnba  rote, 
Dum  tea,  et  Btat,  et  eorontm 
Fik  triaiD  patiuntnr  atn. 
Cedeii  coemti*  aaltibua,  et  domo, 
VUl&que,  fluvui  quun  Tiberii  Unt 
Cedea;  et  exitnictii  in  iltum 
Diritiia  potielai  bares. 
DiTema  prlsco  lutoa  ab  Inacboi 
Nil  intereat,  an  pauper  ct  inflmt 
De  Eente,  sob  dim  moreriB. 
^etima  nil  miKU-antij  OroL 
Omne*  eodem  cogimur:  omnium 
Teraotor  vmi,  aerina,  ociua 
Sara  edtara,  et  nm  in  Btertmm 
Euiliam  impodtora  ^mbs. 


Origimal  iftAtJongmng. 
O  fona  Baadmiea,  aplendidior  Titro, 
Daici  disnc  mcro,  non  lioe  floribus, 
Cnia  donRberii  hsdo ; 

Cui  froiu,  lurgidd  comibua 
Frimia,  et  VecerGm  et  pnxlii  dcatinat 
Fmitra ;  na^  nlidoa  iii£cict  tibi 
Subro  auigmne  TiTac 
Lascivi  aubales  grefria. 
Ta  flajfiantia  atroi  hora  Canieuin 
Neacit  lan^ere :  lu  frigua  amabils 
FeaM  Tomere  taurii 
Piwhea,  el  pecorl  vago. 
Fiea  nobiiiom  tu  quoqoe  frontinni. 
Me  dicenle  cavii  impoaitam  ilioem 
Baxia,  Onde  loijuacea 
Ljmphn  deailinnt  toa. 


B«k  in.  Oil  ZTDL 

TO  FAUV;iJ. 

Fatncm!  who  Iot'iI  tba  Hying  Nympha  to  chai 

O  let  thj  atep*  with  genial  inflnonce  tnad 
Ht  laaaj  Geldi,  and  be  thy  fbalering  naoe, 
Left  OD  my  nnnling  gnnt,  and  boidara  alia 


A  tender  bid  in  aacrilice  bi 
Nor  fiul  the  liberal  bowla  to  Veiiua  desr ; 
"of  incenae  to  thine  antique  al 


'JVkmorraw  ahall  a  aportiTo  kid  be  thine, 
Vfbtm  Girehead  awella  with  home  of  biant 
mlKht; 
^^r*D  now  of  love  and  war  be  dreama  u 
l<(ioaMd  with  hia  blood  thy  gtM  ynn 

I  et  the  red  Dog-atar  bom ! — hia  aoonhbg  beam, 
Fiei  •X  in  resplendence  ahalt  mideat  not  thee ! 

ftill  auulter'd  &om  hia   ra^  Ihy   banki,  &ir 
Biream, 
To  the  wild  flock  around  thee  wandering  fiee, 

And  tbe  IJred  oxen  Itom  the  fuirow'd  Geld ; 

lie  genial  freabneaa  of  their  breath  ihall  yield. 

And  tlmii.  brig-lit  Foonl !  ennobled  and  rcDown'd, 

Shall  by  thy  poet'*  Totire  aonir  be  made ; 
llua   and    ibe   <nk   with    deathloaa   verdnre 
crown'd. 
Wboae  boughs,  a  pendant  canopy,  o'eidiade 
1  lioae  bolloir  rocka,  whence,  murmuring  many  a 

tale, 
llij  chiming  watera  poor  upon  the  nb. 


Then  &om  the  wolTno  more  tin  lamba  retrea^ 
Then  ahower  the  wood*  to  tliee  their  fbliagt 


In  triph  dance  ha*e  at 


Original  of  At  fartgting. 
FAirni,  Nymphanim  rngientum  anutur. 
Per  meoa  Imea  et  aprica  rura 
Lenta  incedaa,  abeasque  parvia 

Si  tener  pleno  cadit  hcdua  anno, 
Largo  nee  deaunt,  Vencrla  aodali, 
Vina  ctatene,  vetua  ara  multo 

Fumat  odora. 
Lndlt  berboao  pccua  omoe  campo, 
Cum  tibi  Nons  redeunt  DeoeanbrMl 
Featna  in  pratia  racal  otioao 

Cum  bore  pagua : 
■  Inter  aodacca  lapaa  emit  ^gnoa : 
Bpargit  igrcatea  tibi  ailTa  frondea  i 
Oandet  inviaam  pepuliaae  fonot 

Ter  pede  tarrun. 
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a  UUTATtON  or  MKT  OT  ODE  IIL  BOOK  IL< 

BuKB,  brlnif  odoon  to  Um  ctnbowertng  ■h«4a 
Wbara  tha  tall  pioo  uxl  popUr  blend  on  bigh ; 
Bring  roMB,  axqauite,  bul  •dod  to  &de, 
Sniteh  ner;  twiaf  delight,  for  thgu  moBt  die ; 
Mual  bM  (b;  gcmet  breirell,  th;  lUtelf  dooM^ 
Thj^  Air  retreat  on  jeOaw  Trber'a  abore, 
Whilal  other  ■■«■""*«  rerel  in  thy  borne. 
And  claim  thj  inba  of  jveslth;  thine  o<|d  do 


OH  THE  HEBE  OF  CANOTA. 


— O  Ibod,  Canora  '.  aoaring  high  aborti 

1.alian  art, — nith  Greciao  magic  "ring . 

Wo  knew  thr  marhlB  glaw'd  with  jife  and  lore, 

Bat  nho  hail  aeen  thee  itnsse  foolilepa  flying  f 

— Mere  lo  each  eye  the  wuid  aeeou  gentlj  plajing 

With  Ihe  hgbi  Teat,  ita  warjr  foMa  aimjiiiK 

In  iQtoy  a  Line  oT  imdiilUiDg  grace ; 

While  nature,  ne'er  tier  mighlj  lawa  niapending, 

Standa,  before  marble  thua  with  motion  blentUng, 

'liM  momeot  lott  In  thought,  ita  hidden  canae  to 


Italia,  oh  !  Italia  1  thou,  ao  graced 

With  ili-aUrr'd  beao^,  nhicb  to  thee  hetfa  beei 

A  ddwer,  whow  latal  aplendoor  may  be  tiaopd 

In  the  deep  gTanm  ■orrowi  of  thy  mien ; 

Oh !  that  more  atrengtb,  or  lewer  "'""I*  were 

That  thoae  might  F^ar  thee  more,  or  lore  tbe*  laaa, 
Who  aeem  to  worahip  at  thy  radiant  ahrine, 
Tlien  pierce  thee  with  the  dtnth-pang'a  Uttaineaa ! 
NotlAn  would  Ibreigu  hoeti  have  dnun'd  the  tide 
Of  that  Eridanm  thy  blood  hath  dyed ; 
Nor  from  the  AIpe  woiild  legions,  atUI  renew'd, 
Ponr  down  j  dot  wouldit  tliou  wield  in  alien 


And  fi^ht  IhT  battlea  with  the 
3tUI,  atill  iL  ifaTe,  Tictoriona  or 


Tictoriooa  or  mbdoed ! 


ODE  Qfl  lue  ocfeat  of 

KINO  SEBASTIAN  OF  POSTUGA^   AM) 
R^  AKJtlY,  IN  AfmCA. 


aaJ  kailtl*» 


or  iMr  hWi.  an  vacBliatly  alM  lo  wnak  *■ 
vkHioa  b  pomvMljr  ■■[■■■iit  in  km  vm a&fleaot  Oik  oa  Ik 


•  Ik*  «iil|t,  I  MB  «(iMU;>*p 

A  mm  of  woe,  a  mnnnnr  of  lainen:, 
A  alHril  of  deep  ftir  and  mingled  in  ; 
Let  anch  record  the  day,  the  diiy  of  wait 
For  Luaitaiiia'a  bitter  chiulcninj;  wnl  I 
%e  who  hath  seen  her  power,  licr  Sixrie  eipdre. 
Aid  moBTDi  them  in  the  dual,  disonwa'd  «iad 
palel 

And  lot  the  awliil  tale 
With  grief  and  horror  every  realm  o'erAada, 

From  Afnc'a  bumiog  main 
To  th*  ftt  aea,  in  other  hnen  array'd. 
And  the  red  limiti  of  Iho  Drieut'i  reign, 
Wboae  nationa,  haughty  though  aubdued,  bcbaU 
Cbiift'acJorioiu  hanoei  lo  the  winds  nnfiiU: 

Alaa  [  fbr  thoae  that  in  embattfed  power. 
And  »aig  ajriy  of  chariots  and  of  horse, 
Odeaert  Libya!  soueht  thy  fiital  coaat! 
And  tniiting  not  in  Him,  the  eternal  sonrcQ 
Of  might  and  glory,  bat  in  earthly  force. 
Making  the  itrength  of  muHitudea  tboir  bowt, 

A  fluah'd  and  created  boat. 
Elate  in  k>^  droama  of  victory,  trod 
Thtii  path  of  prida,  oa  o'er  a  conqner'd  hnd 
Given  for  the  apoil  i  nor  raised  their  em  to  ti^ 
And  larad's  Holy  One  withdrew  his  hand, 
Thair  aole  aupport  | — and  heavihr  and  prone 
They  feD— the  ear,  the  alead,  the  rider,  aD  eVr 
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It  owna,  Um  iNor  ef  wi^  tlw  hour  of  mn, 
Whiob  (o  deep  BHitnde  uid  lean  eonnifn'd 
"nte  peopled  realm,  the  realm  of  Jo;  and  mirth  ; 
A  iitoDiD  was  oD  Ihe  heavens,  no  nianltinf  glow 
Announced  Uie  mom — it  aecm'd  ai  nature  pined. 
And  bod  ins  clouds  obKured  tha  lunbaamj'  biilhk 

While,  •tartliog  the  pals  miih, 
Buntlnir  upon  the  mighty  and  the  proud 

With  Tititation  dread. 
Their  creata  the  Eternal  in  his  anger  hoir'i. 
And  raised  baiborian  nationa  o'ei  their  head, 
I'he  inSeiible,  the  fierce,  who  aeek  not  goldi 
But  Toiweancs  an  Iheir  fbei,  Mlantlaaa,  nncm- 
troU'd. 

Than  waa  the  aword  let  loose,  the  flaming  aword 
Of  the  atrtmg  InSdel^a  wnoble  hand, 
Amidat  that  bort,  the  pnda,  lbs  fovar,  the  crown 
Of  th;  bir  kni^itlMod;  and  the  bsatiale  horde, 
Not  witb  Aj  Ue  content,  O  mln'd  land  ! 
Sad  Luaitania '.  eren  thj  bright  renown 

Defaced  and  trani|Jed  down ; 
And  acatler'd,  niihing  aa  a  torrent  flood, 
llij  ponip  of  arma  and  banners; — till  tlie  aanda 
Became  a  lake  of  blood  1 — thy  oobleM  blood  ! 
Tlie  plain  a  moantaio  of  th;  alaughlaT'd  bands. 
Strength  on  Ibj  fbea^  reaiadeia  might,  waa  abed  i 
On  thy  devoted  aona    amaja,  and  ahame,  and 


Forth  to  Ae  apnhr,  as  b  prey  and  aconi, 

%  the  deep  roots  uptoni ', 
And  h  1  cDountberin^  the  tone  hilli  it  taj, 


Are  Atte  the  conqnenvs,  then  the  lorda  of  Sght, 
The  warrior  men,  die  hiTincibte,  the  famed. 
Who  shook  the  earth  with  terror  ar.d  diamay, 
Wboaa  spoils  were  em[uraa  1 — They  that  in  tiicir 

might 
The  haughty  strength  of  saTsge  nationa  tamed, 
And  gare  the  spacious  orient  realms  of  day 

To  deaolstion's  away, 
Makinglho  cities  of  imperial  name 

Even  as  tba  deaerl  place  T 
Where  now  Uie  tearlesa  heart,  the  smil  of  flamcT 
Thna  haa  their  glory  chwed  its  danling  raee 
In  oos  brief  boorT  Is  this  their  valour'a  doom. 
On  diatant  ahoree  to  Ml,  and  find  na  even  ft 
tomb  I 

Once  were  they,  in  thrir  splendour  and  their  pride, 

Aa  an  imperial  cedar  on  the  brow 

or  the  great  Lebanon  !  It  rose,  array'd 

In  ita  rich  pomp  of  fiiliage,  and  of  wide 

Majestic  brancnoa,  leaving  lar  bclov 

AH  childrsn  of  the  forest.    To  its  shade 

Hie  waters  tribute  paid, 
Fnterini;'  its  boauty.     Birds  found  shelter  there 
Whoso  flight  is  of  the  loftiest  through  the  sky, 
And  (he  wild  mnuntnin-cretitarea  made  their  lair 
Beneath ;  and  nations  by  its  canopy 
Were  ahadow'd  o'er.    Supreme  it  stood,  and  ne'er 
Had  earth  beheld  K  tree  so  excellently  Gur. 

But  alt  elated,  on  ita  verdant  alem, 
CeoGdiDf  solely  b  its  regal  heif  ht. 
It  soor'd  [H^nmptuoua,  as  for  empire  bom ; 
And  God  for  this  remoivd  its  diadem, 
And  cast  it  iroia  its  regions  of  delight, 


Midst  the  great  rmn  oongbt  their  dwellmg-plact.  - 

Bnt  Ihon,  boae  Ubya,  thoo  whoae  arid  suid 
Hath  been  ■  kingdom's  dealh-bcd,  where  cne  lals 
Closed  her  bright  lilb,  and  her  majestic  fame, 
Thou^  to  thy  fenbl*  and  barbuian  hand 
Hath  &11DI1  the  victory,  be  not  thov  date  I 
" — '  not  thyself  though  thine  that  di^olshamo, 

Unworthy  of  a  naraa  ! 
Know,  if  the  Spaniard  in  his  vrnith  adunce, 
d  to  veneeanCD  by  a  nstioo'a  cry, 
Pierced  by  his  aearchiog  Unco, 
Soon  aholt  thou  expiate  crime  with  agony, 
And  thine  alfrighted  streams  to  ocean's  flood 
An  ample  tribute  bcu  of  Afiic's  Paynim  bhud 


FBAGMENTS  FROM  TIIE 
IPHIGENIA   OF  GOETHE 

I. 


OF  FTLADES  ON  Tl 

LA  NO  U  ACE. 

■reclest  voice !  Oh  blost  familiar  sovnd 
Of  mother- words  heard  in  the  stranger's  land 
I  sec  the  Uua  hlUa  of  my  native  shore. 
The  far  blue  hills  Bjisin '.  those  cordial  tonM 

e  the  captive  liid  them  froihly  rias 
For  ever  weloome !  Oh  by  thia  deep  joy. 
Know  the  true  son  of  Grceoo  t 


Ok  bear  me,  lodi  opoa  ne,  bow  my  hsut 
After  long  desija^on  now  nnfolda 
Unto  this  new  delight,  to  kiss  thy  hood, 
Thon  dearest,  dearest  one  of  all  on  Earth  ! 
To  dsap  thsa  with  my  arma  which  weia  but 
thrown 


Leaps  not  more  brightly  forth  &om  cliff  to  cUff 
Of  hi^h  PaniBssns,  down  the  golden  vale. 
Than  the  strong  />y  bursts  gushing  Emm  mf 

And  awelk  around  me  to  a  flood  of  blisa, 
Orestea  1  Oh  my  Brothn  i 

III. 
LOT  OP  MAIf  AND  WOMAKT  COMPABED  Bl 
IPHIOENIA. 
MaM  by  the  batlle's  hour  immortalised 
Hay  fiiU,  jet  leave  bis  aanie  to  living  aoag 
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iota  HBMANS'  W0KK8. 


Dul  oTfbrukcn  wontko' 
What  racki  the  afler-world  T  tbo  poet'i  Toioe 
Tells  naoght  of  all  the  ilow,  ud,  weuj  daji 
Aod  long,  long  oighti,  through  wbieh  the  lootljr 

Pom'd  itself  forth,  cotuomed  itatlf  i.wt]r, 
la  unioiiUe  adjuiingii,  itia  desires. 
And  wsrliM  woepin. 
The  lored  tiid  vuiiih' 


LONOING  OP  OlBSTEfl  FOB  BBPOBK. 
Otn  draii|[ht  from  Letbe'i  flood  I  reach  me  a 

draDght, 
One  lut  cool  goblet  fSTi  with  dew;  peace ! 
Soon  will  the  spasm  of  life  departing  leavs 
Hj  boeom  fiee  !  >oon  shall  my  Bniril  flow 

g  tbo  deep  waves  of  tbrgetfiimesi. 


Hrboso 
fdoag  It 


Yedead!  ycdwdien 
Tsks  borne  the  son  of  esrth,  and  let  him  s< 
His  o'erwoTD  sensei  in  your  dim  repose, 
For  erenncn. 


T. 

Hark  !  in  the  trembling  leaves, 

Mjiterimu  whiipen  :  hark  I  a  rushing  sound, 
Breeps  throogh  yon  twilight  depth!  e'ao  aa 

they  come, 
They  throng  to  greet  their  giiMt  I  and  who  u 

they! 
Rejoicing  eat^  with  each  in  stalely  ji^, 
As  a  King's  ehildren  gather'd  thr  the  honr 
or  some  high  festival!  eiutting^y, 
And  kindred-like  and  God-like,  on  they  paa. 
The  glorious  wandering  shipea!  aged  and  yoong 
Proud  men  and  royal  wonien !  Lo,  my  race, 
Mj  sire's  ancestral  race  I 


hi  LicMMd  CaltHdn).  u  Uh 


Fjiii  images  (rf*  sleep, 

HaHow'd,  and  soft,  and  desi^ 
On  whose  calm  lids  the  dream;  quiet  Em, 

Like  moonlight  on  shut  bells 

Of  flowers,  in  mossy  dells, 
FllI'd  with  the  hush  of  night  and  stunmw  ski 

How  many  bearta  have  feh 

Year  silent  beauty  mdt 
lleir  ittength  to  gnsbinf  tendensw  amj ! 

How  many  suddoi  tean. 

From  dcpms  of  buried  ycaia 
All  freshly  bursting,  hiie  cwiftsa'd  jonr  «w>< 

How  nMuy  eyes  will  siied 

Still,  o'er  your  marble  bed, 

Sach  drops  from  memory's  trauhled 

While  hope' hath  blights  to  beai, 

While  love  breathes  mortal  airi 

While  roses  perish  ere  to  glory  sprung. 

Yet  Ihim  a  Toiceloas  borne. 

If  some  sad  mother  come. 
Fondly  to  linger  o'er  your  kiv^y  rest. 

As  o'er  the  cheek's  warm  glow. 

And  tlie  sweet  breithinga  kiw, 
Of  babes  that  grow  and  ftded  on  her  hroast ; 

If  then  the  dove-like  tone 

Ofthme  Unt  murmurs  gone, 
O'er  her  sick  sense  too  piercingly  retoni : 

If  for  the  soft  bright  hair 

And  brow  and  boaom  fiiir. 
And  life,  now  dust,  her  soul  too  deopty  yoam ; 

0  gentle  fiirms,  entwined 

Like  tendritt,  which  the  wind 
May  wave,  so  clasped,  but  never  can  unlink  i 

Send  ii-uni  your  calm  profound 

A  alill  small  voice,  a  sound 
Of  hope,  forbidding  that  lone  heart  la  sink  ! 

By  sll  the  pure  meek  mind 
In  TOUT  p^  beauty  ibrined, 
By  childhood's  love— too  bright  a  bloom  to  de, 
"'  ir  ber  worn  spirit  ahed. 
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HiaCESJANEOUS  POEMS. 


THE  VOICE  OF  MUSIC 


■triUntAtitactriei* 


WnmcB  i«  the  might  of  thy  mutcr-Bpell  I 


How  calTit  thou  bkck,  wilb  a  noCe,  •  tigh. 
Word*  uid  low  tooos  from  tbe  dan  gone  by — 
A  nuuiy  gUnce,  or  a  find  ftrawell  T — 
Speck  to  ma,  Toice  of  nreet  wvad,  utd  (ell! 

What  ia  thy  power,  ftota  the  aoal**  deep  apitn^ 
In  nidden  fwiiea  tbo  lean  lobrinrl 
Etcii  'midst  the  iwelk  of  thj  tMal  fle% 
Fomilaint  of  aorraw  are  atin'd  by  thso  1 

Tain  are  thoae  tearat— vain  and  &aitk«  alt— 
Sbower*  that  refteeh  not,  yet  atill  moit  Mt 
Fw  a  purer  blin  while  the  fiill  heart  bum^ 
For  a  brighlar  hanw  while  the  apirit  yewna  t 

Saatethinr  of  mjttarj  then  mrely  dwellik 
Waiting  toy  touch,  in  our  boeonuoeUi ; 
Bamathiag  that  God*  not  ita  anawer  hei»— 


Tet  apeak  to  nM  atiH,  thongh  thy  tonei  be  fraught 
With  Tain  remembrancs  and  troubled  thongbt; 
Speak !  for  thoa  teltot  my  nol  that  iti  birUi 
Unka  it  with  icgicoa  mive  bright  than  earth. 


THE  CHIEFTADTS  SON 

Th,  it  u  van !— the  Ikid  ja  won, 

A  dark  and  eril  field  ! 
Uft  finm  the  gromid  my  noble  eon, 
And  bear  him  hunewarda  on  hia  bloody  ahield ! 

Let  me  Dot  hear  your  trampeta  iui£, 

Swdl  not  the  batlle.hcim! 
Ttmighta  fiir  too  aad  (hoae  notea  will  biing. 
When  to  the  grsTe  my  gloriona  flower  ia  bcnie '. 

Speak  not  of  Tictorr! — fn  the  name 

Tlwre  t*  too  much  of  woe ! 
Hoab'd  be  the  empty  Toice  of  Fame — 
OaD  me  back  Aia  whoae  graccfiit  bead  ia  low. 

Speak  not  of  victory ! — ftom  my  halU 

The  tunny  hour  ia  gnne  •' 

Hie  ancient  benner  on  my  w 

Hdat  aink  ere  kmf — I  had  but 


Within  the  dwelling  of  my  airea 

The  heartha  will  aooa  be  «dd. 

With  me  roual  die  the  beacoo-Gres 

That  Btream'd  at  midnight  Irom  Iha 

bold. 

And  let  them  fade,  aince  tbia  mn»l  be. 

My  loTcly  and  my  brave ! 
Waa  thy  bright  blood  pour'd  Ibrth  for  ma. 
And  ia  there  but  for  atatcly  yoath  a  gniTaT 

Spetk  to  me  CDca  again,  my  boy ! 

Wilt  tboa  not  bear  my  oil  7 
Thou  wert  ao  ffall  of  life  and  joy, 
I  bad  not  dreamt  of  iMa— that  thou  cooUat  fil 

Thy  mother  walcbea  from  the  sleep 

xV>r  thy  rotumiag  plume ; 
How  aball  I  tcU  her  that  thy  alcep 
la  of  the  ailent  house,  tb'  untimely  tomb  I 


With  all  thy  youug  renown  '. 
— Ye  aaw  hia  nlcbion's  flash  on 


Slow  b«  vonr  march !  the  field  it  woo ! 

A  dark  and  evil  field  1 
Uft  from  the  ground  my  noble  son. 
And  bear  bim  homewards  on  hia  Uoody  •! 


PAB8INO  AWAY. 

liriiw  swar"  li  wiitUD  sa  tka  vorld,  ud  ill  Ik*  w«   I 

It  Is  written  on  tbe  rose 

In  Its  glorr's  full  array 
Bead  what  those  buds  dmcloae   ' 
"Fauing  oMWy." 

It  is  written  on  the  akica 

Of  tbe  Bofl  blDB  mmmer  day] 
It  ia  traced  in  sunset's  dyes — 
"  Paasing  away." 

It  is  written  on  the  trees. 

As  their  young  leave* 

And  on  brighter  thing*  ' 

"  Faaaing  away.'' 

It  1*  written  im  tbe  brow 

Where  tbe  spirit's  ardent  ra,i 

Liveat  bums,  and  triumph*  now— 

"  Pastivg  aimy." 

It  ia  written  on  the  hiart—  • 

Ala*  I  that  litre  decay 
Should  claim  from  love  a  pari — 
"  Faosing  away," 

Friend* !  friends ! — oh !  shaD  we  i 

In  a  land  of  purer  day. 

Where  lovely  thing*  and  aweet 

Paa*  not  away  T 
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«  know  each  othw*!  tifm 


Ob !  if  IhLa  ms;  be  ao, 

Speed,  apccd,  thou  clonnp  da;! 
Buy  Ucflt,  from  euth's  rain  ilrair 
To  pui  away  t 


Com  to  me,  when  my  aou] 
Ilath  but  ■  few  dim  honn  to  lingfor  hora ; 

WhoD  eirthiv  chains  are  u  i  ■JiriToU'd  iCMn, 
Oh  1  let  ■o'  iBel  thy  proence  1  be  but  near ! 

That  I  may  look  <moe  mora 
Into  tfaine  eyes,  which  ncrer  changed  Iot  ma ; 

That  I  may  ipeak  to  thee  of  that  bri?lit  ahore 
Where,  with  oar  trcBBUra,  we  ba.n  long  d  to  be. 

Thou  friend  of  many  daji ! 
Of  aadnera  and  of  joy,  of  Itome  aiid  hearth ! 

Will  not  thy  spirit  aid  mc  then  to  raise 
The  trembling  puuout  of  my  hope  from  euth  T 

8y  CTcry  aolemn  IhongM 
Which  on  our  hearts  hath  annh  in  daya  gone  by. 
From  the  deep  voices  of  the  mountains  caught, 
Or  all  Ih'  adorjng  slkuce  of  U>e  sky  i 

By  every  solemn  theme 
iVberein,  in  low-toned  reverence  we  have  apoken. 

By  our  communion  in  each  fcrrcnl  drea] 
That  eooght  from  realmsbeyond  the  grave  a 

Aiid  by  oar  toan  for  those 
Wli.<se  loss  bath  touch'd  our  world  with  hoM  of 
death; 
And  by  the  ho(M»  that  with  their  dust  repose, 
As  Bowel*  await  tlu  loulh-wind'*  verntl  breath ; 

Came  to  me  In  that  daj^- 
rte  one — tho  sever'd  from  all  days — O  friend  I 
Even  then,  if  human  thought  may  than  hare 
sway, 
H>  seid  with  thine  ihall  yet  rajoios  to  blend. 

Nor  then,  nor  Ikirt  alone ; 
I  ask  my  heut  if  all  indeed  muat  dki ; 

All  that  of  holiest  feelings  it  hath  krtownT 
And  my  heart's  Toice  rcj^es— Eteml^  I 


SONG  FOR  AIR  BT  HDUUBI* 

Uh  !  if  (hou  wilt  not  gif*  thine  hsHt, 

tiive  beck  my  own  to  mc. 
For  '.t  in  thine  I  havo  no  part. 

Why  sliould  mine  dwcU  with  theaT 


Yel  no ! 

1  wia  net  IhMn  me  csst; 
Let  ms  bnt  dream  HwiU  win  um  tlibM 

By  ila  deef  tiatli  at  Issl! 

C*n  anght  so  fond,  so  fkithliji,  lite 


A  FBA£M£HT. 


R^T  on  your  battte-Mdi,  ya  ^ara! 
Let  the  pines  mnnoar  o'er  yoor  {«■■*, 
Yopr  dun  be  in  the  nKwnng  waM ; 
IKe  eaU  yoH  bati  DO  rMMl 

<Mi !  diere  was  raoaming  when  ye  RA, 
In  your  own  Tatea  a  ileep-taned  kasH, 
As  agony — a  wild  fbrewcD — 

But  that  hath  kog  bee«  V<r. 

Rest  witli  your  stiD  and  solemn  &mo; 


^t  ira  en  dMWgefbl  days  ai 
""      '  '  'i(  nQmca  from  thcii , 
It  with  your  glory  pi 


TO  A  WAIiIDERIIIG  FEIUXB  Sn<Gm. 

Tnoo  hast  loved  and  thou  haat  suSer'd ! 

Unto  feeling  deep  utd  rtreng. 
Thou  hast  trembled  like  a  harp's  ftail  string— 

I  know  it  by  thy  song ! 

Tlion  hast  loved — it  may  be  vainly — 

But  well—^h !  but  too  weH— 
Thou  hast  sufler'd  all  Ibat  womaa'a  faroMt 

May  bear—but  DMut  not  tell. 

Thou  hast  wept  and  thou  hast  parted, 

llrau  hast  been  fenakon  long. 
Thou  haat  wttch'd  for  steps  thai  oanw  tiot  buk— 

I  know  it  by  thy  soog !    ' 


Oh !  lliou  liast  loved  and  sufler'd  n; 
it  by  thy  snng! 
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HI8CELLAN&0UB  POEMS. 


SONO  OF  7«E  SPANISH  WANDERER. 


PluiRiM,  O  H17,  hath  thjp  cheek  been  &im'd 


Hut  tb<»i  heu4  the  imuia  MSI  mndering  by, 
A  thing  of  the  breezeii  la  Bpiuii'<  Una  ikj, 
Fb»UDf  &wk7  over  hill  uid  healh. 
With  Um  mrrtle't  vbiiVPr,  4w  nitrcm'i  bnMb  f 


Aie  there  brighler  llowen  th>B  niina  own  wttiob 

O'ar  Hoorub  ruin  tuid  C3iil>tiui  grm  1 

Onu 

By  til 

My  bBsrt  is  fiinliiw  to  bou  once  mora 

The  water-Toicea  of  that  twvet  than. 

Huj  vere  they  that  ham  died  G>T  lb«C, 
And  brave,  my  Spain !  thooeh  thou  alt  not  frM 
Yet  I  call  Ihem  bleat — they  have  rent  (irir  chai 
Tttej  ile^  in  thy  v^Ueya — tay  amuiy  Bfain  '. 


To  watch,  in  dying  ho^,  affectiun'a  wan*, 
To  ■«  the  bepntifiil  Irani  life  deport, 
0  wear  impatiently  a  aecrel  chain. 
To  waau  the  untold  richee  of  the  heart — 


lliroiigh  long,  lon^  jftn  U 
For  hnnUQ  loVe* — ^nd 


On  thing!  that  &il  b^  re«d  by  reed,  to  lean, 
To  monm  the  ebangnl,  the  far  away,  the  detd 

To  send  o^F  tnublad  tpirila  throngh  the  imaeen, 
Intouely  queationing  Ibr  treararcs  flcd^ 


Worda  of  tiiimpliaBt  ntnajn    bear  me  on 

Tba  weight  or  lilb,  llie  obun,  the  nnrenial  air 
'^nirdeaUflcaam — ' •■  "^      -  '     - 


A^'ingecboof  rich 

of  farewBil — 


To  know  the  aweetnesa  of  a  niothsi'ii  l< 
Ts  Ael  tba  ipirit  of  ber  love  around. 
And  in  the  bjowiof  4f  her  eye  nj«ice-> 


A  dirgoJihe  aDiind !  to  greet  the  early  fiiend 
Dnto  tb*  beartl],  hia  place  o£  many  daya ; 

In  the  glad  aong  with  kioeind  fipa  to  Uend, 
Or  join  |fca  biMiaetHdd  laughter  by  th«  blaza— 

Tbroogh  wooda  that  ahadew'd  our  first  joara  to 

Witk  alt  our  native  miiBo  in  the  air ; 
To  watch  the  aunact  with  the  eye*  TS  love. 
And  turn,  and  read  our  own  hcart'i  anawer 

No  note! 

Wordi  of  de«p«!r '.  yet  earth'a,  ill  aarth'r—tbe  vo« 
Tboir  pnasion  brwthei — the  deaolalely  deept 

That  sound  in  IIca;rea — oh  I  image  then  the  flow 
Of  gladnepi  ia  it*  looea — to  pwt,  to  voep — 


k,  to  atiive,  |« 


To  leom  in  joy ; — to  struggle, 


TO  MY  OWN  POETBAIT. 

How  ip  it  that  beFbre  mine  tyim. 

While  gaiing  do  lliy  mieu. 
All  TOj  prat  year*  of  life  arise. 


Even  as  a  song  of  oilier  timea. 
Can  trouble  mcmory'a  apjingsi 

Even  aa  a  aound  of  vcspcr^cbiuies 
Can  woke  (l«p«rled  things; 

Even  as  a  aceid  of  vernal  Dowars 

Hath  records  irangiil  with  vanish'd  hows) 

Such  power  is  thine ', — they  come,  lbs  dead. 
From  tbe  gnve's  bondage  iVee, 
nd  smiling  back  the  changed  are  led. 
To  kwk  in  love  00  thee ; 
Aai  voices  that  are  nmaic  flown 
Speak  to  me  in  the  heart's  fijU  tone. 


And  a  vain  gush  of  lendemeBa 

O'arflows  m  dnld-lihe  lean ; 

passion  which  1  may  out  stay, 
A  sudden  fount  that  muat  have  way. 

k  Ihon,  the  wbile — ob !  almost  strani:e. 

Mine  imaged  Htlfi  it  acema 
That  on  (Ay  brow  of  peace  no  cluuge 

Reflects  my  own  swift  dnMio*  j 
Almost  I  marvel  not  to  tnice 
Those  lights  and  ahidows  in  tky  f!ic« 

Mj-a-fc.". 


_..y  Google 


HR&  HEMAira'  WOBK& 


To  tea  IAm  calm,  while  pcnren  thni  deep, 
A^Mion — Memory —G  riaf— 

Tsn  o'er  mjr  aoal  w  winda  tlut  ^eep 
O'er  a  fral  upeo-k»f ! 

Oh  !  Uut  the  quiet  of  Uilna  ejre 

Uight  link  thecs  when  Ihe  storm  p>oi  by ! 

Yet  look  thoQ  still  nranct;  on, 
And  if  (wect  triendu  there  be. 

That  when  in;  >ong  uid  eoul  ire  goM 
Shall  eeoh  raj  ronn  in  thee, 

Toll  tliam  of  One  lor  whom  'tww  beat 

To  flee  awiy  and  be  at  reat ! 


THE  BROKEN  CHAN. 
I  IN  ll<ee: — I  have  burrt  tfaTongh  taj  gallin|[ 


The  life  of  yoonff  eagles  is  m 
'    iTe  wiA  my  bark  111 
m  when  the  ' 


THE   ANGLER. 


Thoo  that  hart  lored  bo  hog  and  weD 
The  vale's  deep  quiet  rtrearaa. 

Where  the  pure  watei-li]ie«  dwell, 
Sbeddinf  Ibrth  tender  glaama ; 

And  o'er  the  pod  tha  M,*.j-&j'i  wiaf 

Glances  in  goldeii  eves  of  spring. 


I  majdeaTewi 

'-i.T  ' 

71ie  itreanu  daah  in  joy  down  the  somTner  hXH, 
Tha  lurds  pierce  the  depths  of  the  sky  at  will, 
Tlie  arrow  goes  forth  with  the  singing  breen, 
And  is  not  my  spirit  aa  one  of  thcao  I 

Oh  !  the  green  earth  with  its  wealth  of  flowen, 
And  the  loicea  Ihnt  ring  through  its  forest  bowers. 
And  the  landing  glance  of  the  founts  that  shine. 
Lighting  the  volleys — ult,  all 

I  mny  urge  through  the  desert  my  loamlng  aleed, 
The  wings  of  the  mnminfr  bIidII  lend  him  apeed  ; 
I  may  miwt  tho  storm  in  ifs  rushing  gloo — 
Its  blasta  and  ila  lightnings  am  not  more  free  I 

Captive !  and  hast  thnn  then  rent  thy  chain  ? 
Alt  then  fl^c  in  tlie  wildemean,  free  on  the  main  1 
Yea !  tltere  thy  spirit  mny  proudly  soar, 
Bat  must  thou  not  mingle  with  throngs  the  morel 

The  bird  when  ho  pinetli,  may  hah  his  aong. 
Till  the  hour  when  hia  lieart  shall  again  be  Strang ; 
But  thou,  canst  thou  turn  in  thy  woe  aude. 
And  woep  'midst  thy  brethren — no,  not  ior  pride. 

Hay  the  fiery  word  &om  thy  lip  find  my, 
Wlien  the  thoughts  burning  in  thee  shJl  sj 
to  day  T 


No !  with  the  shaft  in  thy  bosom  borne, 
,  lion  must  hido  th-  woond  in  tliy  tear  of  scorn 
•  TTiou  must  fold  th^  mantle  that  none  may  seo. 

And  mask  thee  with  laughter,  and  say,  thou  a 

No !  thou  art  chnin'd  till  thy  race  is  run, 
By  the  power  of  all  in  the  soul  of  one  j 
fM  thy  heart,  on  thy  lip,  muit  the  fetter  be — 
Premier  fond  dreamer !  oh '.  who  is  free  ? 


ofalder-boDglie ; 
And  in  the  midst,  a  richer  hue. 
One  gliding  vein  of  Heaven's  own  bine. 

And  there  but  ktw  aweet  sounda  tire  heard— 

The  whisper  of  the  reed. 
The  plashing  trout,  the  rostling  luid, 

The  icytlie  npon  Ihe  mead ; 
Yet,  through  the  murmuring  oners  near 
Tbtn  steob  a  step  which  mortals  fear. 

Tianotthe  stag  that  comes  to  lars, 

At  noon,  his  panting  breast ; 
"Tis  not  the  blltem,  by  the  wave 
Beaking  her  seUgy  nest ; 
he  air  is  fill'd  with  summer's  bnath, 
he  yonng  flowers  laogh — yet  look !  t  is  E 

at  if!  where  silvery  currents  rove, 
TTiy  heart,  grown  still  and  mge, 
ath  lean'd  to  read  the  words  Ot  bmi 
That  shine  o'er  natare's  page ; 
If  holy  thoughts  thy  gnesta  have  been. 
Under  (he  s^de  of  willows  gTMn; 

Hien,  lover  of  the  silent  hour 
By  deep  Ion«  waters  past, 
benos  hist  thou  drawn  a  ftith,  a  power, 
To  oheer  thcs  throi^h  tha  lait ; 
And,  wont  on  brighter  worlds  to  dwell, 
Hayist  calmly  bid  thy  stieams  farewell 


THE  FUNERAL  GENIUS^ 

AN  ANTiaUE  ffTATITB. 


Tom  shonldat  be  kok'd  on  when  the  itarligfat  fUb 
Through  the  blue  stillnoas  of  the  summer  ail 

Not  by  the  tarch-fira  waverinjr  on  the  walls, 
b  hath  too  flKiil  and  loo  wild  a  glan  ;— 

And  thou — thy  rest,  the  soft,  the  lOTcly,  soems 

To  ask  liglil  step*  which  will  not  break  its  dmtJM. 
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MISCELLANEOUS  POEUS. 


Flovcra  ue  upon  thj  brov,  fct  w  ths  dead 
Wen  cromi'U  of  cdd,  with  pals  ipriiig-floweri 
like  then; 

Slocp  on,  tbine  aje  hatli  Ktnk,  yet  aoftly  ihed, 
A>  from  lbs  winff  ofionie  fiUDt  lotltfaeni  breale ; 

And  Ihe  piae-biHi^lia  o'eiihadow  tbeewitb  gWim 

Vfhiah  of  the  gran  aeeau  bieaChing— not  the 


They  fWd  not  death,  whoaa  calm  end  gTBciom 
thought 

Of  the  last  hoar  had  Bellied  thai  in  (bee  i 
They  who  thy  wreath  of  pallid  roiei  wnm^rt, 

Aiid  kid  thy  head  apon  the  fbreet-trce, 
Ki  tlutt  of  one,  hj  muaic'e  dreamy  close 
On  the  wood-Tidleti  tull'd  lo  deep  repoee. 


SoftiU  aiiight,ani(Iit  of  m 

Had  they  eeen  aoght  like  thee  1  IKd  eome  fti 

Thai  wilh  bU  g^acelbl  hair  before  them  reati 
Hie  gracefbl  hair  no  more  to  ware  in  joy. 


Ofa.happr  if  to  them  the  one  dread  boor. 
Made  known  ita  loseani  from  a  brow  like  thine 

If  all  their  knowledge  ofthe  ipMler'i  power. 
Came  by  a  look  ao  Iruiquilty  dirine ! 

Let  him  who  thut  hath  eeen  tlie  loiel;  port, 

Hcdd  well  that  image  to  hia  thoogbtful  heart  1 

But  tfaoti,  fair  ilumberer ! — waa  there  leee  of  wo< 
Or  Ion,  or  terror,  in  the  days  of  dd, 

llat  men  pour'd  out  thair  gladdening  iptrita 
flow. 
Like  eunahine,  on  the  deatdale  and  cold  1 

And  giTo  thy  (ambiance  to  the  ihadowy  king. 

Who  for  deep  aonia  had  then  a  deeper  i&nf  ? 

In  Ibe  darkhoaomof  the  earth  tjlty  idd 
Far  more  than  wc,  for  loftier  faith  ii  oars ; 

neir  gema  were  laat  in  aahes — yet  (bey  made 
Th«  gTBTB  a  place  ofbeanty  and  of  Sower* ; 

With  IVigrant  wreathi  and  nunnwr.banghi  ■ 

And  lotely  acnlptore  gleaming  throngh  the  shtc 

]■  H  jbr  Ha  a  darker  gloom  lo  abed 

On  ita  dim  preoinets  1  Do  wa  not  enbrnat 

But  fiw  a  time  ita  obambera  with  oar  dead. 
And  alrew  immortal  aeed  apon  the  dnetl 

Why  ■bonld  xw  dwell  on  that  whieb  liee  heneal 

When  linog  light  bath   tooeh'd  Ihe   brow  < 
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THE  SONG  OF  PENITENCE. 

UNFIMUBBD. 

He  pasa'd  from  earth 
Wttbout  hia  fkme.-'the  calm,  pore,  starry  ftme 
He  might  hare  won,  to  guide  on  radiantly 
"  "   nauy  a  noble  soul, — he  eought  it  not ; 

j'en  like  brief  and  barren  lightning  paei'd 

The  wayward  child  of  gcniua.    And  the  eooga 

Which  hia  wild  apiril,  in  the  prido  of  lifa, 

Had  sbower'd  forth  recklcssty,  a*  ocean-wavca 

Fling  op  their  treasures  miagted  with  dark  weed, 

TTiey  died  before  him ; — they  were  winged  seed, 

ScatlBi'd  a&r,  and,  Ailing  on  the  rock 

Of  the  world'a  heart,  bad  porish'd.    One  alone. 

One  ferrent,  moamtul,  snpplicating  (train, 

The  deep  beseechtng  of  a  atricken  breast, 

SnrriTed  the  vaialy -gifted.    In  the  souls 

Of  the  kind  few  that  loved  him,  with  a  lore 

I\ithfiil  to  even  its  disappointed  hope. 

That  song  of  teara  foand  root,  and  by  their  hewUu 

FdD  ofl  in  low  and  reverential  tooea, 

Fill'd  with  the  piety  of  tendemeaa, 

ormur'd  to  their  children,  when  hia  Bamo 
■me  faint  hanutring  of  remembrance  GdK 
Far  from  the  world's  mda  Toices,  br  away. 
Ob  S  bear,  and  judge  him  gently  i  'twaa  hia  laat 

I  come  aloue,  and  faint  I  come. 

To  nature's  arms  I  flee ; 
The  green  wooda  take  their  wanderer  home, 
Bnt  then,  O  Father!  may  I  turn  lo  Thee  7 

The  earliest  odour  of  Ihe  Sower, 
The  bird'a  first  song  is  thine ; 
Father  in  Heaven !  my  day-^prine's  hour 
Fonr'd  ill  vain  incense  on  anothei  dirinc 


It  ia,  it  il, — bnl  TTiou  art  gone. 
Or  if  the  trembling  shade 
.  Breathe  yet  of  thee,  wilh  alter'd  tone 
Iliy  icdemn  whisper  ahakes  a  heart  diimay'd. 


TALE  OF  THE  FOURTEENTH  CEHTDET 

A  ntAGHENT. 


Ttlt  moonbeem,  qofvering  o'er  the  wmtb, 
Heefs  in  ^le  gold  on  wood  and  hill. 

The  wild  wind  ilnmben  in  ill  eavr. 
And  beiTen  b  oloodleee— earth  ia  stiS '. 


WHh  battlementa  of  Gothic  might 
Rises  in  softer  pomp  arniy*d, 
Its  misay  toarars  half  I«t  in  shaite. 

Half  bHKb'd  with  roelkndi^  light  • 
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Tbe  njt  of  nig-ht,  the  tinla  of  tiuM, 

Soft-minBimg'  on  iti  dark-fthy  tbiua. 
O'er  its  m&  itiength  tad  nuan  nUiiDe, 

A  placid  Binila  luTe  tbiourn ; 
And  tkr  beyniul,  where  wild  end  high, 
Boimding  tiie  pile  bloa  lumtDer  ik;, 
A  Qiountnin  vain  meiitf  the  eye, 
Iti  dirk,  luiuriBDl  woods  unime, 
A  pencili'd  ibade,  i  aoUtt  gloem ; 
Iti  juldng  cli<fii  have  caoeEt  the  light, 
Iti  lotrcnlH  glillcr  through  tho  nigbl. 
While  BTer;  care  uid  deep  recan, 
FrowDi  in  more  thtdow;  a«(uliie«> 


How  nrifU]'  dan  iu  boat  ii^ga 
A  ■lendm',  rilnrf,  waTfaig  line 

or  radianoa  o'er  the  tide ! 
No  Kmnd  ia  oa  tbe  ■uminer-aaMi, 

Bat  tho  bw  daahing  of  tbe  ow. 
And  liiintlr  alg^ha  the  mldnl^t  hKOM 

Throagb  woeda  that  (>ing»  the  rocky  aiMre. 
—That  boat  haa  rmcb'd  tha  nbnt  bayv 
The  datfain*  oar  haa  cOaatd  to  pbiy, 
I'lie  hteeis  haa  raarmur'd  and  ha  died 
In  l&reM-ah*de*,  on  oocan't  tide. 
No  step,  DO  toDe,  no  breath  of  aoimd 
DiMurba  the  lonatlnen  prafennd. 
And  midnight  apreoda  o'er  earth  and  nuin 

A  caliD  so  hcdy  and  lo  deep, 
Tfint  voice  of  mortal  were  pro&ae, 

To  break  on  nalnre'i  ileep! 
it  in  tho  hour  for  thou^t  to  aoaf. 

High  o'er  the  cloud  of  earthl;  woeit 
For  rapt  devotioa  to  adore, 

For  puiion  to  repoae ; 
And  virtue  to  target  her  teari. 
In  viaioni  of  anbUmer  apherea ! 
For  oh  !  thoaa  trsiuieot  gloBm>  of  heaTcn, 
To  cnloier,  purer  apirita  given. 
Children  of  hallow'd  peace,  are  known 
in  aolitude  and  abade  aloDel 
Like  flonera  IhiLt  ahnn  the  bbn  of  nooo, 
To  blow  beneath  tbe  midnlriit  moont 
The  gnrlali  world  the^  will  not  Ueaa, 
But  anlj  live  inlopeluieae! 

Uark !  did  aoma  note  oT  plaiBtiva  nreU 


EXark !  did  aoma  note  oT  plaiBtiva  i 

Melt  on  the  atillnoM  or  the  air  T 
f»T  wia  it  fiincy'a  powerAil  apell 

That  woke  anob  aweetntaa  theral 
bo.  wild  and  distant  it  aroae. 
Like  aeonda  that  bless  the  barA  repa 
When  in  kme  wood,  »r  raoaa*  e«e 
He  dcMOM  bende  .oma  &ttilain.w«N| 
And  fairy  worlda  delif  hi  Ibe  eyMt 
Wouied  with  life'*  lealUiM. 
'  Waa  it  itlusienl — yet  aftun 
Kiaea  and  falls  th'  enehaal«l  Mr^at 

Mellow,  and  awcet,  and  fi^t| 
As  if  aome  spirit'a  tuKh  bad  uMai' 
Tbe  aoui  of  awinii  to  harp  of  Heaven 

To  'notbe  ■  dtiiiff  Mikt  ? 


b  il  th*  ntiMtaM'a  dbrtttit  Jidl, 

Waridfair  bencMk  the  moonlighl  wav^T 
— Socb  witching  lon«  might  hn  full  wdl 


Hark  ',  Soiling  on,  the  magic  lay 
.  Dfawa  near  von  iried  towei  1 
Now  nearer  atill,  the  listening  «i 
Hay  aalcb  sweat  borp-notea,  bint,  yet  daM 
And  aooenta  law,  aa  if  in  fear 

Thus  munnur,  baKsoKvesa'd : 
"  Awake !  the  mora  if  br^t  en  high. 
The  aea  is  oolm  the  bnk  is  nigh, 

TliB  world  is  hnsh'd  to  rest  !^ 
Then  sinks  the  voice — the  atrain  ia  o'er, 
Its  list  low  cadence  dice  aletif  llie  aboft. 

n«Jr  fcrrtha  heim  th'  esperted  aong, 
Bwin^ftom  her  loiKrahc  glide*  ah»^; 
No  eclio  to  bei*  tread  awakec. 
Her  ftiry  atep  no  alumber  bnakt. 
And  in  Uiat  hots  of  sllmee  ieep, 
While  all  around  tbe  dewi  of  sleep 
O'eipower  each  sense,  eaeb  eyelid  Blaq>| 
Quick  tfiroba  her  heart  with  hope  aut  fear. 
Her  dark  aye  gliateti*  with  a  lea. 
Hp  If-wavering  now,  the  varying  ''" 
And  Hidden  pause,  her  doubte  Bi 
T^e  lip  now  fluah'd,  now  pdle  as    . 
The  trembling  frame,  the  Huttering  breath . 


doubte  beapeak^ 
w  pdle  as  death. 


Oh  :  in  that  m 


■.I  her  K 


What  itruggfing  paaaions  claim  control  I 
Fear,  duty,  love,  in  conflict  high. 
By  tunu  have  won  th'  aeccnd^cy; 
And  IS,  all  tremulounly  bright. 
Stream*  o'er  hef  ftre  (he  beam  ofnlght, 
What  thonmnd  mii'd  emotions  play 
O'or  that  (Ur  tuce,  and  melt  aw«y : 
Like  forms  whoae  quick  loccession  gleama 
O'er  iitfcy'i  rtlnbcnr—tlntiMl  drewii*  i 
Like  the  awift  g^andng  HgMalHat  liw 
■Hidat  ibewUachNid  ofatDrtny  ikwi^ 


But  oh  '■  too  short  that  pause — again, 
Tbrilis  to  her  heart  that  witching  atiain, 
"Awake!  the  midnirht  moon  ia  brigbt, 
AWakc  I  the  momente  nibg  thdr  Sigll^ 

Halts  '.  or  they  speed  in  vain  !" 
Oh !  call  of  love !  thy  potant  spdl, 
O'erlhat  i^k  heart  prrviili  too  wdl. 
The  "itill  small  voice"  ia  beard  no  man 


And  pride  Onpf,  arid  reKMR  fldkif ! 
Hef  «bMdi,  w£«e  DoloBf  eaiutt  «b0  1M 
Rentmei  lnwtiniMit,'brt|rMcrt'rtD, 
Hei"  atep  its  qniek,  ehstie  INad^ 

Her  eye  Ita  bsBtning  imile! 
■nrwgb  kindy  roort  and  silent  iNn, 
Flita  her  ligfit  shadow  o'er  tbe  wdl 
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And  ftill  that  low,  humonioua  colt 

Held  on  her  ear  the  while ! 
Though  lore's  quick  ear  sIodo  could  tell 
Tbii  vorda  ib  aj:cenli  fitinlly  swetl. 
"  Awake,  while  jet  the  tlngering  nipht 
And  ston  and  aeai  befriend  out  Qight, 

Obi  haale,  whUe  all  i«  wcU!" 
The  hsUa,  the  couita,  the  gatca,  are  poat. 
She  galna  the  moonlight  l^ch  at  laaL 
^Vbo  waita  to  fuide  her  liembliiig  leetl 
Who  fliea  the  fligitiva  to  greet  J 
He,  to  her  joutUul  heart  eodeu'd 
Bf  all  it  e'er  had  hoped  and  fear'd, 
'fnined  with  each  wiah,  with  e^try  Ihan^ht, 
Each  dav-dresm  ^cy  e'er  had  wroof  ht, 
WboM  tinla  pourtmy,  with  flalterin^  akill. 


A  chieftain's  mien  her  Oabert  bore, 
A  pilgrim'*  lowly  robei  he  woro, 
Olafulie  that  vbjdIj  strove  lo  hide 
Bearing  and  glance  of  martial  pride  t 
For  he  in  many  a  battle  acenc. 
On  many  a  mDpart-breach  had  been) 
Had  cternly  UDiled  at  danger  nigb. 
Had  aeeu  the  raliant  blaed  and  die, 
And  proudly  reoi'd  gn  hostila  tower, 
'Midal  falchioD-claab,  and  arrowy  abower, 

Brilanoia'a  banner  high  1 
And  tfaoagb  lome  ancient  feud  had  taofht 

lib  Bartha'a  aire  lo  loathe  hia  nauw, 
Moto  noble  wanior  nerer  fiugbt. 

For  glory's  prite,  or  England'i  faiiWk 
And  well  Ini  dark,  eommuuling  eje. 

And  Ibrm  and  atep  ofilalcly  graoa, 
Accorded  with  achietemanla  high. 
Seal  of  empriie  and  chiralry. 

Bright  name,  and  genemiu  race ! 
Hie  obeek,  embrawn'd  by  many  a  aoa, 
Tdia  a  proud  taie  of  glory  won. 
Of  vigil,  march,  and  combat  rude, 
Valour,  and  tail,  and  roitilDda  ! 
i?«n  white  jouth'a  eariieat  UnaliM  tbmr 
Warm  o'er  thkl  dieak,  thnr  rind  hn^ 
Hii  gallant  aoul,  hi*  atripling-ferni. 
Had  braved  tb*  battle'a  rudert  alonn ; 
When  EngUnd'a  conqttoring  arcbera  itaod. 
And  dyod  tfay  plain,  Poitiera,  with  blood, 
Wlxai  afairel'd  axe,  and  olovan  ibield. 
And  ahatter'd  helniet,  itrew'd  the  fiabl. 
And  Franeo  aroond  bcr  King  in  Tain, 
Had  maralnll'd  ralonr'a  noblest  tT«in ; 
In  that  dread  strife,  hia  ligbtning  eye. 
Hod  flub'd  with  transport  keen  aod  bi|^ 
And  'midit  tbe  laUlle's  wildeat  tide, 
Throbb'd  bis  yoanr  beart  widi  bapa  aad  prfdi 
Alike  that  fearlesslMarl  oonld  bnM, 
Dealb  on  the  wv-fieU  or  Iba  wava; 
Alike  in  IMTMaKnl  or  fiobl, 
lliat  ardent  spirit  foond  deligM'! 
Yet  oft,  'midal  boaHl^aoensa  dv, 

Bright  o'er  hu  aoitl  a  risioa  eaaai 
Risinf ,  liki  sane  benignant  tkOi 
On  •torair  asa«|or  idttBof  wMi 


To  soothe,  with  hopes  mora  desr  Iban  ^mi, 
Tho  hearl  thai  throbb'd  to  Bertha's  naiat ' 

And  'niidst  the  wildcM  rage  of  figtil. 

And  b  the  deeped  calm  of  night. 

To  her  hia  thoughts  would  wing  their  flight 

With  fond  derotion  warm ; 


Polfill'd 


Kt 


Who,  with  pale  cjieek,  and  leeha  of  mow, 
In  minstrel  garb  altenda  tbe  chief! 

The  moonbeam  on  his  thongfatfril  bnw 
Reveals  a  shade  of  gri«C 

SixTow  and  lime  have  toooh'd  lui  beat 

With  moumfiil  yet  m 

Soft  a*  the 

OfsD 


melanoholy  smile 
u  ■onie  rtun'd  pita  1 


The  bard  whose  wildt  inspiritig  ktyn 
Efea  in  gsy  childhood's  aariieat  dan, 
Rnrt  woke  in  Osfaerfs  kindling  Wm, 
The  Same  that  will  not  be  »|»9t. 
The  pubs  tbat  throtis  for  praiae  '. 
Tbrme  Isya  had  banish'd  from  hia  e^ 
The  bright,  sod  taars  of  in&ncy. 
Had  BoMhed  the  bc^  to  calm  repose, 
Had  bash'd  bis  bosom's  eaHieM  woes 


reoaon's  a^-ftiag  baik% 


And  when  tbe  light  of  thowU  i 
WhMi  first  youDc  reoaon's  3^- 
More  fowerftii  atiU,  lliey  bads  ara 
His  spirit's  baraing  eneigies ! 
Then  tbe  bright  dream  of  elon  w 

TL—  Al I ^ i: . ._....    .1 


iD'd, 

Ilia  legends  of^each  martiai  1^, 
The  battlB-taks  of  Falesline ; 
And  oft,  aince  then,  Us  deeds  had  praved. 
Themes  of  the  loft;  lays  he^lo<«d  ! 
Now,  Bl  triumphant  lore's  cormnond, 
Sbce  Osbert  learea  hia  nallre  luid. 
Forsaking  glory's  hijh  career. 
For  her,  than  glory  &r  more  dear, 
Bince  hope's  gay  dream,  and  meteor  ray, 
To  distant  rwions  points  bis  way, 
Tbat  there  BBeetion's  bands  may  dress, 
A  fidiy  bower  for  happiflem ;  ■ 
That  fond  devoted  bard,  though  now, 
Time's  wiBt'ry  garland  wreaUtes  Mi  brcfif 
lliDOgh  qnench'd  the  stmbeam  of  hb  eye, 
And  fled  his  spirit's  booyancj ; 
And  Bt>«nfth  and  enterprise  are  pest; 
Still  follows,  constant  to  tbe  last ! 

TliaDgh  bis  H^e  wirfi  waa  but  to  di(r 
'Midst  the  cnlm  scones  of  days  gime  by. 
And  all  that  hallows  and  endears 
llie  memory  of  departed  years. 
Sorrow,  and  joy,  and  time,  have  twlnrd 
To  thoae  loTcd  scenes,  his  pensivd  mind  ■ 
Ah  I  what  con  tear  the  links  apart, 
'Diat  bind  his  ehietlEln  to  his  beart* 
Wfaat«mlle  bat  *ts  with  joy  can  light 


What«mlle  bat  Ats  with  jo 
The  «v«  obacored  by  sftr> 


ntffttT 
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l^M  of  a  kned  and  lMioonr*d  line, 
Lul  tia  to  cutb  in  life'i  dediiM^ 
I'lU  doth  ita  lingering  apark  iball  dim, 
Tbat  fkithfal  eje  mail  gaia  oa  him ! 

Bileat  and  anift,  with  fboWep  light, 
HaiU  un  those  fiuitivea  of  night. 
They  reicb'd  tho  Iiaat — the  rapid  oar. 
Soon  walU  them  from  the  wooded  alioni ; 
The  buk  is  goin'd— a  gallant  few, 
Vuuli  of  Oabeit,  fiinii  itj  crew ; 
The  pennant,  in  the  moootight  beam. 

With  Boft  nifiiuiaa  glowa; 
From  tba  while  aail,  a  ailTerj  gleam 

Falla  OB  the  waTs'i  repoeet 


Thej  tremble,  'midat  that  scene  ao  lair. 

Lest  mom's  Gnt  beam  behold  them  there. 

— Waks,  Tiewlen  wanderer  !  bneie  of  night; 

From  riTer-waTi,  or  moon  Iain-height, 

Or  dew-bright  conch  of  moss  and  flowott, 

B;  haunted  spring,  in  tbmt  bowers ; 

Or  dost  thoa  Inrk  in  peulj  cell. 

In  amber  grot,  where  mermaids  dwell, 

'  d  careni'd  gema  their  lastn  throw. 


solilory  splendMir  bloie ; 
And  aounds,  ne'er  heard  bj  mortal  ear. 
Swell  through  the  deep's  aafklfaooi'd  sphere  1 
What-gro™  of  tbat  myatcriona  worid, 
Holdi  thy  tight  wing,  m  ilumber  Airl'd  ? 
Awake  1  o'er  glittering  seas  to  rare. 
Awake !  to  gmde  the  bark  of  lom  ! 

Swift  fly  the  midnight  hoora,  and  bood 
Shall  fide  the  blight  ptopitiona  moon  ; 
Soon  shall  the  waning  stars  grow  pale, 
ETen  now — but  lo!  the  ruaUmg  soil 
Swelii  to  the  new-aprong  ocean  gale ! 
The  buk  glides  on — their  lean  are  o'er. 
Recedes  tlio  bold,  romantic  aiiorei 

It*  teatmes  mingling  &st ; 
Gaze,  Bertha,  gaia,  thy  lingering  eye 
May  still  each  lovely  scene  descry 

Of  yean  for  ever  past ! 
There  naie  the  woods,  beneath  whose  iliadc, 


Free  as  their  native  birds  and  tawns; 
Listening  the  aylian  sounds,  that  Boat 
On  each  tow  brecie,  'midst  dells  remote ; 
Itie  ring-dove's  deep,  melodious  moon. 
The  rustling  deer  in  thickets  lone  ; 
The  wild  bee's  hum,  the  aspen's  sigh. 
The  wood-stream's  plaintive  harmonj. 
Dear  scenes  of  many  a  spcsiive  boor. 
There  thy  own  mountains  darkly  toww  1 
'Midst  their  grdj  rocka  no  glen  so  rude, 
But  thou  hut  loved  its  solitude  I 
No  path  BO  wild  but  thou  hast  known. 
And  traced  its  rugged  coarse  alone  ! 
The  earliest  wreath  that  bound  thy  hair, 
Was  Iwincd  of  gkiwing  hcathJlower*  IbeM. 


Tbete,  in  the  day-nring  of  tby  jeara, 
Undinun'd  by  passions  or  by  tears. 
Oft,  while  thy  bright,  enraptured  eja 
Wander'd  o'er  ocean,  earth,  and  skT, 
While  the  wild  bnxie  that  romKl  thee  blea 
Tinged  thy  warm  cheek  with  richer  hue ; 
Pore  as  the  skies  that  o'er  thy  b«d 
Their  clear  and  cloudless  azure  ^iicail ; 
~  :  gale,  whose  light  wing  drew 


Glow'd  thy  young  heart  with  feelings  high, 

A  Heaven  of  hoDow'd  ecstacy  '. 

Such  days  wLTe  thine  '.  ere  kne  had  drawn 

A  cloud  o'er  that  celestial  dawn ! 

As  the  clear  dews  in  morning's  beam. 

With  soft  reflected  colouring  stream. 

Catch  every  lint  of  eastern  gem. 

To  &inn  the  rose's  diadem ; 

But  vanish,  when  the  noontide  hear. 

Glow*  fiercely  on  the  ahrinkine  flowerj 

Thus  in  thy  sool  each  calm  delight. 

Like  morn's  first  dew-drops,  pore  and  bright. 

Fled  swift  from  passion's  Uighting  fire. 

Or  lingei'd  only  to  expire'. 


There  ahall  the  lonely 


Shall  sparkle  in  the  si 
The  birch,  o'er  precipice  and  cave. 
Its  fealhcrj  lidiage  still  shall  wave ; 
The  ash  'midst  ragged  dofta  unveil 
Jia  coral  clusters  to  the  gale, 

'an.t  .iil»rtth  ok...!  ■  «>rmtfp  b,l»wn 


Andai 


I  shed  a 


O'er  the  rich  heath  and  glowing  braom. 

But  thy  light  footstep  there  no  more. 

Each  patli,  each  dingle  shaU  eiplore ; 

In  vain  may  smile  each  green  trrsM, 

—Who  now  sliall  pierce  lis  lonelinesa  I 

The  stream  through  sliadowj  glens  may  atrmj 

— Who  now  shall  trace  its  glisteaing  waj  t 

In  solilude.  In  silence  deep. 

Shrined  'mittnt  her  rocks,  shall  echo  tioBp, 

No  lute's  wild  swell  again  shall  riaa. 

To  wako  bet  mystic  melodies. 

All  soil  may  blow  tlte  momitain  air, 

— It  will  not  wave  thy  graeefiil  hair! 

The  mountain-roao  may  bloom  and  die, 

— It  will  not  meet  tliy  smiling  eye  1 

But  like  those  sceoes  of  vaniah'd  ^s. 

Shall  others  ne'er  delight ; 
Fu  lovelier  lands  shaU  meet  thy  gase. 

Yet  soem  sot  half  so  briglit ! 
O'er  tho  dim  woodlanda'  fading  hoe. 

Still  gleams  yon  Gothic  pile  en  high ; 
Gaie  on,  while  vet  'tis  thine  to  view 

That  home  at  infancy ! 
Heod  not  tin  iught.dew's  chilling  power. 
Heed  not  the  sea-wind's  ooUeat  hour. 
But  pause,  and  linger  on  the  ded^ 
Till  of  th«w  toasera  no  trace,  do  sfook. 


.yGoQt^le 


BnacEUJUfEODS  FOBHS. 


Il  gltamhig  o'er  tl»  main ; 
F(V  irhen  the  milt  of  mora  (boll  tin, 
Bteodiog  ths  wa,  the  abore,  the  ikisi. 
That  home,  ones  nniah'd  from  thine  e^aa. 

Shall  bleae  thftm  ne'er  ngaia  I 
There  the  duk  tilea  and  aongi  of  7010, 

Fint  with  atrange  tranaport  thrill'd  thj  Mnd, 
E'en  while  tbnr  fearihl,  niTatic  lore, 

From  thv  wunn  ebeek  the  lile-bk>om  stole; 
iWe,  while  thy  &tbst'*  nptored  ear 
Dwelt  tbodlj  oo  a  atraiii  ao  dear, 
And  in  his  oje  Ilia  ttamblin;  leu 

Beved'd  hii  spiiit't  trance ; 
How  oft,  tbeae  echoing  halla  along. 
Thy  thriUiiv  voice  hu  iweU'd  the  woof, 
Tnulitim  w3d  of  other  dajra, 
Or  troubadonr'a  heroic  lava 

CPt  lefcnd  of  romance  I 
Oh  !  man;  an  hour  haa  then  been  thine, 

llat  meinor;'!  pencil  oft  ihall  drcaa 
In  aofter  ahadee,  and  tinta  that  ahlne 

In  mellow'd  lovelineu  i 
WMle  thy  aick  heart,  and  finillen  tears, 

Shall  moDm,  with  fond  and  deep  regret," 
Tin  Bunshine  of  thine  early  yeora, 

Scarce  deem'd  eo  radiant — till  it  aet ! 
llie  cloodleaa  peace  nnprizod,  till  fonet 
The  blue,  till  Tsniih'd,  hardly  known ! 


At  GTcning' 

While  Taryinr  Mill,  the  w«M««n  akiae 

Floab'd  the  dear  aeie  with  rainbow-dyea, 

Whoae  warm  anflbuooa  [low'd  and  paaa'd. 

Each  richer,  kprelier,  than  the  laat ; 

How  oft,  while  guinf  00  Ste  deep, 

That  aeem'd  a  ^nn  of  peace  to  deep, 

Ai  if  it!  wave,  ao  still,  ao  fair. 

More  ttowmng  mien  might  nerer  wear. 

The  twilight  calm  of  mental  reat 

Would  ft«U  in  lilcnce  o'er  thy  hreaat. 

And  wake  that  dear  and  balm;  aigb. 

That  softly  breathes  the  aptril'a  bvmony  ! 

— Ah !  ne'er  again  ^oll  honis  to  tbee  be  giren, 

Of  joy  en  eaitb-^o  near  allied  toHsaTon! 

Why  starts  the  tear  to  Bertha'a  eye  T 
Is  not  her  langJoTed  Osbert  nigh  T 
Is  there  a  grief  hi*  Toioe,  hi*  smiley 
Hi*  w<»dB,  are  frnitless  to  b^ik  ? 
—Oh!  bitter  to  tb«  yonthfU  heart. 

That  S(u««  a  pang,  a  care  has  known, 
The  boor  when  first  Bom  scene*  we  part, 

Where  lift's  t»igbt  spring  has  flown ! 
Forsaking,  o'er  the  world  to  roun. 
That  little  shrine  of  peac»— our  home ! 
fTen  if  delighted  finey  throw 
O'er  that  ocU  world,  her  brif  btaal  glow. 
Painting  its  ontried  paths  with  flowMS, 
That  will  not  lire  m  earthly  bower*; 
(Too  fi-eil,  loo  eniniute,  to  bear 
■■     -' '■    'ij) 


Cold  were  the  breast  that  wodd  not  baai« 
One  gigh,  the  liame  of  yootb  to  lesTe ; 
Stem  were  the  heart  that  wonld  not  swell 
To  breathe  life'*  saddest  word— &rewell  I 
Thongh  earth  has  many  a  deeper  woe, 
lliough  tears,  more  biUa  b,  mtiat  flow, 
That  bonr,  whate'er  oui  fliture  lot. 
That  first  land  griet^  is  ne'er  tbrgot '. 
Such  wss  the  pang  of  Berlh&'a  heart, 
Tfao  tboagbt,  that  bade  the  tear-drop  start. 

And  Osbert,  by  ber  side, 
Heard  the  deep  sigb  whuse  bursting  swdl. 
Nature's  fond  atraggte  told  loo  well. 
And  days  of  future  bliss  poortray'd 
And  lore'*  own  eloquence  essay'd. 

To  soothe  bia  pligbled  bride ! 
Of  bright  Arcadiui  scenea  be  tella. 

In  that  Bweel  land  lo  which  th^  fly; 
The  Tioe^ad  racks,  the  &agment  ddls 

Of  bloaming  Italy. 
For  be  had  raved  a  pilgrim  there. 
And  gazed  on  man;  a  spot  so  liiir, 

I'd  lilie  aome  endmnled  grove. 


And  breathe  ila  beaveDl;  ai 
And  all  unmii'd  with  ruder  tone, 
Tbeir  "  wood-notes  wild  "  ba  heard  alon 

Far  from  the  ftown  of  stent  eontiol. 
That  Tainlv  would  subdue  the  aool, 
Tliere  ahaQ  their  long-nffianccd  baud* 
Be  join'd  in  conaeeroted  bands, 


And  scented  ahtobe  their  balm  eihde. 

And  flowering  niyrtlea  blow  ; 
And  'midit  the  mulberry  bough*  on  bigh. 
Weaves  the  wild  vine  bei  tapestry  : 
On  some  bright  streamlet'*  emerald  side. 
Where  cedua  wave,  in  graceiU  pride, 
"        "'  'es,  tbeir  home  si   " 

a  at  Faradiae ! 

Thaa  wonld  the  lover  aaatbe  to  rest. 
With  tales  of  bcqie,  her  anxious  Invest; 
Nor  vain  that  dear,  enchonliig  lore. 
Her  aoal's  bright  visions  to  restore. 
And  bid  gay  phantoms  of  delight, 
Float,  in  son  colooring,  o'er  her  sight. 
— Oh  1  ;oath,  sweet  Miy-mom  fled  so  sa«^ 
Far  bruchtar  than  life's  bvelieit  noon 
How  on  thy  spirit's  buoyant  power. 
Will  triamph,  e'en  in  sorrow's  hour, 

Piersiling  o'er  regret ! 
As  tears  ■(■  bead  th' elastic  flower, 
Tboogb  the  dark  tempest's  recent  abowv 

Hang  on  its  petals  yet ! 

Ah !  Dot  m>  sooD  can  bopeV  giy  smila 

The  aged  bard  to  joy  bt^ile ; 

llios*  sihnt  years  that  ^sa]  aw»y. 

The  cheek's  warm  rosa,  the  eyre's  br^  n« 

Win  freoi  the  mmd  a  nobler  prise 

E'en  all  il«  bw^anl  anei^psal 


igtizedoy  Google 


m 


HRKHEMANB*  WOBSB. 


For  him  tbs  April  daji  u*  pal, 
Whan  grief  wu  bat  ■  flseling  dood  - 
No  Innnent  ibwla  vill  mxnw  out, 
WhED  ue  the  ipiiit't  might  hm*  bow'd  I 
And  uM  lee*  Um  land  grow  dim, 
'Hut  lutiTa  Uitd,  DOW  loct  to  turn, 
Fix'd  M4  hii  >;ei,  toA  clup'd  hia  hntdi. 
And  long  in  specohlen  ^af  he  itandi. 
So  deaoUtelr  calm  bi>  oir, 
Ha  leami  an  image,  wrought  to  bear 
The  attmp  nf  deep,  though  buah'd  daapair ; 
Motion  and  life  no  ngn  beapealu 
^TB  that  the  night-breew,  o'er  hia  cheeki, 

Joal  wafea  hia  ailrerf  hair! 
Non^it  alae  conid  teach  the  ere  to  know 
He  waa  no  acDlptnTed  Ibrm  of  woe  1 

Long  gaiing  o'er  the  dark'ning  flood, 
Pak  in  that  ailcnt  giief  he  stood; 
Till  the  cold  moon  waa  waning  fkit. 

And  many  « lord;  ttai  had  died, 
And  the  frav  heaTcna  de«p  abadow*  eaal 

Far  o'er  the  dnmbering  tide; 
And  r^ied  m  one-dark  Bolemn  hoe. 
Arose  the  distant  abore  to  riaw. 
Then  ttarting  fiom  hia  trance  of  woe, 
Tear^  long  anppreia'd  in  freedom  flow. 
While  thai  hia  wild  and  plaintiTe  strain, 
Blendi  with  the  mormaT  of  the  main. 
me  BAKD4  PAKEWZLL. 

HiOD  aotllog  moon !  wiien  neit  thy  raja 
Are  trembling  on  the  ahadow;  deep, 

llie  land,  now  nding  from  mj  gaie 
Theae  a;ea  in  vain  ^all  weep ; 

And  waoder  o'ar  the  kmalf  aea. 

And  III  thdr  U»tM  glance  on  tbea. 

On  thee !  whose  light  ao  aoftlj  glaami, 
ThiD' the  green  oaks  that  Knge  ro;  natire  ftnanu. 

But  'inidrt  thoae  anient  grorea  no  man 
Shan  I  thy  qnivering  hiilre  hail. 

Its  plaintiTe  atrain  my  harp  matt  pour, 
To BweU  a  breign  gala; 

Um  roeka,  (be  wooda,  wboae  aehoea  woka^ 

When  its  fliD  tonaa  their  atiUneaa  broken 

Deserted  now,  shall  hear  alone, 
The  brook'a  wild  rdce,  the  wind's  mysteriooa  mo 

And  oh !  yo  fair,  forsaken  halls. 

Left  by  yonr  lord  to  slow  decay, 
ftoon  shaD  the  trophiei  on  your  walls 

Ba  mouldering  lait  away  I 
There  shall  no  choral  songs  raaooud. 
There  aball  no  fcsUl  board  be  crown'd ; 
But  ivy  wreath  the  lileot  gate. 
And  bH  be  boah'd,  and  ootd,  and  desolate. 

So  banner  frmn  the  itataly  tower. 

Shall  Kprtad  its  Uaion'd  folds  on  high, 
Tbeis  the  wild  briar  and  ■ununar.domr 

Unmark'd  ahiU  wave  and  die  1 

Hnme  of  tlie  mighty !  thou  art  lonc^ 

The  Doouday  of  thy  prtde  ia  gone. 

And  'midst  thy  aoliluda  profimni. 

A  atrn  alinll  echo  like  unearthly  aowid  ! 


N<a  welooole,  with  ooarinal  rayat 

Sana  pilgrim  of  Um  night ; 
But  tlMra  shall  grass  luxuriant  apread. 
As  o'er  the  dwdlings  of  the  dead; 
Aad  the  deep  swdl  of  erery  btait, 
team  a  wild  dirga  ftr  years  of  giandeiir  pail. 

And  I— my  Joy  of  lift  is  fled. 

My  spint's  power,  my  bosom's  glow, 
TIm  rsTen  kxiks  that  gtaced  my  head, 
.  Wave  in  a  wreath  <rf'  snow ! 
And  whore  tb«  alar  of  youth  arae, 
I  deem'd  life's  lingering  ray  should  dosa. 
And  those  loved  treca  my  tomb  o'enhade. 
Beneath  whose  arching  bowers  my  childhooa 
^y'd. 

Tain  dream !  that  tomb  in  diituit  earth 

fibaD  rise  forsaken  and  forgot. 
And  tbott,  aweel  land,  that  gaT*st  me  bbtb, 

A  grare  must  yield  me  not ! 
Tat  hapty  he  for  whom  I  leate 
Tlqr  Aaras,  in  Ufb's  dark  winter-ere. 
When  «old  the  band,  and  closed  the  Uja, 
And  mule  the  loice  ha  lored  lo  pralae, 
O'er  lbs  hosh'd  harp  one  tau  may  ahed. 
And  one  &ul  garland  o'er  the  minstreTs  bed ! 


TO  THE  MODNTAW  WINDS. 


MooRTini  winds !  oh!  whitbet  do  ye  e«l]m«T 
Vainly,  vainly  would  my  steps  pursue  ! 

Chains  of  csra  to  lower  earth  enthral  me. 
Wherefore  thus  my  weary  spirit  wool 

Oh !  (he  strife  ofthls  divided  being ! 

b  lber«  peace  where  ya  are  borne  on  high  T 
Could  we  soar  to  your  prood  eyeries  floeiiv> 


IT  hearts  would  haunting 

Those  wild  nlaees  are  no(  as  a  dwalliuK 
Whence  Um  fbotateps  of  the  loved  am  pmm ! 

Never  ftooi  thoae  rocky  halb  eame  aweOmr 
Toioe  of  kindnes  in  &miliar  tone  ! 

Sorely  mudn  of  obUvloa  aweepeth 

In  the  pathway  of  your  wsnderingi  &■■  | 

And  the  torrent,  wildly  aa  it  leapeth, 
Knga  of  DO  kit  boeiie  amidat  ib  glee. 

D,o  z...,yGoog[e 


MiaCELLANflOOS  POEM& 


TlMiTe  tbe  nnhin^  ofthe.filcoa'i  pioioo, 
Ii  not  fiom  •dium  hidden  puis  to  fly ; 

AQ  IhinE*  breathe  of  power  widitMi  ' 
NotofheBTtitliitui 


Koantiia  wiudt !  ah!  ii'it,  U  it  only 
Where  mtn'e  tnco  hath  been  thut  eowepiDeT 

Bear  me  op,  to  grow  in  thooght  loai  looely, 
Eren  at  nature'*  deepeit,  looelieat  ihrine ! 

Wild,  and  niightf ,  and  myiteriooa  ainnra ! 

At  vhoae  ton  my  heart  within  me  banu ; 
Bear  me  where  Ihelaat  ted  aimlieam  lingen. 

Where  the  waten  liavB  tbolr  ncret  nrna ! 


nere  to  oommnDa  with  a  loftier  aplrit 
ITian  the  troDtdine  ahadowa  of  renet ; 

rhere  the  wing;t  of  freedom  to  inherit. 
Where  tha  mdnrinf  and  the  wing'd  a  •  i 

atle  be  jonr  &nii  ^ 
inleas  may  not  be". 
Hmh !  the  lieait  your  tnuopet  aooiida  are  calliDg, 
Dark];  itill  may  ^row — bnt  nsTer  free ! 


WELSH   MELODIEa 


DRDID  CHORDS  ON  THE  LAHDmO  OF 
THE  ROMANS 

Bt  tho  dreed  and  TiewlMa  powera, 

Whom  the  atoniu  and  aeai  obey. 
From  tbe  Dark  Isle'i*  myatic  bower*, 

Bomana !  o*n  the  deep  away ! 
Think  ye,  'tis  but  nature'*  gloam 

O'er  onr  shadowy  coait  which  brood*  T 
By  the  altar  and  the  tomb. 

Shun  Iheee  baunlod  eolilude*  ! 
Know  ye  Mona'a  awful  apella  T 

She  the  niting  orba  can  atay ! 
ffiu  the  mifhty  Rave  oampd* 

Bacit  to  peld  ib  fetter'd  prey ! 
Fear  ye  not  tbe  ligbtnlng'aUoke  1 

Mark  ye  not  the  fieiy  aky  t 
Renoe !— aroond  our  central  oak 

God*  are  gathering-Roman*,  fly  I 


THE  SE:A-S0N0  of  GAVRAN.t 


•  Twf  DmU.  «  ihi  Out  L 

■(lem. 

t  Oms  ra  >  Bill  Wi  CkleT,  wl 


"Ti*  no  night  ofhearth-firsa  glowinr, 
Ajid  ray  long*  and  wioe-cup*  flowuig  ■ 
But  of  wind*,  in  durknea*  bkiwin; 


O'er  nU  nnknown ! 


With  hiTpa  andlays; 
Now  the  mali-itrewn  halb  are  rinnnj 
Blepa  are  bounding,  bard*  ore  aingmg, 
— Ayl  the  Ikxit  to  all  ia  bringing 

Peace,  joy,  or  praise ! 

Safe  to  n*,  onr  niffht-wetcb  keeping, 

Blrarm-winda  to  braTS, 
While  the  very  ■os-luni  Bleeping, 

^nUnk  of  0*  when  hearths  an  beaming, 
liiink  of  na  wheti  mead  ii  atreaming, 
Te,  of  whom  our  aouli  are  dreaming, 
Od  the  dark  wave ! 


THE  HALL  OF  CTNDDTLAN. 


The  Hall  of  C^nddylan  i*  gloomir  tMijgbl,] 


The  Hall  of  C^ddylan  is  votoetess  and  atill, 
The  aoond  of  it*  harpings  hath  died  on  the  hUl  I 
Be  nient  Ibr  ever,  thou  deM^ate  ecene, 
Nor  h)t  e'en  an  echo  recall  what  hath  been ! 


The  Hall  of  Cynddylan  1*  knely  and  bare, 
No  banquet,  no  gueet,  not  a  Imriatcp  ia  there  ! 
Oh!  where  are  the  warrion  who  circled  ila  board  I 
-Tbe  graa*  will  loan  waTc  where  the  mead-cof 

"ne  hall  of  Cynddylan  i*  lorrieaa  to-nig^M, 
Since  He  i*  departed  whoae  smile  made  it  bright' 
I  moDin,  but  the  aigh  of  my  soul  ahaU  bvbHef^ 
Uta  pathway  ia  ahott  to  the  grave  of  my  ohief ! 


•n»  Hal  aT  CynUrlui  M  li  bm  hw  d 
O*  tb*  lap  oTiln  mek  <r  Rrchrri^ 
WMkHH  Urn  tenl.  IrilbiHt  aanpuv.) 


-amUMbtlMtfUnrtka 
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KR&HBHANS'  WtAIK 


TUB  LAMENT  OP  tXYWABCH  HEN. 


udshMoflbilUMOi: 
Ulnad  UK  laaof  hta  purii 


Urwink  Ik*  And,*' 


CtdUi  m.  Fitaeg  of  F<nm  wbia*  Ml  kapukMkallf  I 
tauHoTlibva*^  TIh«  •»  atil  olut,  ud  U*  t 
•M  M*  **d  lb*  loH  of  ha  BIO,  )•  msutiUa  in  lb  •tapUsJCr 
•Dd  iMiitr.-SM  CnOria  Biurtrlu,  tmd  Owm-i  am 

Tax  brielit  hoon  ratani,  ind  tba  bhw  iky 
Wilh  •xig',  uid  the  bill*  us  ill  muilled  with 

But  binr  thin  ancht  which  thanmuner  bbring-- 

inf, 
Hn  besot]'  ind  yoolh  g«Da  to  fee^  the  tomb! 
Oil !  whj  ahould  I  lira  to  bsu  miide  ntooading. 
Which  cumot  iwake  7^  taj  bnelj,  n<r  tmn  T 
Wbj  roile  the  wmita  flowm,  1117  sad  fboMipi 

nuTOoDiliiig  t 
— MT*aD>!  tbey  bat  ekdM  the  graen  turf  oTtow 

Alona  oo  the  rook*  of  the  itnuigtr  I  linfer, 
Mr  *pirH  all  wrapt  in  the  put,  u  n  drawn ! 
^'~iB  ear  hith  no  joy  in  th«  Toice  ofthe  linger,' 


Lkt  tba  jdlow  mMd  ihine  fer  tba  mmm  of  (I 

By  the  briEht  fMal  torohei  around  do  that  wav 
Set  open  the  g;atat  of  the  prioce**  wide  h*ll, 
'  liaoB  np  tba  doar*  rnddj  ipear  oa  t 


When  <rooth'i  (loriooi  flower  ii  pioe  down  to  tha 

Pdf  wwe  ya,  my  mw  :  and  all  kingly  your  bear- 

Ai  oa  to  the  field*  oTyonr  glor^  Te  trod ! 

Eaeh  [oiiica  of  my  race  the  bright  goUeo  chain 

Each  m  glandng  fin,  ehrondad  dow  by  the 

I  weep  wben  the  blaal  of  the  tnnnpet  i*  ■oonding, 
Whioh  nmaea  ye  not !  Ob,  my  loraly  1  my  bnra ! 
When  wanion  and  ehiefi  to  thair  pmod  rtaed* 

are  boimding, 
I  toni  from  Heaven'*  light,  br  it  Mullei  on  yoqr 


n  1 WH  ■  ?vMk  h  b*HM  lo  ■•  wv. 


W.uk(ik**.M.ik 


WMtMnninnu 


XtwHKfUnnnitn 


GRUFYDiyS  FEAST. 


OnifHi  lb  Un  (k  Ttwdwt.  taito*  lafaud  A*  ^U 


Tlere  i*  peaoa  oo  the  land  we  have  batllad  to 
•an, 

HwD  apread  ye  tb«  feaat,  Ud  the  wbw^cQp  loun 

That  tboae  may  rejoice  who  hare  fear'd  not  to  dia . 

Let  the  horn,  whoae  lood  blut  giro  the  dmtl  Git 

fight. 
With  the  bee's  aimny  neetei  now  ^arUa   ia 

ligbtJI 
Let  ths  rich  dfanght  it  eSen  with  g, 


Tat  the  strong  hearts,  fai  eombat  that  leap'd  at  it 

Uke  the  billow'*  dark  twall,  was  the  palli  ol 
their  ni^t. 
Red,  red  as  their  Uood,  GU  the  wine-cup  on  lugfa 
That  those  may  rejoice  who  haTO  fou'd  not  ft 


And  w*ka  ye  tha  childrM  «f  aong  Bvh  Aeit 
On   Maekr's  wild  hills,  and  I7  DyftA    Ui 


WhliA  shall  001 
to  be. 
Sheath  the  sword  which  lialb  giton  them  « 


le  waves  of  long  agof 


And  poor  the  bright  ■ 

high, 
lliat  those  may  rejoica  who  baTo  ftar'd  not  k 


gTUl»n< 
V  Midor.  p* 


■■gfD_l>ltku«FIaL  DrM. 
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macssjMUBom  roEMB. 


THE  CAMBRIAN  IN  AMERICA. 

Wnti  the  tut  flash  of  eve  ia  dyinp 
On  bouDdlra  iikta,  m&i  Uut  itiine ; 

Whan  wukU  ■nud>t  the  palnu  >n  ughing, 
And  tngranoi  bmtiiM  ftum  enrj  piiM  :■ 

When  tlmit  through  iifpnm  bonglH  ire  ^leuiiinp , 
And  Gie-Oua  wander  bright  uid  free. 


Alona  o'er  green  mtuuuj  roniut. 

When  nme  bnwd  streaio  in  aOence  llowi. 
Or  through  th'  eternal  (areata  moting. 

One  only  bonis  my  apirit  knowa ! 
Bwaet  land,  whence  meaiorj  ne'er  hath  parUd ! 

To  thee  on  sleep'a  light  wing  I  By ; 
Bat  happier,  eould  Ibe  weanr-bearted. 

Look  on  hia  own  blue  hilu,  and  die  1 


THE  MONARCinr  OF  BRITAIN. 


U  iVvtfcte,  lh«  fnoflarchr  of  Bi 


TALIE8IN  S  PROPHECTT. 


"ThaU  GoJ  Um  ibdl  m^p. 


A  TOioi  fton  time  departed,  yet  floala  thy  bilk 

among, 
O  Cambria  1  thna  thjr  prophet  bod,  th;  TVUedia 

IIm  palh  of  oobom  agea  ia  traced  upon  my  aonl. 
The  cloodi,  which  mantle  thinga  nnaean.  awar 

before  me  roll, 
A  light,  the  deptha  lerealing,  bath  o*er  my  B[»rit 

paM'd, 
A  ruahing  aomid  fVom  daya  lo  be,  awell*  fitfU  in 

tbeblaet. 
And  tella  me  th^C  for  erer  aball  lire  the  toltr 

tongue, 
To  which  the  harp  of  Mona'a  wood*  by  Fee* 


Green  ieUnd  of  Iha  mighty !  *  I  aee  thine  ai 


"nn*  fram  your  race  that  prond  hirth-ngbl  be 

Unqoench'd  i>  the  ■[uiil  for  monarchy  born. 
Darkly  though  clouda  may  iian^  o'er  ua  awhile. 
The  crown  ahall  not  paaa  from  the  Baantiful  Iile ! 

Am  may  roll,  ere  your  children  r^ain 
The  land  Ba  which  beroea  hare  peneh'd  in  vain. 
Yet  in  Ibe  aoond  oT  your  name  riiall  be  power, 
Anmnd  her  alill  galberlng,  till  glOT'l  fall  hour. 


1  make  the 


la  given  dmninion 


Driven  flum  Ib^  ftlfaer'a  realm,  t 

rocka  their  dwelling-place ! 
I  aee  flom  Ulbyr'it  kmgdom  Ibe  aoeptre  jm 

And  rasDja line ofbarda  and chieft, and prinool 

But  long  aa  Arron 
aovereign  Jbrma, 
wear  tbe  crown  to  wbieb  il 
o'or  tbe  atorma, 
mg,  tbdr  empire  aharing,  ahaD  U*e  the  Mlj 

To  whioh  tbe  harp  of  Hona'a  wooda  hf  Re*- 


PRINCE  MAINK78  FAREWELL. 

Wbt  linger*  my  gue  where  the  last  htMa  oTday, 
Od  the  hiUa  of  my  coontry  in  loielinea*  sleep  I 

Too  fair  is  the  right  fbr  a  wanderer,  whoae  way 
Ideaftr  o'erthemeaaoreleaa  worldaoribedeep! 

Fan,  abadowa  of  twilight!  and  veil  lbs  green 

lliBt  tbe  heart  of  Ibe  nlgb^maj  wtver  no  mece ! 


igtizedoyGOOglf 


Vfhj  riaa  «n  m;  tboi^trta,  ya  ftaa  nasi  of  the 
land, 
Wlwte  Um  buji'i  laltj  •ool  en  cMb  wDd  wiDd 

Ba  hiah'd,  ba  br|vtlRi  ■  ft>  ne'er  duD  the  haad 

Of  minitrd  wUt  melodj  greet  mj  retiuib 
—No!   noi-^et  foor  ecboea  etiU  Boa  <n 


a  >^«'f"ti>t  that  ■h""^,  whan  their  trill  it 


CASWAIXOira  TBIUBtPB. 


Ctme  the  Roomo^  «rerted  lefiooa, 

O'er  the  deep,  ramxl  Britain  mtJEng; 
The  ware  grew  it^^ling  aa  he  pua'd. 
With  light,  ttota  ipear  buI  balmet  cut. 
And  maaaiM  in  tnrj  mahing  bUit 

Bat  hia  eagle*!  rof  «l  pbion. 
Bowing  earth  beneath  ita  ^ipiy, 

Coold  not  riiadow  with  Nonunion 
Oar  wild  aeaa  and  moootaina  lioarj  1 

Back  from  Ibeir  dond;  realm  it  fliet^ 

To  float  in  light  through  aoller  akiei; 

Oh !  duinleaa  winds  m  Heaven,  aiiie  ! 
Bear  a  vuqniah'd  wmM  Ibe  atorf ! 

Lorda  of  earth !  to  Sooie  retnming. 
Tell,  how  Britain  oombat  wagea, 
H<Tw  CiiwuxoH'a  aiinl  ii  baming 
Wben  the  atono  of  balUe  n^ ! 
And  re  that  ■hrine  high  deeda  lo  loDg, 
Oh .  bol;  and  immortal  throng  I 
The  brightnev  of  hia  nanu  prolong, 
Aa  a  tmh  to  atream  through  agea  1 


HOWELL'S  aONG. 


on,  in;  Meed !  I  bear  Um  awed  ■ 
Of  Talle  Crada'  reaper4ttll, 
Sweet  floating  from  tlka  1^;  dell 
O'er  woodi  and  watera  rornxL 


From  Dam  firda'*  majeotia  brow, 

Looka  o'er  the  Gurj  world  below, 

And  liatens  to  tfao  aoimd ! 


The 

The  deep  wood*  ware  in  richer  green. 

The  wave  mon  gently  flowi ! 
Oh  !  Gur  aa  Oeean'a  cnrtiiw  Ibwn  1  f 
Lo !  with  the  balmj  hoar  I  come. 
The  booi  that  ttringa  the  wandeia-  booi^ 

The  wearj  to  repoae  ! 

le !  en  aaob  moontais'i  Jarfcming  ere 
The  glow  hath  died,  the  abadowa  mt. 
The  twilight^ar,  on  DcTa'a  breaat, 

Gleama  tremnloual;  brigfat ; 

Speed  Ibr  Hyfrowy'a  bower  on  high ! 

■^'Mh  BCDm  may  iroand  me  ftwn  her  m 

better  by  the  ran  to  die, 

Than  live  in  rayleaa  nighl! 


THE  MOUNTAIN-FIRES, 


Lnar  the  hilla!  till  Heann  ij  glowing 
Aa  with  aome  red  mcteor'i  nya ! 

Windi  of  night,  though  rudely  btonriag. 
Shall  but  &I1  the  beaMn-blin. 


■Ilonl't  (Mi  W  Jftfrn^ 
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UUCBLLANEOUS  POEAK 


Li|ht  the  hilb !  till  Biidci  an  itrauniiif , 
Ftom  •  Yr  Wyddb's  to^nigu  tUtp, 

To  the  warn  coand  Mon>  rtesniiDg, 
Wbere  tin  Homui  track'd  the  dMp! 

Bt  tbg  monDtiin  watch-Gn*  heighteD'd, 
Pile  Iham  to  the  Mormj  >ky  1 

TiD  encb  tornnt-wiTe  ii  brigUaa'd, 
Kindling  u  it  nnhes  bj. 

Ra»  each  rock,  the  miat'e  hirh  dwelling, 

Towera  in  reddaaiog  light  labliaie ; 

Ba^>  tba  flamea '.  aroaDd  them  telling 
Tales  or  Cambria'a  elder  lime. 

Hiu  our  alrea,  the  fearleaa-hearted, 

Man;  ■  1016100  ligit  kept, 
Wbao,  io  agea  king  departed, 

O'ei  the  noble  dead  thej  wept 
lb  the  windi  we  hear  their  roicaa, 
--"Sona!  though  ^oan  a  bfi^hlcr  lot. 
When  the  moontain-land  rejoicea. 

Be  her  might;  ODtbrgotl" 


ERYRI  WEN. 

I  bM  m  ■«nd  bf  lb*  « 


Tmnfts  wna  no  dream,  oh  1  MonajohJiill, 
With  heaTen'a  own  aiare  crawn'd  ! 

Who  calt'd  thee— what  thou  ihalt  be  atUl, 
White  SnowdoD  1 — hoi;  ground. 

n^y  Tabled  not,  th;  aona,  who  told 
Of  the  dread  power,  enahrin'd 

WiUlin  thy  cloady  mantle'i  fold, 
Aod  on  th;  ruihing  wind  1 

It  ahadow'd  o'er  Ih;  ailent  height. 

It  fiird  Ih;  chainleM  air. 
Deep  thoaghta  of  majest;  and  might. 

For  eier  breathing  there. 
Nor  hath  it  fled !  the  awful  apell 

Yet  hotda  imbmhen  away. 
Am  when  on  that  wild  rock  it  feQ, 

Where  Marddin  Eioryi  by  !t 


■¥rWiUlk.thaWaUii 


Pierce  then  the  beaveiM,  Ibon  hiO  of  Mreaj 
And  make  [be><oowa  Ih;  craat ! 

The  aaolight  of  immortal  dream* 
Araond  thee  still  ab4U  feet 

Eryrt !  temple  of  the  bard '. 
And  fbrtreas  of  the  free  ! 
'Midat  rochi  which  heroei  died  to  goud. 

Their  spirit  dwelli  with  the*  1 


CHAHT  OF  THE  BARDS  BEFORE  THEUt 
MASSACRE  BY  EDWARD  L^ 

Rime  ye  tb*  sword !  let  the  deathdtrake  be  gins. 
Oh  !  swift  ma;  it  fall  as  the  lightning  of  HeiTen  I 
So  aholl  ODi  ipirita  be  free  a*  oai  itrain*. 
The  cbildran  of  aong  ma;  not  languish  in  ehaina 


uitrr'*  brigh 
on  her  hrni 


Have  ;e  not  trampled  01 

Are  heroes  repoeing  in  death  01 

Red  with  her  blood  do  her  moantain.atr«ami  flow. 

And  think  ye  that  still  we  would  linger  below  ! 

Rest,  ;e  brare  deed  '.  'midit  the  biUaof  ;oiU'*ire*, 
Oh!  who  would  not  alnmber  «  bco  bsedom  eipiieef 
Lonely  and  niiceless  jotir  iwlls  moat  remain, 
-Tbe  children  of  song  ma;  not  biesthe  in  the 


THE  GREEN  ISLES  OF  OCEANJ 
Wami  are  tlie;,  Ihoee  green  birj  islands,  nf 

In  sunlight  and  boaaty,  o 
hat  spirit,  the  thiaga  whi 


What  spirit,  the  thiaga  which  ai 


ToL  L  I..  US. 

||Tba''OfHalilud(af  Qaa*ii."o>  "  Onaa  Bmh  of  tte 
Dwh."  eolM  ia  Ibt  Trltdt  "flmnldMws  U>a*.->  (n- 


igtizedoy  Google 


The  mifhtj  Iwra  teugbt  I 

Btd  the  Und  bath  bnn  aul  Icr  ii«r  tnnion  u 
nm. 
For  Um  raida  to  thoM  raelmi  of  the  blenad,  i 
death. 


To  the  iriDda  of  the  o 


e  field*  ef  their  ootuuvr  lliCT  fbnod  not  i 


r  repoae  when  the  Stmnw-braew 

From  the  flowen  of  eatb  vile,  immortalitj* 

breath; 
B«t  Ihsir  itepa  iliall  be  u'w  on  the  hiJle  at  tbtir 

fiiUi  - 
For  the 


the  gvide  U 
OauSL 


THE  HIRLAS  HOHH 


Fhj,  high  the  bhie  Hrlat,'  tb 
When  nmbeami  ars  bright  a 


t  iLiiiu  lilie  tlie 
theipti;  oTlba 


And  bear  thoo  the  rich  foaming  mead  to  Ibe  braTC, 

The  draginu  of  batUi,  the  loni  of  the  free  t 
To  thoee  from  irboae  ipean,  in  (he  shock  of  tbe 
fight, 
A  beam,  lilie  heaTeo'e  lightniog,!  fluh'd  ore 
the  fiflld ; 
To  llwee  wlio  oame  nuhlng  ■■  domu  in  tliei 
might. 
Who  beve  ihirer'd  the  helmet,  and  cloren  the 


Fill  high  the  btoe  htrlaa!  O  cop-bearer,  fill 
For  the  lords  of  the  field,  in  their  feetiTal'i  hour. 

And  let  the  mead  foam,  like  thoalream  of  tbe  bill, 
That  burali  o'er  llie  lock  in  ibe  pride  of  iti 

Pniae,  praiae  (o  Ibe  migh^,  fill  high  the  smooth 

Of  boQoar  and  mlrlh,^  Ibr  the  conSiel  is  o'er ; 

And  roand  let  the  golden-tipp'd  hirlas  be  boTDe, 

To  the  lion^delendera  of  tiwjnedd's  fair  shore. 


»  bgllh  gf  Bum, 


the  daji 

iBt  repose. 

the  dnd! 


FIU  highs  the  hirlas  I  fargettn^  net  tl 

Who  shared  Mm  bright  draught  in 
which  are  fled ! 
Tlioiigh  cold  oo  tbeir  nMODtaiB  the  Tall 

Their  lot  ahaU  be  lovehr— feoown  to 
While  harp*  in  the  baD  01*^1110  feast  shall 

While  ngal  £^  with  snow  shall  be 
So  long  by  the  buds  ahaU  theiT  battles 

And  the  beait  of  the  hero  shall  bi 


The  fi«e  winds  of  Haeloil  shall  swell  with  their 
And  Owain'a  thA  hirlas  be  BlTd  to  their  &me. 


THE  FAIR  lSLE.t 


SoM  of  the  Fair  Iile !  f<»«t  not  the  time, 

Ere  spoilers  had  breathed  llw  free  air  eif  joor 

AU  that  iu  eagles  beboM  in  their  flight 

Was  Toars,  frMD  the  deep  to  each  slorm-mantM 

"ntotigh  tcm  joaz  race  that  px>ad  iMrthrigbt  ba 

Unqoencli'd  is  the  spirit  for  monarch;  hoin. 


Agea  maj  rail  or*  Jouz  children  regain 
The  land  for  which  heroca  have  periah'd  in  nia 
Yet,  in  the  eound  of  jour  names  ebill  be  power 
Aroiind  her  atill  gathering  in  glorj 'a  full  hour. 
Strong  in  the  fanie  of  the  mighty  that  sleep. 
Your  Britain  shall  ait  on  Uio  throne  of  the  de«f 


SONG. 
POOMDBD  OH  AN  ABABIAN  ANBCDOTa. 

AwAT !  though  atill  tit;  iword  ii  red 

With  life-blood  from  m;  aire. 
No  drop  of  thine  ma;  now  be  afaol 

To  quench  my  boiom's  fire ; 
Though  on  my  heart  t  would  fall  more  blot, 
Than  dews  upon  the  dCKrt'a  breasL 

1  HmihH.  put  oTOa  ohmIh  aTDHtilak  and  FliK  aoMl 


rz.c:,y  Google 


MIBCXLLANBOUS  POEMS. 


I'wiM^t  thea  'midrf  the  mn  of  m 

Tbntagh  the  wide  oitj'*  laiMi ; 
I  'n  tauglil  thee  bj  Um  Ucki'i  den, 


No  (boHght  Buy  dmm, » 

WPut  Ihere  udwniq  h&th  patia : 
Tbi*  wM>«r*d  oheak,  Ihu  fiwled  m. 
An  mk  of  tfaao— behidd ',  ind  nj  '. 

Hath  not  my  oap  (br  Ui»a  been  potu'd, 
BMiMth  tbo  DBlnt'^rea'i  ibade  t 

Batb  not  wft  ueep  th;  frune  rectored, 
Wilhio  my  dwelling  told  ^ 

Wlwt  thoog^  unknown — jet  who  shall  IMI 
lot  UiB  Anb'f  gueat! 


Bute  tb«e !  nd  Imto  mj  thnabuld-Boor, 

Inviolits  tni  parol 
Lei  not  thy  prennca  tempt  mo  inoro, 

—Hut  Rwy  not  thai  endnre ! 
Away  !  I  beat  a  htter'd  arm, 
A  bMit  that  btxraa — bat  niuil  not 'faann  I 

BuRoe !  ontitrip  Ibe  swift  gazdiB  I 

The  wind  in  apMd  lobdae ! 
Fear  cannot  fly  ao  awift,  ao  well, 

A>  TODgBuioe  ehall  pnrmn ; 
And  hale,  like  lore,  in  puling  pain, 
Smilea  o'ar  cut  bop«— wo  meet  again ! 


id  th'  aTen^er'a  band, 


Ta.momw— -and 

IIm  warrior'a 

Etnm  DOW,  no  ■pot  in  all  thr  land, 

Sit*  Hit,  had  ahelleT'd  thee. 
Let  Uood  the  mimarch'p  hall  prolana, — 
The  Arab'a  tent  DiDat  bear  no  atain  I 


And  Bternir,  till  Ih*  atepa  be  pMt, 

Ita  whlrlwinda  ideep  to-d>y! 
J  would  not  that  thy  doom  eboold  be 
Aaiign'd  by  Hoaien  to  aught  but  me. 


ALP.HOBN  SONG. 
nUNOLATBD  FROM  THE  OEBMAN  Of  TIECK. 

What  doat  tboa  bom,  bran  Swlia  T 
Fcvfett'al  ibon  tbna  thy  native  dime^ 
The  k>Tely  land  of  thy  bright  ipring-tima  J 
The  land  at  thy  bume.  wiQi  ila  ftae  delighia, 
And  ftsab  groen  nlleyi  and  tnonntDin-beigbli  J 

Can  the  etrangei'*  yieM  tbeo  bliae  T 

What  welcome  cheers  Ibee  now  1 
IMr'st  than  lift  thine  eye  to  gaie  arodnd ! 
Where  are  the  peaka,  with  (hair  anow.wnalhi 


Where  ii  tba  ao^,  on  the  wild  wlnda  borne. 
Or  the  ringing  peal  of  the  joyoua  bom, 
Or  the  peaaant'i  fearleiN  biow  1 

But  thy  apirit  is  far  away  ! 
Where  a  greeting  waits  thee  in  kindred  eyas. 
Where  tlu  wbHe  AIpe  look  tbrougb  the  ■una} 

With  the  law  aaniMBbuu,  and  paaturee  Aea, 

And  the  sparkling  bine  of  the  glacier-sea. 

And  the  aommita,  clothed  with  day  ! 

Back,  ncAle  child  of  Tell! 
Back  to  tbo  wild  and  the  silent  ghn, 
And  the  frngal  board  of  peimnt-men ! 
Doat  tboa  aeek  the  IHend,  the  loved  oim^  hero  I— 
Away !  not  a  true  Swias  heart  is  near. 

Against  thine  own  to  swell ! 


HAUNTED  GROUND. 


Tis,  it  i*  hatinted,  thii  qniet  scene. 
Fair  as  it  looks,  and  all  softly  KTeen ; 
Yet  feu  thoa  not — br  the  speS  ia  thrown, 
And  the  might  of  the  shadow,  on  me  skoe. 

Are  thy  thoughts  wandering  to  eWea  and  lay*, 
And  iinriti  that  dwell  where  the  water  playat 
Oh !  in  the  heart  there  ore  stronger  powera, 
That  away,  Ihoorh  Tiewless,  this  wotM  of  oat ! 


Have  I  not.  under  these  whispetint  leaTea, 
WoTcn  ndi  dreams  as  the  yoong  beejl  weaves  I 
Shadows— yet  unto  which  hfe  aeera'd  bound; 
it  not  hauDled  ground  T 

Most  I  not  bear  what  Ikan  heaiwA  not, 
Troubling  tbo  air  of  the  sunny  spot  ^ 
la  there  not  Bomething  to  rouse  but  me, 
Totd  by  the  nulling  of  OTory  treat 

Bong  hath  been  here— with  its  flsw  of  thonghi. 
Lov»— with  Ila  poasionale  TJiiDnB  fraoght; 
Death— breathing  atillDeas  and  ladneae  roonit— 
And  la  it  not — is  it  not  haunted  groood  t 

e  there  no  phanloma,  but  snch  as  oome 

'   night   ftna  the   dailnaaa  that  wraps  Da 


•eent,  or  ■  whispering  bn 
n  up  mightier  fti  than  tl 


■I.C, Google 


MsaHEUANS'  wcstrai 


Bat  1  ma;  Dot  Vmga  unidd  tbain  b«ra ! 
Lorelj  d»;  ire,  ud  jet  thing;*  U>  ftar ; 
Punng  iDiJ  IwTiDf  k  veight  behind. 
And  a  thrill  on  the  chorda  of  the  itricken  mind. 

Away,  Bwa^  '. — that  nj  aoul  ma;  aoar 
Aa  a  frsa  bird  of  bJus  akiea~oaca  morel 
HeiB  from  ilj  wing-  iAnay  Dersr  caat 
Tbe  ohain  bf  tboae  apirita  broogbt  back  fiom  the 
paat. 

Doabt  it  uot — amile  not — bat  go  thou,  loo. 
Lank  on  the  BCBoei  where  thj  childhood  graw— 
'  Where  then  haat  priy'd  at  thy  mother'a  knee. 
Where  thou  hut  raved  with  Itty  brethren  lieei 

Go  tbou,  when  life  onto  thee  ia  change*], 
Friend*  thou  haat  loTed  ii  thy  loul,  eatrRnged  ; 
When  from  the  idol*  Ihy  beait  hath  made, 
ThoD  haat  aeen  tbe  colour*  of  glory  fade ; 


THE  CHILD  OF  THE  FORESTS. 


b  not  thy  heart  fur  off  ainidit  the  wood*. 
Where  the  red  Indian  lay*  hi*  lalher'*  dnit. 

And,  b?  the  rusbing  of  the  torrent  flood* 
To  the  Great  Spirit,  bow*  in  ailsnt  tiiulT 


They  are  gtam  forth,  the  deaerC*  warrior.raeo. 
By  alormy  lake*  to  track  the  elk  and  roe  ; 

But  where  art  thou,  the  awill  one  in  the  chaaa. 
With  th^  free  foaUlep  and  un&iling;  bow  T 


"nim  teat  beude  their  atreams — theapwlii  won — 
'ni^  hang  their  apeara  upon  tbe  cypres*  bough  [ 

Tbe  nifht-Giei  blaia,  the  hunier'*  work  i*  done — 
The^  bear  the  tain  of  old — but  where  art  thou ' 

Tbe  Dight-firo*  blan  beneath  the  giant  pine. 

And  ibora  a  place  ia  fill'd  that  once  waa  thine. 

For  thou  alt  mingling  with  the  city'a  throng, 
And  thou  baat  thrown  thine  Indian  bow  aside 

CbiM  of  the  foreata !  thon  art  borne  aloog. 
E'en  a*  ouraalvea,  by  life'*  lempeatuon*  tide. 

Bat  will  this  be  f  and  canat  thou  JUrafiodreat? 

Tbon  had*t  thy  nurture  on  the  desert'*  breaaL 

Oonea  nnl  the  eoimd  of  lorrenta  to  thine  ear. 
From  the  BarannahJaiH],  the  land  of  (treame  1 

flear'at  tlion  not  murmura  which  none  elaa  may 
bear* 
la  Dot  tbe  breafa  abidow  on  thy  dreama  t 


Hear  them  not!  bear  them  Dot!  —  tbon  canat 

In  the  br  wilderMo*  what  onee  wae  thine! 
Hmni  haat  qnaff'd  knowledge  Irom  the  fbtmt*  of 


Seek  not  the  daaarta  ud  tbe  woods  ej 


STANZAS  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  •  •  • . 

In  the  full  tide  of  melody  and  mirth — '■ 
While  joy'a  bright  apirit  beanu  from  erary  ey*^ 

Forget  not  him,  whoae  aoul,  though  fled  Irom  eatrtt^ 
Seema  yet  to  apeak  in  atrain*  that  oannot  die. 

Forget  him  not,  for  many  a  festal  hour, 

Cbarm'dbyihoaeitnun*,  lor  a*  baa  lightly  flowD, 
And  memory'*  Tiaion*,  mingling  with  their  pmret, 

Heat  be  tbe  harmoniat,  whose  walUciHiWn  lays 
ReriTe  life'*  morning  dream*  when  youth  is  tM, 

And,  fraught  with  imagea  of  other  daya. 
Recall  the  loved,  the  absent,  and  the  dead. 

Hie  the  dear  art  whose  apell*  awhile  renew 

Hope'a  fint  illnsiona  in  their  lendereot  bloatT>— 

Ob!  what  were  life, witbontauch  moroenlathrew 
Bright   gleama,   "  like   aDgel-viaila,*'  o'er  id 


Bright   git 


THE  CONTADINA. 

WRtTTBIf  POK  A  PIOTDBB. 

for  the 

And  not  for  the  rich  blue  hniTen  that  ahowei* 
thy  apiiit,  like  light  on  the  flowera; 
t  for  the  Bcont  of  the  atron  trees — 

Fair  peaaant '.  1  call  thee  not  bleat  for  liete. 

Not  for  the  beauty  spread  over  thy  brow. 
Though  round  thee  a  gleam,  aa  of  spring,  it  throw; 
And  not  for  the  lustre  that  laugha  from  thine  eyl^ 
Like  a  dark  alream'a  Saab  to  ibe  aunnv  aky. 
Though  the  aouth  in  its  ricbee  nought  loveliet 

Fair  peaaant !  I  call  thee  not  bleat  lor  liasft 

But  for  those  breathing  and  loving  things — 
For  the  boy's  Ibnd  arm  that  around  thee  cling*. 
For  the  gmiling  cheek  oo  thy  l*p  that  glow*. 
In  the  peace  of  a  Irueting  child*a  repo*e — 
For  tbe  bearta  whose  home  i*  thy  gentia  lM«aat, 
Oh!  richly  I  oall  thee, and  deeplr  bleat  1 
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H18CELLANB0US  FOEHS. 


Wminca  >K  thou,  flower  T  from  boly  fioand, 

Wtwre  tresdoiii'i  foot  bath  been ! 
Yet  Ingle-blut  or  liumpet  eoand 


Flowet  or  a  nobis  GcM  !  thy  birth 
Wu  aot  wbara  ipein  hsTe  oraa'd. 

And  ihmT'd  belnu  hits  itrewn  tbe  eutb, 
'Hidit  buman  woo  and  iatL 

Bat  when  the  miniij  hne*  and  ibowtn 

Unto  Ihj  cup  were  firen. 
There  met  high  hearU  at  midnitbt  boora, 

Pore  handa  were  raiaed  lo  heaven. 


And  f  owe  were  pledged  that  co 


The  abaft  of  WiUiam  TeU. 

And  ptajer,  the  fiiEl  deep  flow  of  pnTer, 

Hallow'd  the  putoral  lod, 
And  aoali  grew  alrong  for  battle  there, 

Nemd  wilb  tlie  peace  of  God. 


■nea  wekome  GrutU'a  &ee-bom  flower  I 

Eren  in  th;  pale  decaf 
Tlmt  dweUt  a  breallH  a  tooa,  ■  power, 

WUeh  all  high  Ibooghla  obe;. 


THE  STAR  OF  THE  MINE. 

FaoH  the  deep  ohamben  of  a  mine. 

With  bearj  gloom  o'enpraad, 
I  Mw  a  atar  at  nocntide  ibine, 

Serenely  o'er  m;  bead. 

I  bad  not  aeen  it  'midat  the  glow 

Of  the  rioh  opper  da;  ; 
But  In  tbat  ahadowy  world  below, 

How  mj  heart  bkaa'd  iia  raj ! 

And  atill,  the  lartber  from  mj  atght 

Torebaa  and  lampa  were  borne. 
The  pnrer,  lovelier,  aeam'd  the  lifbt 

liat  wore  ik  beama  onabMll. 

Ob :  what  ia  like  that  heaTenlj  apark  T 
—A  iriend'a  kind  ilaBdhatejei 

Where,  brigblaat  wbea  the  world  grow*  dufc, 
Hope,  clwar,  and  oomGirt  lie ! 


Ham  thoa  art,  the  child  of  one 
Who  in  each  lowlf  flower. 

Each  leaf  that  glance!  to  (he  aiin, 
Or  tramblea  with  the  afaower; 

In  each  aofl  shadow  of  the  ak;. 
Or  aparkle  of  the  atreain, 

Wilt  fnide  thj  kindling  apirit'a  eja 
To  Iraoe  the  Lore  Supreme. 

Bo  ataall  deep  quiet  fltl  thj  breait, 
A  joj  in  wood  and  wild ; —    . 

And  e'en  for  thia  1  call  thee  bleat, 
The  gentle  poet'i  child  1 


TO  AN  ORPHAN. 

Tnoa  haat  been  roar'd  too  tenderly, 

Beknod  too  well  and  bing, 
Walch'd  by  too  many  a  gentle  eye^ 

"  «  look  on  lifi]--be  atroof ! 

Too  qaiet  aeein'd  thy  joya  to  change. 

Too  holy  and  too  doep ; 
Bright  cloads,  through  aummor  akiaa  thi 

£ein  olUtioiea  thua  to  aleep : — 

To  aloep  in  ailiery  alilbeaa  boand, 
Aa  tbinga  that  ne'er  may  melt ; 

Tet  gaae  again — no  trace  u  found 
To  ahow  thee  wlHre  they  dwelL 

Tbia  world  bath  no  more  lore  lo  give 
Like  that  which  thou  haat  known ; 

¥et  the  heart  breaka  not— we  anrriTe 
Our  treaanrea    and  bear  on. 

Bat  ob !  loo  beantiflil  and  bleat 
Thy  home  of  youlh  hath  been! 

Where  ahall  thy  wing,  poor  bird.  And  re 
Shot  out  from  that  aweet  acene  J 

Kind  Toicea  Awn  departed  yeara 
Mnat  haunt  thee  many  a  day ; 

Looka  that  will  amite  the  aooroe  of  lean 
Acroaa  thy  aoul  muat  play. 


Alone !  it  ia  in  that  deep  word 
That  all  thy  aonow  liea; 
How  ii  the  heart  lo  eourago  atirr'd 
B*  amilae  fnMn  kindrad  t^m ' 
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And  an  these  lost  ? — and  htTe  I  wld 
TaBD|hl  like  tkn — be  itniDgt 

So  bid  Um  willoir  lid  tb  b«id 
And  brmre  Ibe  lempert'i  wrong ! 

Thoa  Teed !  o'er  which  the  itortD  hllfa  p 
Tbon  ibakaii  with  tbe  wind  ! 

On  oae,  nx  ft-iend  U17  weoknete  «wt — 
Then  ii  bot  One  la  bind ! 


FYMN  BY  TRE  SICKBED  OF  A  MQTHiX. 


Didit,  with  ■  breath  of  heanmlr  eid, 


W 


0  !  h;  the  an^teh  of  thai  night, 

Send  OB  down  bloi'd  relief; 
Orto tbe  chMlan'd,  lei tlij  mifhl 
Hallow  thu  eTMfl 


Bf  that  meek  iplr'tt.  Thou  of  ill 

That  e'er  havo  laoum'd  the  cliiiif— 
Thou  8t*ioui :  if  the  stroke  tntirl  foil, 
Hallow  thia  gtiaf ! 


TO  A  REMEMBERED  PICTUEE.* 


Hie  aoul  of  music  that  within  ihem  lies, 

Come*  o'er  my  aoul  in  son  and  auilden  gleams 
Lile— spiril-life — immortal  and  diTioe — 
Is  Ibeie— and  jet  how  dark  a  death  was  tfaise  I 

Could  H — ohicoaUUbe — meek  child  of  song ! 

The  mighl  of  gentleness  on  that  fair  brow — 
Was  lh«  Mtcatial  gift  no  ahietd  from  wrong  1 

Bote  it  DO  taliinian  to  ward  the  bknr  T 
Ask  ifa  flower,  upon  the  billows  cast, 
Higbt  brave  their  atiiie — a  flulojiote  baib  the 


Are  there  not  deep  aad  oracles  to  read 
In  the  clear  stillness  of  that  radiant  bee  I 

Tee,  eren  like  thee  mmt  Filled  spirits  bleed. 
Thrown  on  a  world,  &r  beevenlj  things  no 

*Tfcai-f  Binis  ii  llnlmiiilmnas 


And  seeking  erer  some  iroe,  geoUe  breast, 
Wbereon  their  trembling  pin  mage  might  repeat^ 
nd  their  fine  song-notes,  frooi  that  happj  neM, 
Gnah  as  a  fimnt  that  forth  Antn  anuliEht  flows ; 

Vain  dream  I  the  lore  whose  predoos  babis  might 

Still,  still  denied— thej  alniggts  to  the  gnt*- 

Bf  btait  shall  Dot  aink!— aDotbar  daem, 
mm  I  hath  set  its  pMniae  in  thine  eyei 
A  light  Ibere  is,  too  qncraeUees  far  the  lom^ 

^gU  eameel  of  a  nobler  destiny ; 
Tdling  of  aaawers,  in  some  fiir^ffspber^ 
To  Ibe  deep  souls  Uiat  Gwl  no  echo  bera. 


MEMORY  OF  LORD  CSAKLES  MDRSAT 

SON  or  THE  DUKE  OP  ATBOL, 
WHO  MBS  iM  tan  ototm,  tun  i.aaBn^  Br  la 

-■Tin  aimat  Umek  f 


Tnon  shooU'st  ban  slept  beneath  tba  statalj 
pinee. 
And  with  the  anoeslnl  trophies  of  Ih  j  mm  ; 
Thoa  that  bast  fboBd,  where   alien  toMha  and 

Speak  of  the  pest,  a  lonely  dwaUing.4ihe« ! 
Far  from  th;    brethren   iuth  thy  awtli  been 

Thou  bright  yoong  stranger  'midst  the  migh^ 


et  to  thy  nanie  a  nobis  rile  wa*  gina. 
Banner  and  dirge  met  proudly  o'er  thy  grave, 
Under  that  old  and  gloriaai  Grecian  heaven. 
Which  nnla  death  so  oA  bath  lit  the  brave  t 


Vain  1 


10  mspuing  air. 
a  of  fame !  sad  sound  for  Iba 


For  her,  the  mother,  in  whose  bosom  lone 
Thy  chiUbood  dwells — whoae  ihoi^iili  a  noold 
keep, 

f  smiles  departed  snd  awe«t  icoents  gone; 
Of  all  thine  early  grace  and  gentle  wortb— 
A  vernal  promise,  faded  now  from  earth! 

But  a  bright  memory  cbims  a  proud  regret— 
A  lofly  sorrow  finds  its  own  deep  spnnga 

or  healing  balm  ;  and  abe  hath  tieesnies  yot. 
Whose  soul  can  number  with  love'a  holy  things, 
name  lika  thiae  t    Now,  past  all  okxid  or  spot, 
A  gam  is  hets,  laid  op  when  r'lanfe  is  not. 
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THE  ANTIQUE  SEPULCHRE.* 

O  rm  jofoni  band 
or  terellen  unidtt  tbe  Boatliern  tIdsi  ! 
On  tbe  p«b  muble,  bj  •ocM  gifted  hmd, 

Pu'd  in  undjiDg  lli^ ! 

Tlion,  irilli  the  (culptured  bowl, 
And  than,  thai  wrarait  the  immortat  vreith. 
And  Ihoo,  from  whoae  joong  Up  and  Bate,  tl 


And  y%  luxnriuit  flowen '. 
Linking  the  dmcen  with  yoar  graceful  tiei. 
And  otiuter'd  fniit(iK6>  bora  of  junnjr  boun, 

Under  Ibfiui  ikieti 

Te,  t]»t  a  IhouaDd  tpringi, 
And  leaf;  inmnien  with  their  odorona  breath, 
Hajyetoutlait, — what  do  je  there,  bright  Iblngi 

Mantliif  the  place  of  death  f 

Of  nmli(ht  and  toft  lir, 
And  Dcului  neds,  and  mjrtles  ever  gnettt 
Unto  the  heart  a  glowing  thouj-ht  ye  bear ; — 

Why  tbna,  where  doat  hath  beeoT 

la  H  to  abow  how  elighl 
Tbe  bound  that  wren  IbatiTala  and  tombs, 
Unno  and  ailence,  roaei  and  the  blight, 

Ctowna  and  aepulchral  gloraii  7 

Or  when  the  bUwr  laid 
Haply  hi*  child's  pale  aihei  here  to  sleep, 
When  the  Oiend  tiaitod  the  ejpreaa  ahadc, 

Flowen  o'er  the  dead  to  heap ; 


Bay  if  tl 

in  then  rich  inufea  of  lumnier  mirth, 
These  wine-eapa   and  gay  wreaths,  to  lose 
thought 

Of  ODT  last  hour  on  ourtb  1 

Ye  bate  no  Ttuoe,  no  sooDd. 
Ye  flotea  and  lyres,  te  tell  me  what  I  seek ; 
SUent  ye  are,  light  fiirms  with  vine-leafea  eroi 

Yet  to  uy  sonl  ye  apeak. 


Bnt  we,  when  life  grows  dim. 
When  its  last  nujodie*  float  o'er  out  way, 
Ita  changetiil  hQ«s  befeie  us  ftintly  swim. 

Its  flitting  lights  decay ; — 

ETan  though  ns  bid  &rewell 

Unto  the  spring's  blue  slues  and  budding  trees. 

Yet  may  we  lift  oar  bearta,  in  hope  to  dwell 

'Midst  biigblet  things  than  these. 

And  think  of  deathless  flowers. 
And  af  tffigfat  streams  to  glorious  valleys  giren, 
And  know  the  while,  how  little  dream  of  oar* 

Can  shadow  Girlh  of  Hearen. 


RE  WAUPD  WITH  GORt 

(OaiHff  T.  MJ 

He  walk'd  with  God,  in  holy  joy. 

While  yet  his  da^a  were  f^w  i 
Tbe  deep  glad  ipint  of  the  hi>f 

To  Ion  and  rerennoe  grew. 
Whethec,  each  nightly  dar  to  oonnt 

Tbe  anijenl  hillB  be  trade. 
Or  eonght  tbe  flowera  by  atrevm  and  fonn^-- 

Alike  he  walk'd  with  God. 

The  graver  noon  of  manhood  came, 

The  fiiU  of  earei  and  feare ; 
One  voice  was  in  his  hearl-^the  same 

It  heard  through  childhood's  years. 
Amidst  lair  tents,  and  flacks,  and  awaint, 

O'er  his  green  piuture.sod, 
A  ahepbera  king  on  eastern  plains — 

The  patriarch  walk'd  willi  God. 


No  elond  it.  knew,  no  parting  strife. 

No  eorrowfiil  decay ; 
He  bow'd  him  not,  like  aH  beside. 

Unto  the  spoiler's  rod, 
Bat  join'd  at  once  the  glarified, 

Where  aBe«ls  walk  with  God ! 


So  let  tM  walk  I — the  night  must 

Tons  that  cornea  to  all; 

We  through  the  darkneaa  mm 

Hearing  the  trumpet's  calL 

Closed  is  tbe  path  for  evenmire. 

Which  withont  death  he  trod ; 

way,  wherein  of  yore 

Lepa  walk'd  with  Uod! 


MRS.  HEHANS-  WORKS. 


THE  ROD  OF  AARON. 

W*i  it  ths  ligh  of  tba  BDlbtm  gih 
Tlut  Buih'd  tba  BlinoiKl  boujfh  ? 

Biirlilest  vd  fint  th*  jouiig  Spring  to  hul, 
&ill  it*  red  btonoiDi  glow. 


"nut  noiile  M  hMwn  ct 

No !  flwQ  the  breen  uid  the  liTing  li^ht 

Shot  wu  the  uplera  rod ; 
But  it  lelt  in  the  itillnen  ■  secret  might. 

And  tbriU'd  to  the  bieulh  of  God. 

E'en  *o  mi;  thit  breith,  like  the  Teioil  ur, 

O'er  oar  el>d  ipiriU  move ; 
And  til  mcb  tbiagt  u  an  trood  ind  &ir, 


IMPROMPTD  LINES, 


Yc  tell  me  not  of  birdi  and  bee*, 
Nut  of  the  Sommer'i  marniaring  trees, 
Not  of  the  ilreame  tod  woodluKi  bowers  >< 
A  sweeter  tale  is  jours,  fsir  fiowers ! 

GUd  tidinn  to  mj  conch  ye  bring, 

or  one  still  briebt,  still  Qowinc  apting — 

A  fount  of  kindness  erer  new, 

In  •  friend's  heart,  the  good  and  tna. 


TO  THE  NEW-BORN." 
a  thj  bead,  Ihon  child  of  manj  hopes 


o  lift,  with  a  full  and 


■mile*  and  (ears, 
Thj  fitber  greets  thee  n 

chasten  d  beirt. 
For  a  BolemD  M  from  God  ll 

cions  as  thoa  art ! 


1  see  Ihee  not  ulcep,  &it  boj,  npon  thy  mother' 
Tel  well  I  know  how  gnuded  dwn  sball  be  tbj 

And  how  her  eont  with  Iots,  and  pnjer,  and 

glsdneM,  will  o'erflow. 
While  bending  o'er  thy  salLseaTd  ejea,  tbou  dear 

one,  well  I  know ! 

*tl  [ii|iH»ilweliMrffc*nM^I»»aw. 


A  blessing  on  Ihj  gontla  head !  and  UeMi'd  Ifaoa 

art  in  truth. 
For  a  home  where  Qod  Is  felt,  awiib  thj  chOd. 

hood  and  Ibj  jealh  : 
Around  thee  pure  and  holj  thoughts  sball  d«*ll 

as  light  sad  air, 

steeTniilii  thine  hettt,*Dd  waketbe  genna 

now  folded  there. 

Smile  on  Ihjr  notbet !  wbil«  she  fhett  the!  unto 

bar  is  given. 
In  that  jonng  daj-^ning  glanoe  the  pledga  «f 

a  soul  to  rear  tor  heaTan  1 
Smile  I  and  aweet  peace  be  o'er  thj  akep,  joj 

o'er  Ibj  wakening  shed ! 
Blessings  and  blessing  erermorc^  &ir  bc^ !  npcD 

Ihjhead! 


EPITAPH. 

FAaiwELL,  beloved  and  mooni'd !  we  miM  airiuk 

Hie  lender  gentlenese  of  voice  and  imiki. 

And  that  blesa'd  gift  of  Heaven,  to  cheer  ns  lent— 

That  IhriDinjf  touch,  divinely  elnqneot, 

Which  bresthed  the  soul  of  prayer,  drnp,  fervMrt, 

high. 
Through  thj  rich  strains  of  sacred  hannooj ; 
Yet  ftom  those  very  memorie*  tliere  is  bom 
A  saft  light,  pointing  to  oelestisl  mom. 
"*- '  bid  it  guide  us  where  Iky  feotstepe  trode, 

leet  Btlut  "tbepaninbeart"  withGodl 


TO  GIULIO  REGONDI, 

TBE  BOT  OUITAKIffT. 

BLBsnn  and  love  be  ronnd  tbee  still,  Ikir  boy ! 
Narer  may  soKring  wake  a  deeper  tone, 

Than  fODina  now,  in  its  flnt  ftarteae  joy. 
Call*  forth  eiulling  liom  the  chords  which  vwn 
hj  fairj  touch !  Ob !  ma j'st  tbon  ns'er  be  Isosbl 

The  power  wbosafbuntain  is  in  troablad  Ibol^^! 

F<»  b  the  light  of  time  confiding  ejei^ 
And  on  the  ingenuous  calm  of  (hat  clear  brow, 
dower,  more  preoian*  e'en  than  genius  lies, 
A  pure  mind's  worth,  a  warm  bssifs  vwnuJ 


O  YE  HOURS. 


Floating  lightly  b^. 

Are  ye  come  with  birds  am 

Odours  and  Um  sky  T 
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**  TM|  wb  coma,  a^ain  wa  coma, 
Thrmgh  Uw  wood-patbi  fiw; 

BrinffinK  muf  ■  i 
With  Ihe  bird  u 


-     ,     .  _      igaoofl 

DoUi  irild  nunc  itream  ia 

All  Um  groraa  amoogT 


"  Taa,  (ha  nightingale  ia 


O  ye  boon !  ye  ronnj  hooti  1 

Bring  jt 

■•  A*k  Dcil  tliia  -oh !  nek  not  thk ! 

Yield  J  our  hearta  awhile 
T«  the  aoft  wind'a  tnlmj  kiai, 

And  the  haavena'  bright  anulei 

*  Throw  not  ahadea  of  iniioaa  Ihooghl 

O'er  the  glowing  flowera  I 
We  aio  como  with  anuhine  &*aghl, 

Qoeation  not  the  boonl" 


TO  CAROLINE. 


And  thy  aoft  voice,  Is . 
When  uij  glancing  ejea  I  m 
Id  their  undden  Uaghler  awast— 
71m,  I  dream,  wert  anrelj  bom 
For  a  path  bj  eare  nnwom ! 
Than  mnat  be  a  ahelter'd  flower. 
With  but  annahtne  for  thj  dower. 

Ah !  hir  child,  not  e'en  tar  tb«e 
Hay  thia  lot  of  brightoao  be; 
Yet,  if  grief  moat  add  a  tone 
'     To  th)ue  accenta  now  unknown; 
ir  within  that  cloudleaa  aye  * 

Sadder  thought  moat  one  day  lie. 
Still,  I  (luat  the  aigni  which  tell 
On  thy  life  a  light  ahall  dwell. 


THE  BED  OF  HEATEL 

Bounta,  awaka  ',  Ihe  night  ia  paat ; 
Haar'at  than  not  tbe  bogle'a  bUat  t 
Fevl'it  thoa  not  Ihe  day-<pring*a  braalb  1 
Rooae  thee  fh>in  thy  bed  of  heath  1 

Arm,  thou  bold  and  atraiigl 


"  Brother,  on  the  heathery  lea 
Lcmgel  yet  mj  aleep  muat  ba  ; 
Tbongh  the  room  of  battle  liae, 
Darkfy  nigtit  rolli  o'er  my  eyea. 

Brotbar,  thu  ia  death ! 

"  Call  KM  Dot  when  bnglea  aoand. 
Can  roe  not  when  wine  flowa  rooiid ; 
Name  me  but  amidM  tlie  briTe ; 
Oira  me  but  a  aoldiar'a  giaTo — 

Batmy  bedorbetlh!" 


FAIRY  SONG. 

Han  je  left  the  greenwood  kaie  1 
Are  your  atepa  for  erer  gone  t 
Fairy  King  and  ElGo  Qneen, 
Coma  ye  to  Ihe  aylran  ecene. 
From  yoor  dim  and  diatant  ahore 
Nam  mora 

Shan  tbe  pilgrim  tmw  beai' 
With  a  thrill  of  joy  and  fear, 
In  tbe  hoah  of  moonlight  bonta, 
Vincea  frun  the  folded  flowera. 
Faint  aweet  flate-notea  ai  of  yore, 
NsTerma>« 


■*  Mortal !  ne'er  aball  bowera  of  earth 
Bear  again  oar  midnight  mirth  : 
By  our  brooka  and  diogln  green 
Bmee  onhallow'd  itepa  haTO  been, 
Ooia  aba^  thread  the  foreela  hoer 

■*  Ne'er  on  eartbbran  Ijly'a  (tem 
Will  we  hang  tbe  dewdrofTa  gem ; 
Ne'er  aball  iwd  or  cowalip'a  bead 
Qnirer  to  onr  daneing  Irrad, 
By  aweet  fiiant  or  nmrmaring  ahore, 
Nerer  morel" 


Ob  :  if  Ihtm  wilt  not  give  thine  beut, 
0iT>  back  mine  own  to  me,* 

Or  bid  tbiiM  image  thence  dqiart, 
And  leaTa  ma  lona,  but  tree. 
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Vet  BO !  thia  nMvrafill  Ion  of  nuM, 


Can  lOg'ht  »  fond,  *o  ftithliil,  live 
Through  yean  withoal  rep);  t 

Oh  I  if  tfiioe  beut  Ihoo  wiU  not  g'm. 
Give  ma  a  thoogbt,  a  ligh ! 


LOOK  ON  MB  THUS  NO  UOBE. 

It  '»  Ibj  pity  mak«a  cm  WMp, 

M  J  Kiul  «u  lining  bcron ; 
BiloDt,  jet  itRing  its  grieri  to  keep 

From  Tainlj  guahing  o'er ! 
TuTD  rrom  me,  turn  Ihoae  gentle  ejta — 

In  Ihii  fond  gaie  my  ipirit  diea. 

Too  lite  that  aoftnesa  comai  to  hlen, 

M;  liaarl'i  glad  life  ii  o'er ; 
It  will  but  bteak  wiUitendetneis, 

Which  aoBUot  now  reatore! 
The  lyre-atringa  hira  been  jarr'd  too  ioag. 

Winter  hath  tonch'd  the  aouree  of  eong  1 
Look  on  me  thui  no  more ! 


How  can  that  lors  ao  deep,  ao  lone. 

So  ftithfal  QDlo  death, 
Thua  fitfhll;  in  ianvhing  tone. 

In  airy  word,  find  bimllil 

Nay,  aik  how  on  the  dark  waTe'a  brsaot. 

The  Uly'a  cqp  may  gfleim, 
Thongh  many  a  moamliil  aecret  teat 

Low  in  tlie  unfathom'd  atraani. 

That  itream  la  like  my  hidden  love^ 


Somi  hearts  a  boding  fear  might  owb, 
Hud  Fala  lo  thtm  thy  portion  given, 

Knee  nui^  an  eye  by  leara  akwe, 
b  taught  to  gaae  on  Haaran  1 

And  there  afe  viitiiea  eft  eoDilerfd, 

Till  rooaed  by  angoieb  fiom  nfiuee, 
Ai  odoroui  treea  no  balm  will  yield, 


it  Ilea  the  leaaon  fianght 


But  (ear  m 

WilhSo 
Thou  Doed'at  not  thus  be  atendy  taoght, 

-  To  melt  at  othaca'  woe." 

Then  alill,  with  bciui  aa  bteal,  aa  wan 
Rejoice  thon  in  thy  lot  on  earth  : 

Ah  !  why  ibaald  Virtne  dread  the  aU 
If  «unWm*  prara  her  worth  I 


WuT  Brat  iboald  o 

The  vtdnme,  destined  to  be  fraught 
With  many  ■  aweet  and  playfot  line, 

With  niBDy  a  pore  and  pnoi  tbooghtT 

It  ahooU  be,  what  a  loftier  atrain 
Perchance  lea*  meetty  wonU  impart; 

What  nerer  yet  wia  poor'd  in  Tain,— 
The  bleating  of  a  grateful  iwart — 

For  kindceaa,  which  hatli  aoothcd  the  boar 
Of  BDiioui  griaf^  of  weary  pain. 

And  oft,  with  its  begoiling  power, 
Taught  languid  Hope  to  amila  again  ; 

Long  ahall  that  ferrent  blaeajng  reet 
On  thee  uid  thins,  and,  beaTcnwarda  bortM^ 

Call  down  luch  peace  lo  eoothe  Uof  breaat, 
Aj  IAm  wouldat  hear  to  all  that  moDin. 


Sit  not  tie  fhiitleaa,  nalnie'a  holy  teer, 
m  M(M  p  a  T    nv  hsti  RTnTHn»V      ^'^  by  affhction  o'er  a  parenfa  Wer ! 
TO  MISS  F.  A.  L.  ON  HER  BIRTHDAY,    i  j^^  y^^  (^„  ^^  „  Hormon'a  brow  that  ftD> 

Each  drop  to  life  eooM  latent  firtna  calla; 

WiuT  wiih  can  Fiiendihip  Ibrm  for  thee,         '  Awakea  aoma  purer  hope,  erdain'd  to  riae. 


Ht  path 
Andevi 


fivai  orery  thorn  ia  fiae. 


1  lite  hath  no  pnter  joy  in  More, 
Time  hath  no  eorrow  to  efface ; 

Hope  cannot  paint  one  blearing  m 
Than  memory  can  retrace  ! 


With  ilB  tort  treaaore,  aaeka  a  homo^abore. 

But  grief  wilt  olaim  herhour,^ — and  He,  wboaeejc 
'  Looka  pitying  down  on  natnre'a  agoov, 
;  He,  in  whoae  lore  the  righleooa  Calmly  aleefk 
I  Who  bid)  aabape,rorbidana  W  toweep! 
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He,  too,  hsth  wept — md  sicred  be  the  woes 
Oocs  boroe  bj  him,  tbeir  inmoat  loureo  who 

Searches  each  woond,  and  bidi  Hii  Spirit  bring 
Celestinl  healing  on  ila  dove-like  wing  t 

And  who  bat  He  ihaQ  voolbe,  when  one  dreed 

Btrohe, 
Tioa,  that  were  fibree  of  the  eoal,  bath  brolie 
Oh !  well  may  thoee,  yd  lingering  here,  depli 
The  Taniah'd  li|^t,  thai  cheen  their  path  no  in< 
Th'  Almight;  hand,  whicli  miny  a  bteuing  dealt, 
Sends  its  keen  niroira  not  to  be  nnielt ! 
Bj  Sro  and  storm,  Heaven  triei  the  Christian' 

And  joj  departs,  to  wran  us  fVom  the  earth. 
Where  still  loo  long,  with  beings  bom  (o  die. 
Time  bath  dominian  o'er  Eternity. 

Tet  not  the  less,  o'er  bH  the  heart  hath  loet. 
Shall  Faith  rejoice,  when  Nature  griore*  the  most . 
Then  eomei  her  trinmpb !  through  the  shadowj 

Her  star  in  rhn  rises  from  the  tomb, 

Monnte  to  the  daj-spring,  leaves  the  clond  belot*. 

And  giida  the  tears  that  cease  not  yet  to  flow  '. 

Yes,  all  is  o'er !  fear,  doniit,  inspense  are  fled. 

Let  brighter  Ihoaghts  be  with  the  TUtuaas  deai 

The  final  ordeal  of  the  soul  ia  pest. 

And  the  pah  brow  is  eeal'd  to  Heaven  at  last  ? 

And  thou,  loved  spirit !  fi>r  tbe  skies  niitarc, 
StMdfast  in  faith,  in  meek  devotion  pore ; 
Than  that  didst  make  the  home  th;  presence  blest. 
Bright  with  the  snoshine  of  thy  gcnlle  breast, 
WlKre  peace  a  holj  dwelling-place  had  found. 
Whence  beam'd  her  smile  benignantly  around ; 
l^ou,  thst  to  bosoms  widow'd  and  bereft 
Dear,  precious  lecords  of  th;  worth  hsit  left, 
The  treasured  gem  of  sorrowing  hearts  lo  be. 
Till  Bcaven  recall  surviving  love  lo  thee  ', — 

0  oberish'd  and  revered !  food  memorf  well 
Da  thee,  with  aacred,  sad  delight,  laay  dwell ! 
So  pare,  so  blest  thy  lite,  that  death  alono 
Could  make  more  perfect  happiness  thine  own  i 
He  came — th;  cop  of  joy,  serenely  bright. 
Full  to  the  laat,  still  fiow'd  in  cloudless  lifht; 
He  eaine— ao  angel,  bearing  troin  on  high 
Tbe  all  it  wanted— lannortBlit;  t 


e  lovely,  to  tbe  grave  _ 
cen  when  lite  promiaed  most, 
Uow  many  hopes  have  withor'd — they  that  bow 
To  Heaven's  dread  will,  f(«l  all  iti  mysteries  now. 


Did  the  yonng  mother's  eye 
Behold  her  child,  and  close  upon  the  day, 
Ere  from  its  gbnee  th'  awakening  spirit's  ray 

In  sunshine  coold  reply ! 
— Then  look  for  donds  to  dim  the  &ireM  mom! 
Ob !  strong  is  Aith,  if  woe  like  this  beAotDa. 

For  there  is  hush'd  on  earth 
A  voice  of  gladness— there  is  veil'd  a  Isoa, 
Whose  parting  loaves  a  dark  and  silent  pUoe, 

B>  the  oDce-joyoas  hesrili. 
A  smile  halh  pass'd,  which  fiU'd  its  home  witli 

light; 
A  soul,  whose  beanlj  made  that  smile  so  bright! 

But  there  ts  power  with  faith  1 


And  with  a  yearaing  hoart  we  linger  on, 
When  they,  whose  ^once  unlock'a  its  liiunls,  ai 


On  whose  bright  memory  love  may  still  repose. 

With  an  immorUl  ttntt ! 
Praise  for  tho  dead,  who  leave  as,  when  they  part, 
Sach  hope  as  she  hath  left—"  tho  pore  in  heart" 
IB23. 


FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  QARCILASEO 

DE  LA  TEGA. 

Dinn  Elia  ! — since  the  sapphiro  sky 
Thou  measur'at  now  on  angel  wings,  and  A«( 
Sandall'd  with  immortality — oh  why 
Of  ine  forgetful !— Wherefore  not  entreat 
To  hurry  on  ihs  lime  when  1  shall  see 
The  veil  of  mortal  being  rent  in  twain, 
hud  smile'that  1  au.  I-»  ' 

In  the  third  circle  of  that  happy  land 
Shall  we  not  seek  together,  hand  in  hand. 
Another  lovelier  landscape,  a  new  plain. 
Other  romantic  streams  and  mountains  hlosi 
And  other  vales,  «nd  a  new  shady  shore. 
When  1  may  rest,  and  ever  in  my  view 
Eeep  thee,  withont  the  terror  and  surprise 
Of  being  luuder'd  mote  1 


FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  SANNAZABu 

Oh!  pure  and  blesasd  sool 

That,  from  thy  clay's  control 
Escaped,  hast  aooght  and  found  thy  native  sphere 

And  Iroiii  thy  crystal  throne 

Look'st  down,  with  smiles  alone. 
On  this  vain  soena  of  nMtlal  Itcne  and  ht:i 
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Thj  hippT  teat  faaTS  trad 

The  lUTry  mpanglMl  rMd, 
CekMitI  flock*  by  Ikld  and  fouotaiii  guiding. 

And  tVom  Ibe'ii  erriDg  traok 

Thaa  chtrm'ct  Ihj  iMpberdi  back, 
Wilh  the  Kill  mauc  of  thj  gtuUe  chiding. 

O !  who  ihdl  Deitb  withitiad— 

DotUt,  whdM  impartUl  hukd 
L«ralt  tho  bweal  pbnt  uid  lofUeit  {nnel 

Wlien  (hall  our  «ari  again 

Drink  ID  ao  tweet  ■  ilniii, 
Our  ajf  behold  ao  bir  a  fblm  aa  tbiiM ! 


li.  icAkiunruie  In  Africa, 


ID  V  died  lii*  V 


V  wA^DOon,  ind  Aft-ic'a  diEzlinr  imi  od  high, 
WiOi  fierce  resplendence  fill'd  th  unclouded  iky\ 
tio  tejihji  wived  the  palm's  majoetic  bead, 
And  smooth  alike  tho  aeai  and  ilesert*  spread  ; 
While  desolate,  beneath  a  blaze  of  light. 
Silent  and  lonely  at  at  dead  of  night. 
The  wreck  of  Cartilage  Uy.    Her  prostrate  &nei 
Hnd  atnw'd  their  preciona  marble  o'er  the  plains ; 
Dark  weeds  and  gnut  the  colamn  had  o'ergrowD, 
Theliiard  batk'dnnn^  '  he  alUr-stone ; 
Whelm'd  by  ma  ruina  at  their  own  abode*, 
Had  sunk  the  larnii  of  heroes  and  of  Gods; 
While  neer,  dread  ofispring  of  ike  burning  day ! 
Onl'd  'midtl  fbrnken  halbi,  the  aerpent  lay. 


Wett  did  thnt  wanderer's  high  yet  ftded  mien 
Sail  the  sad  grandeur  of  tho  detert^scene  i 
Shidow'd,  not  veil'd,  by  locka  of  wintry  snow, 
Prido  tal,  still  mighty,  on  hit  furrow'd  brow; 
llnie  had  not  <|iieneh'd  tho  terrors  of  his  eye. 
Nor  lamed  his  glance  of  RetTK  ascendency  : 
While  the  deep  meaning  of  hit  leatares  toJd, 
Ages  of  thought  bad  o'er  his  spirit  roU'd, 
Mnr  dimm'd  the  liro  that  mijght  not  b*  conlroU'd  : 
And  (till  did  power  imreat  his  stately  form, 
tUiatler'd,  bot  yet  anoonqaei'd,  by  the  itorm. 


j  Faint  with  loa^  toil,  bia  weary  Bmba  lie  laid, 

I  To  tlumber  id  it*  wditaiy  shade. 

I  He  slept — sod  darkly,  on  hi*  brief  rip^ 

Th'  indignant  genias  of  the  scene  tiose. 

doods  robed  hi*  dim  aneaithly  form,  and  ipread 
.Mysterious  gloom  around  hia  erownless  head, 
I  Crowolasa,  bat  regal  ttill.    With  stem  disdain, 
jThe  kingly  shadow  •eem'd  to  lift  hii  chain, 

Gaied  on  the  nlni,  hia  ancient  aeertn  torn, 

And  hia  eye  kmdled  wilh  immortal  acotn ! 

"And  sleep's!  tl 


"Shall  son  of  Lallnm  find  a  refuge  iertl 
Awake !  arise !  to  apeed  the  hour  of  Fate, 
When  Roma  shall  fkll,  aa  Carthage  deaolate ! 
Go  I  wilh  her  cbildren'a  Oarer,  the  free,  the  bra»» 
People  the  ailont  chsinbers  of  the  graTs ; 
So  ahall  the  ooorae  of  age*  yet  to  be. 
Here  swiftly  waft  tho  day,  anoging  me ! 

"Yet,  from  the  awful  golf  of  year*  to  come, 
I  hear  a  voice  that  prophesies  her  doom ; 
I  see  the  trophic*  of  her  pride  decay. 
And  her  long  line  of  triumphs  pass  away. 
Lost  in  the  depths  of  time— while  sinks  the  ital 
That  led  her  march  of  heroes  from  a<iir ! 
Lo !  from  the  froien  fbreata  of  the  north. 
The  aons  of  lUughtcr  pour  in  myriida  forth  I 
Who  ahall  awake  the  mighty  T  —  will  tliy  woe, 
City  of  thrones  I  disturb  the  realms  belowl 
Call  on  tho  dead  to  hear  thee '.  let  th;  criea 
Sanimon  their  shadowy  It^ions  to  ante. 
Array  the  ghosts  of  coo<]iierorn  on  thy  walb! 
—Barbarians  revel  in  their  ancient  halls. 
And  their  lost  children  brnd  the  subject  knee. 
'Midst  the  proud  tombs  and  trophies  of  the  tnc 
Bird  of  the  sun  1  dread  c>?le  '.  born  on  high, 
A  creature  of  tho  cmpyrc^ — Thon,  whose  eye 
Wis  lightning  to  tho  earth — whoao  pinion  wiitd 
In  haughty  triumph  o'er  a  world  enilarcd  ; 
Sink  from  thy  Heavens !  for  glory's  noon  is  o'ei. 
And  rushing  storms  shall  bear  thee  on  no  niun . 
Qosod  is  thy  regal  coarse — thy  crest  is  torn. 
And  thy  plume  baniah'd  from  uib  realm*  of  Dnra. 
The  slian  hilh  reaeb'd  thee  !  —  rest  with  ehiai 

and  kinga. 
Who  oonquer'd  in  tlie  shadow  of  thy  wing*; 
Sleep !  while  thy  foes  cxait  around  their  ptj. 
And  share  thy  gloiious  heritage  of  day  ! 
But  darker  yean  ahsU  mingle  with  the  pait. 
And  deeper  Tengeancc  ihilT  be  mine  at  lasL 
O'er  tite  acven  hills  I  tee  dealruotion  spread, 
And  Empire't  widow  Teila  wilh  doft  her  bMd! 
Her  gods  forsake  «ach  denjUted  ahrine. 
Her  temples  moulder  to  (ho  earth,  tike  mine; 
'Midst  fallen  palaces ahe  aita  alone. 
Calling  heroic  ahadet  (ram  ag«a  gnoe. 
Or  bids  the  nations  'midst  her  dwtti  wait 
To  Isam  the  fearfnl  oracles  of  Fste ! 


"Stilt  aleep'at  thoo,  R 


ldT    Son  (^VioM) 


Bat  slow  his  step  —  and  where,  not  jel  o'er-  Wako  to  obey  th'  areiigiog  Deatiniea! 

thrown,  Sbed  by  thy  mandate,  anon  thy  counlry'a  blond 

Hull  tower'd  a  p^at  'midst  tho  waste  aloDe,  [BhaU  *well  and  darken  Tiber'a  yaliow  flood! 
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Mj  cliildrcn'i  roan£«  all — iwtke!  pcepare 
The  i«ut  tSiey  claim! — eiult  in  Rome'a  deapilr! 
Be  thine  «ir  cloKd  B^init  tlieir  ■uppliuat  cries. 
Bid  th;  soul  Iriumpb  in  Iwr  ipiniei ; 
Let  earna|[e  revel,  e'en  lict  >lirino>  tmont, 
Sparc  not  the  valiant,  pity  not  ths  vouog  ! 
Hsite !  o'er  her  hUla  uie  award's  libation  ihed. 
And  wreak  the  dune  of  Culhags  on  her  head !" 

The  viaion  Siea— t  mortal  atep  U  near, 
WhcMO  echoei  vibrale  on  the  slnniberer'a  ear; 
He  atarla,  he  wikei  to  woo — belbre  him  standi 
I'h'  univelcome  meuengei  of  harsh  contmandi, 
Wfaoae  fatt'rin^  accoiiU  !el1  the  eiilcd  chier, 
To  leek  on  other  ahores  a  home  for  grieC 
— SitoDt  the  wanderer  lal — but  on  hia  cheek 
Tlie  burning  glow  Tu  more  than  wards  might 
speak  i 


And,  from  the  kindlinr  of  liis  e;c,  there  broke 
Luirnage,  whero  all  th'  indi 
Till  Ilia  deep  thought  fbuni 


indignant  soul  awoke, 
lund  voice — then,  calmlj 

And  sovereign  in  despair,  he  cried,  "  Return  ! 
Tell  him  who  sent  thee  hither,  lliou  bast  seen 
Muius,  tho  eiilc,  rest  where  Carthage  ones  hath 


Psormooa  winds  onr  daring  bark  impell'd, 
O'er  seas  which  mottal  ne'er  till  then  beheld. 
When  u  one  eve,  deT<Hd  of  care,  we  stood 

Watching  the  prow  glide  awitUy  tlirough  the  flood, 
High  o'er  our  heads  arose  a  eloud  so  vast. 
O'er  sea  and  beiTen  a  fearinl  shade  il  cast : 
Awful,  immense,  it  came  !  so  thick,  so  drear. 
Its  ghKuny  gTsndeur  chill'd  our  hearts  with  (car, 
AttiTUie  dark  billonr  heaved  with  distant  roar, 
Hciine,  M  if  bursting  on  some  locky  sborcu 

ThiilPd  with  amaie,  I  cried,  <■  Sopcmal  Power ! 
What  mean  the  omens  of  this  threatening  hour? 
Wbal  the  dread  mysterj  of  Ihia  ocean-dime. 
So  darkly  giand,  so  feaifallj  sublime  1" 
Scarce  had  I  spoke,  when,  lo  1  a  mighty  form 
Tower'd  through  the  gathering  shadows  of  the 


Fierce  was  his  gesture,  and  his 
Sable  his-lips,  snd  earthly  pale  his  btw. 
Well  may  I  tell  Ihee,  that  bis  limbs  and  height, 
In  Tsst  dimenakms  uhI  atnpendous  might, 
Sarpaa'd  thst  wonder,  eoco  the  ■colptor'e  boast, 
The  proud  Colossus  of  the  Rhodian  oout 
Deep  was  hi*  voice,  in  hollow  tones  be  spoke, 
As  if  from  ocean's  inmost  caves  they  broke; 
And  but  that  form  la  view,  thai  v lUce  to  bear, 
Spreul  o'er  our  flesh  and  hair  cold  deadly  thrills 
of  ftiar 


"  Oh !  daring  hand,"  bo  cried,  "  &r,  &r  mot* 


Hiace,  burating  thus  the  barriei 
Ye  dare  lo  vidale  my  lonely  rt  ^ 
Where,  till  this  moment,  from  (iTe  birth  of  time, 
No  sail  e'er  broke  the  solitude  sublime : 
ince  thus  ye  pierco  the  veil  by  Nature  ihroWQ 
'cr  the  dark  aecrets  of  tho  deep  Unknown, 
e'er  yet  rcvcul'd  to  aught  of  mortal  birth, 
Uowe^^r  supreine  in  power,  unmelch'd  in  wortli ; 
Hear  Irom  my  lips  what  chaaliaements  of  fate, 
Rash,  bold  intruders  ',  on  your  course  await '. 
What  countless  perils,  woes  of  darkest  hue, 
Haunt  the  vart  main  and  shores  your  armi  must 
yet  subdue ! 

"Know  that  o'er  every  bark,  whoae  fijarlesehclm 

Invades,  like  joure,  this  wide  myilerious  realm, 
Unmcaiurod  ills  my  arm  in  wrath  shall  pour. 
And  guard  with  alorms  my  own  terrific  ihore '. 
And  on  the  fleet,  nhich  first  presumes  to  brave 
The  dangers  throned  on  this  tempesluoua  wave. 
Shall  vengeance  burst,  ere  yet  a  warning  fear 
Have  time  lo  prophesy  destruction  near  ! 


Revenge,  fierce,  lull,  unequslfd,  shall  be  mine! 
Urge  year  bold  prow,  pursue  your  ventorous  way. 
Fain,  Havoc,  Ituin,  wiil  Ihcir  destined  prey  i 
And  your  proud  vessels,  yesr  by  year,  ■hsU  find, 
(If  no  fiilio  dreams  delude  mj  prescient  mind]. 
My  wratb  so  dread  in  msny  a  falsi  storm. 
Death  shall  ho  iloem'd  miefortuno's  mildest  femk 


"  Lo!  where  my  victim  comes !— of  noble  birth 
Of  cultured  eenias,  and  exalted  worth. 
With  her,*  his  best  bolovodr  ia-all  her  charms. 
Pride  of  his  heart,  and  treosuro  of  hli  arms ! 
From  Ibaming  wave*,  from  raging  winds  they  flj 
Spsred  for  revenge,  rmervcd  for  agony! 
Oh  '.  dark  the  fate  that  calls  thee  from  their  homi 
On  this  rode  shore,  nij  savage  reign,  to  roam. 
And  sternly  saves  them  from  a  lulTow*  tomb. 
For  woes  more  eiqaiaite,  more  dreadtbl  deem! 
— Yes !  he  shall  see  the  oHapring,  loved  in  Tain, 
Piercod  with  keen  famine,  die  in  lingering  pain. 
Shall  see  fierce  CaSrea  every  garment  tear 
From  her,  the  soft,  th^  idoliicd,  the  lair ; 
Shall  see  those  limbs,  of  Nature'a  finest  mOaM, 
Bare  to  the  sultry  sun,  or  midnight-Cold, 
And,  in  long  wanderings  o'er  a  desert  land 
I'hoee  tender  fbel  imprint  tlic  scorching  sand. 

"  Yet  more,  yet  deeper  woe,  shall  tboae  beheld 
Who  lived  through  toils  nneqiiall'd  and  unlold ! 
On  the  wild  shore,  beneath  the  burning  sky, 
Tlie  bajiless  pair,  exhausted,  sink  to  die! 
Bedow  tbe  rock  with  tean  of  pain  intense. 
Of  bitterest  anguish,  Ihrillinj;  every  seaee. 
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Tin  it)  one  lut  embrace,  with  mortal  IhroM, 
Tbeir  i»iugMng  ■piriu  mpnnt  from  uigoiih 

Ai  the  dark  phantom  atemly  thni  portny'd 
Our  fliture  iUi,  in  Hmrur'i  deepest  ahade, — 
"  Who  then  art  lAou  ?"  I  cried,  "  dread  bainf ,  tell, 
Eacb  aenae  thus  bending  id  lunazeaiaal'f  spell?" 
— With  tearful  ahiiek,  far  echoing  o'er  the  Ud 
Writhing-  his  lips  and  eyes,  he  thus  replied — 
**  Behold  the  eenius  of  that  secret  nhu^ 
Where  the  wind  lagca,  ind  the  btllofra  roar ; 
That  sl4irmy  Cape,  tor  agea  mine  alone. 
To  Fompey,  Strabo,  Fliny,  all  nnknown  ! 
Far  to  the  aouthera  pole  my  throne  extendi, 
Thai  hidden  rock,  which  Afiic'i  region  ends. 
Behold  that  spirit,  whcae  nreDging  miKbt, 
Whose  fiercest  wrath  yoor  daring  dseda  eidb 


Thns  having  said,  irilh  atnngs,  terriRc  cries, 


THE  CABAVAN  IN  THE  DESERTS. 

Cuj.  it  Mt  baslinesi,  to  dwell 
In  woodlaDd  shads  or  hermit  dell. 
Or  the  deep  forest  to  eiplors, 
Or  wander  alpino  regions  o'er ; 
For  Nature  there  all  joyoos  reigns, 
And  fills  with  lift  her  wild  domains: 
A  Urd's  light  wing  may  break  the  air, 
A  wave,  a  leaC  may  murmur  there  i 
A  bee  the  mouDtain  fiowera  may  seek, 
A  chamois  bound  from  peak  to  peak ; 
An  eagle,  rushing  to  the  sky. 
Wake  the  deep  echoes  with  hii  ciy ; 
And  alill  soiDe  sound,  thy  heart  to  cheer. 
Some  voice,  though  not  of  man,  ia  near. 
Bui  be,  whose  weary  step  liath  traced 
Myaterioui  Airic'a  awful  waslo— 
WliDte  eye  Arabia's  wilds  hath  view'd 
Can  tell  thee  what  ii  solitude  ! 
It  is,  to  traverae  iLteleaa  plains. 
Where  efcrlaalinff  ittUness  reigns. 
And  billowj  aau^  and  danling  sky. 
Seem  boundteaa  aa  infinity  ! 
It  is,  to  sink,  with  speecbleas  dread, 
In  scenes  onmeet  liir  mortal  tiead, 
Serer'd  from  earthly  beingf's  trace. 
Alone,  amidst  eleroal  space ! 
T  Ja  noon— and  tearjally  prolband, 
WIencp  is  on  tlio  desert  round ; 
Aksie  she  T.igns,  above,  beneath. 


Witti  all  the  fltributea  of  death ! 
Nu  bird  the  htaung  heaven  may  dare, 
Ku  insect  bide  the  Bcorching  air; 
llie  ostrich,  though  of  sun-bom  race, 
ftwka  ■  More  abriter'd  dwaUing.plaoa ; 


Tbe  lion  slumbera  in  his  lair. 
The  serpent  ahuns  the  noontide  glare : 
But  slowly  wind  the  patient  train 
Ofcamela  o'er  the  blasted  plain. 
Where  they  and  man  may  bravo  alone 
The  lerrors  of  tbe  burning  zone. 

Faint  not,  O  [nlgrims !  tbongfa  mt  U^ 
As  avolcano,  flame  the  aky  ; 
Shrink  not,  though  aa  a  furnace  glow 
The  dark-red  seas  of  sand  below  ; 
Though  Dot  a  shadow,  save  your  own. 
Across  the  dread  expanse  ia  thrown ; 
Mark  [  where,  yonr  feverish  lipa  to  IsTC, 
Wide  spreads  the  flesh  trsnaparent  wave! 
Vrge  your  tired  camela  on,  and  take 
Your  rest  beaida  yon  glistening  laka ; 
Thence,  haply,  cooler  gales  m*y  spring, 
And  fan  your  brows  with  lighter  wing. 
Lo '.  nearer  now,  its  glassy  tide 
Reflects  the  date-tree  on  ita  side — 
Speed  on  !  pure  draughta  and  genial  air. 
And  verdant  ahade  awuit  you  there. 
Oh  glimpse  of  Heaven '.  to  him  unknown. 
That  tiath  not  trod  the  burning  nme  1 
Forward  they  pten — they  gaze  dismayN]— 
The  waten  of  the  dnort  fiule ! 
Melting  to  vapours  that  elude 
Tlie  eye,  Ibe  lip,  they  vainly  woc^d.* 
What  meteor  comes  T— a  pnrph  baM 
Hath  half  obscured  the  noontide  rays  :t 
Onward  it  moves  in  swilt  oareer, 
A  blush  npon  the  atmosphere ; 
Haste,  boils  !  avert  th'  impending  doom. 
Fall  prostrate  1  't  is  the  drasd  Simoom ! 
Bow  down  your  fkeea— till  the  blaal 
On  ita  red  wing  of  flame  hath  paaa'd, 
Far  bearing  o'er  the  aandy  wave 
TtM  Tiewlns  Angel  of  the  Grave. 

It  came— 't  ia  vaniah'd— but  hatfa  left 
The  wuiderera  e'en  of  hope  bereft; 
The  ardent  beut,  the  vigorous  tame. 
Pride,  courage,  etrength,  its  power  cooM  lum 
Faint  with  deapondence,  worn  with  toil, 
Thej  sink  n;»n  the  buming  soil, 
Reaign'd,  amidat  those  lealma  of  gloom. 
To  find  their  death-bed  and  their  tombj 

But  onward  atill ! — yim  distant  spot 
or  verdure  can  deosiva  jou  ik4  ; 
Yon  palma,  which  tremaloudy  seem'd 
Reflected  a*  the  watera  gleam'd. 
Along  th'  horiion's  verge  display 'd, 
"'""         "heir  alondcr  colonnade — 
'k,  guiding  o'er  the  plain 
The  Caravan's  ezhaosted  train. 
Fair  ia  that  litUs  lale  of  Bliss, 
The  desert's  emerald  cuia! 
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A  rainbow  oo  the  lorrenl'*  wito, 
A  gem  eoAoaoai'd  in  tin  gnve, 
A  ■Dnbeain  co  •  (torniy  day. 
Its  boDty'i  image  might  eoany  \ 
'Beaatjr,  in  horrar'B  lap  that  aleep*,' 
While  ulcnoe  round  lier  li^l  keep*. 
— Beat,  waarj  pilgrims !  colmlj  laid 
To  ilaitiber  in  th'  bcbcib  abtda : 
Rett,  wbsn  the  ihruba  voqt  odmIi  loiiiM, 
Tbur  voinatic  breath  diffuse ; 
Where  aoAer  lirht  tlie  aDnbeuna  pour 
Tbroqeb  (he  tall  intm  and  lycamore; 
And  the  rich  date  luxuriant  spreada 
Itt  pendent  elunten  o'er  jour  beada. 
Nature  once  more,  to  aenl  jour  ejea, 
Mormura  bei  awoeteat  lullabica  ; 
Anin  eacb  heart  the  muiic  haili 
Of  matliDg:  leaTcii  and  aighing  nlea, 
And  oh  '.  to  Afric'a  eblld  how  dear 
llto  Toice  or  roantBini  gnahiug  Dear ! 
Sweet  be  jour  iluinben !  and  jour  dream* 
Of  waring  gtme*  and  rippling  atreami! 
Far  be  the  aerpent's  Tenom'd  coil 
From  the  brief  reepila  wan  by  toil : 
Far  Iw  the  awful  atiades  of  thoae 
Who  deep  beneath  the  aanda  repoee — 
Tbs  hoata,  to  whom  the  deeert'i  breath 
Bon  awiA  and  ateni  the  call  of  death. 
Sleep!  nor  may  soorebing  blaM  io*ade 
Th*  fraihiie«  of  the  acacia  abade, 
But  nies  of  hearen  yoar  ipiiila  blew, 
With  Ufe'a  beat  balm— Focgelfutneae  1 
Tin  night  from  many  an  em  diffnae 
~     '  !■  of  ber  world  of  dews. 


The  day  hath  oloaed— the  moon  on  high 
Walka  in  her  cloudlesa  majesty. 

'    "  ta  to  Afric'a  hearen 


Shinei  fiirtb  slemallj  the  aame. 
Btett  bo  their  beama,  whoae  holy  light 
Shall  guide  the  camcl'a  foolstcpa  right. 
And  load,  ai  with  a  track  divine, 
The  pilgrim  to  bia  praphel'e  ahrina  ! 
— Riae  1  bid  jout  lite  of  Palma  adieu  ! 
Again  yoor  lonety  march  puriue, 
while  aire  of  night  aio  freshly  blowing. 
And  heiicns  with  aoflor  beauty  glowing, 
— "T  ii  silence  cit ;  the  aolcmn  aeene 
Wean,  at  each  atep,  a  ruder  mien ; 
For  gianUrocba,  at  distance  piled. 
Cut  their  deep  ahadowa  o'er  the  wild. 
Darkly  they  Ma»— what  eye  bath  *iew'd 
The  eaiena  of  their  aolitude  T 
Awaj !  within  thoae  awful  cellt 
The  earage  lord  of  Aftic  dwells  ! 
Heard  ye  his  voice  7 — the  lion's  roar 
BweDa  as  when  billows  break  on  shore. 
Well  may  the  camel  thake  with  fear. 
And  the  steed  pant— hia  Ibe  ia  near; 
Haste  1  lirht  the  torch,  bid  watch-6res  throw 
far  o'er  &b  wsste,  a  ruddy  glow ; 
Keep  vigil — guard  the  bright  amy 
<)f  Hamas  that  uare  him  rrom  his  prey ; 


Within  their  magic  drcle  press, 
O  wanderen  of  the  wilderness  t 
Heap  high  the  pile,  and  by  its  blai^ 
Tell  the  wild  tales  of  elder  days. 
Arabia'a  wcod'rous  kire — that  dwells 

rsnior  deeds,  and  wizard  ipells ; 
Gnchantod  domes,  'mid  scenes  like  these. 
Rising  to  Tanlsh  with  the  breen ; 
Gardeu,  whose  Iruils  are  goma,  that  shed 
Their  light  where  mortal  may  not  tread. 
And  spirits,  o'er  whose  pearly  halls 
Th'  Stomal  billow  hAaves  and  falls. 
— With  charms  like  these,  of  myatic  poWOI, 
Watfhers  '.  beguile  Ibe  midnight  hour. 
—Slowly  that  hour  hath  rotl'd  away, 
And  star  by  star  withdraws  its  ray. 
Dark  children  of  the  ana  !  s^ain 

■  own  rich  orient  haila  h>s  reign. 

[imoa,  bat  TCil'd — with  sanguine  glare 
Tinging  the  mista  that  load  the  sir ; 
Sounds  of  dismay,  and  signa  of  flame, 
Th'  approBching  hurricane  proclsim. 
'T  ia  death's  red  banner  streams  on  high- 
Fly  to  the  rocka  for  ahetter !— fly ! 
Lo;  dark'ning  o'er  the  fiery  skies, 
The  pillira  of  the  desert  riae  ! 
On,  in  lerrlGc  grandeur  wheeling, 
A  giant-host,  the  heavena  coacsaling, 
Ttiey  more,  like  mighty  genii  (orms. 
Towering  immenae  'midst  cloods  sod  atolma 
Who  shall  escape  7— with  Bwful  force 
The  whirlwind  bears  (hem  on  their  coarse. 
They  join,  they  msb  resistless  on, 
The  landmarks  of  the  plain  are  gone ; 
The  steps,  the  forma,  from  earth  ef&ced. 
Of  thoee  who  (rod  the  barning  waste ! 
All  whetm'd,  alt  hush'd  I— none  left  to  bear 
Sad  record  how  they  perish'd  (here  ! 
No  atone  their  tale  of  death  shall  tell— 
The  desert  gnsnls  its  mysteries  well ; 
And  o'er  th'  unRithom'd  sandy  deep, 
Where  low  their  nameless  relics  sleep, 
Oft  shall  the  future  pilgrim  tread, 
Nor  know  hia  steps  are  on  the  dad. 


SUPERSTITION  AND  REVELATION. 

AN  UNFINiaHKD  POEM. 

I. 

Bums  of  brighter  worlds  1  thst  rise  at  tloMa 
As  phantoms,  with  ideal  beauty  fraught, 
lo  thoae  brief  Tisions  of  celestial  climos. 
Which  paas,  like  aonheama,  o'er  the  realiua  of 

thought. 
Dwell  ye  around  us  ? — are  ye  borering  nigh. 
Throned  on  the  cloud,  or  buoyant  in  the  air  T 
And  in  deep  aolitude*,  where  human  eye 
Can  trace  no  step,  Iinmortats  !  hre  ye  there  T 
Oh  ]  who  csn  tell  T — what  power,  but  Death  alona, 
Can  lifl  the  mystic  Tsil  tbst  shade*  the  worid  an 
1         koown} 
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IL 


Bal  Eirth  bith  wcd  Iha  day*,  ere  jct  the 
Of  Eden  wilher'd,  when  reTcal'd  je  shone. 
In  all  joat  brighLieM,  'midsl  Ihoae  bdy  ' 
HoIt,  but  Dot  uufBdini',  ■■  yoat  Own  1 
While  He,  tha  child  of  that  prinievtl  soil. 
With  jou  iu  pith*  in  high  communion  Irode, 
Hia  glurj  Tet  uodimm'd  by  guilt  or  toil, 
And  helming  in  the  imaee  of  hii  God. 
And  his  pure  ipirit  glowing  from  (ho  ikj. 
Exulting  in  it*  light,  nipork  oT  Deitj. 

Ill 
Then,  haplr,  mortal  and  celutiti  lay*. 
Mingling  (heir  tone*,  from  Nature's  temple  rose. 
When  nought  but  ^Iiat  msjestio  song  of  praiaa 
Broke  on  the  lanclUy  of  night's  repose, 
With  music  since  unheai'd  :  and  man  might  Usee, 
By  stream  and  Tate,  in  deep  emhow'rin?  shade, 
IWTOtioD'a  first  and  lonUoit  dwell  ing-plaee. 
The  iDotstepi  of  th'  Omnipotent,  who  made 
That  ipol  s  shrine,  where  youthful  nature  cut 
H«r  consecrating  wealth,  rejoicing  a*  He  pass'd. 

IV, 


Bhort  were  thoae  dsya,  and  soon,  O   so: 

Your  aspect  changed  <br  man ;  in  that  dread  boor. 
When  from  his  paradise  the  alica  driven. 
Beheld  your  furmi  in  aogry  splendour  tower. 
Guarding  (he  clime  wherehenomore  might  dwell, 
With  meteor-swordi :  he  saw  the  living  Bamo, 
And  his  lirit  cry  of  misery  was — "  Farewell  1" 
His  heart's  tirat  anguish,  eiile  :  be  became 
A  pilgrim  on  the  earth,  whose  children**  lot 
I*  *(jtl  for  happier  land*  to  pine — and  reach  (hem 


Where  now  the  chosen  bower*  (hat  once  beheld 
Delight  and  Love  their  first  bright  Sobbnth  keep  1 
Fioni  all  its  IbuntJi  the  worlds  qf  walara  awcli'd. 
And  wrapt  (hem  in  ths  mantle  of  the  deep  1 
For  Hs,  to  whom  (he  elements  are  slaTSi, 
In  wislfa  unchain'd  (he  oocona  of  tha  cloud, 
.And  heaved  the  abyss   bensath;   till  waves  on 

Folded  creation  in  their  mighty  shroud. 
Then  left  the  earth  a  •oliludo,  o'ersprsad 
With  its  own  awfiil  wrock— a  desert  of  (he  dead. 

VI. 
But  onward  flow'd  life's  busy  course  again. 
And  roUiag  sges  with  them  bam  away — 
A)  to  be  lost  amidst  tho  boundtes*  main, 
Rich  orient  atreami  their  gnldsn  sand*  convoy — 
The  hsUow'd  lore  of  old — the  guiding  tight 
I«R  by  (ndition  (o  (he  sona  of  earth. 
And  the  blest  memory  of  each  sacred  rite. 
Known  in  tho  region  of  their  father'a  birth 
IVhen  in  each  breoie  around  his  liiir  abode 
Whisper  a  a  soraph's  voice,  or  lived  the  breath  of 


VII. 


Who  hsth  not  aeen,  what  time  the  orb  of  day 
Cinctured  with  glory,  seek*  tlie  ocean's  braut, 
A  thousand  clouds,  all  glowiog  in  hia  imy. 
Catching  brief  splendoar  from  (be  pni^  westi 
So  round  thy  porting  itspa,  fair  Truth  !  awhile 
With  borrow'd  hues  unnumber'd  phantoms  alrane; 
And  Supertlition,  from  thy  lingering  ami[i\ 
Caught  a  faint  glow  of  bautj  not  her  ow^ 
Blending  her  rites  with  thine.— while  yet  a&r 
Thine  eye'a  last  radiance  bcam'd,  a  slow-iocading 

VIII. 
Yet  atiJI  one  stream  wa*  pure — one  serer'd  shrin* 
Was  led  witli  holier  fire,  by  chosen  hands. 
And  sounds,  and  dreams,  and  impulse*  divine, 
Were  in  llie  dwellings  of  the  patriarch  band*. 
Thers  atill  (he  father  to  his  child  bequeathed 
The  sacred  torch  of  nerer-dying  Bamo ; 
There  still  Ucrotion's  suppliant  accents  breatbed 
The  Ona  adored  and  everlaatiog  Namo, 
And  angel  giieata  wonld  linger  and  repose 
Where  those  primeval  tenta  amid  their  palm-lTMa 

IX. 

But  far  o'er  earth  the  apostate  wanderen  ba« 
Their  alien  rites : — for  them,  by  fount  or  ahods^ 
Nor  TiHBB,  nor  vision,  holy  as  of  yore. 
In  thrilling  whiapers  to  (he  soni  oonvey'd 
High  inspiration:  yet  in  orery  cliine. 
Those  sona  of  donht  and  cn^r  fondly  snngbt 
With  beings,  in  their  essence  mors  sublime. 
To  bold  communion  of  myatcrioua  thought ; 
On  some  dread  power  in  trembling  hope  to  lean. 
And  hear  inevery  wind  the  accents  of  tb'UDsecn. 


Yes!  wa  have  need  to  lud  our  bopes  repose 
On  some  protecting  inSnence;  here  confined. 

Life  hath  no  helling  balm  lor  mortal  woe*, 
Earth  is  too  narrow  for  Ih'  immortal  mind. 
Our  spirits  bum  to  mrnglo  with  the  day. 
As  eiilea  panting  for  their  native  coast, 
Yst  lured  hjr  every  wild-flower  IVom  their  way. 
And  shrinking  from  the  gulf  that  moat  be  croai'd 
Death  hovers  round  na — in  (he  lephyr'a  sigh. 
As  in  llie  atorm,  he  come*— and  lo !  Etzmitj ! 


XI. 

A*  one  left  hmely  on  the  desert  sands 
Of  burning  Afric,  where,  without  a  gnideii 
He  gates  UB  the  pathless  waste  espands — 

Around,  beyond,  interminably  wide  ; 
Wliilo  the  red  haie,  presiging  the  Simoom, 
Obscures  tlie  ficroe  resplendence  of  the  sky. 
Or  snna  of  blasting  ti^ht  perchance  ilhiiae 
The  gliatening  Barab*  which  illuda  his  eye  ; 
Such  was  (he  wanderer  Man,  in  age*  Sown, 
Kneeling  in  doub(  and  ftar  before  the  dte^  U» 
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XII. 


XTa  IliaiigfatB  explored  Ibe  pait — md  where  «« 

thaj. 
The  chieft  d*  men,  the  mighty  ooee  ^e  bj  T 
He  iDtn'd — I  boundloM  mid  befiin  bim  U;, 
Wr«pp'd  in  Ibe  ebidowti  of  fatuiilj. 
How  knew  the  child  of  Nuture  that  the  fluoe 
Jle  felt  oitliiD  him,  miiaggiiag  to  ucend. 
Should  periih  not  with  thit  Icrraitriol  frame 
Doom'd  wilb  the  evth  on  which  it  moved,  i 

Ueod! 
How,  wbcD  effllctioD  bade  hit  ipirit  bleed. 
If  t  mre  a  Falher**  lera  or  Tjruit'i  vntb  de- 

XIII. 
Oh  !  nwrrel  not,  if  then  he  aoDght  lo  trace 
In  all  lublimidei  of  light  and  eoand. 
In  nuhing  wiDds  th&t  wander  Ihroogh  all  (pace 

Or^mtdit  deep  wcx^dfl,  with  holy  gloom  embrown'd, 
The  oraciea  of  Fite  !  or  if  tho  train 
or  floating'  forma,  that  throne  the  world  of  alccp, 
And  loandi  that  ribrate  on  the  alumbercr's  brain 
When  mortal  voicei  reit  in  atillnen  deep. 
Were  deem'd  myalcrioiu  revclationi,  wat 
From  TiewleM  powerr,  the   lord*  of  each  dread 
demenL 

XIV. 
Wae  not  wild  Nature,  in  that  eider-time, 
Clothed  with  ■  deeper  power  f— earth's  wander. 

Fdplonng  realmi  of  Mdttnde  niblime, 

Not  aa  IM  ace,  beheld  her  awful  face ! 

Art  had  not  tamed  the  roighlf  Bcenei  wliicb  met 

Tbeir  aearching  ejea ;  unpeopled  kingdoini  la; 

In  aavage  pomp  be  tore  tliem — all  wai  yd 

Silent  and  Tiat,  bat  not  ai  in  dccuj. 

And  the  bright  da^itar,  from  faia  burning  throne, 

Look'd  o'er  a  tbouaand  aluwea,  onlrodden,  vinca- 

XV. 

The  fbreata  in  their  dark  laioriance  waved. 
With  oil  their  awoll  of  atrange  £cdian  aound  ; 
The  fearihl  deep,  aole  region  ne'er  enilaved, 
lUaTcd,  in  ita  pomp  of  terror,  daikl;  mnnd  ; 
Then,  brooding  o'er  the  imagea,  imprest 
Bj  tbrnu  of  grandcar  thronging  on  hta  eye. 
And  Ikiat  tndltiona,  guarded  in  hia  broort, 
'Midat  dim  remembrance*  of  iafancj, 
Man  (haped  uneartlilj  proaencea,  in  dreama, 
Peopling  eoch  wilder  liaunt  of  muuntaina,  groves, 


XVI. 

Tb«D  bled  tho  victim— then  in  emr^  shade 
Of  rock  or  lurf  arow  the  votive  ahrine ; 
Fear  bow'd  bebre  tlie  phantoms  she  portrar'd, 
And  Nature  teeiu'd  with  mtn;  a  mjsllc  sign. 
MfllDors,  and  ilornif,  and   Uiondura!  je  whoao 

E'er  ^t  ia  awiiil  to  Ih'  enlightan'd  efa. 
As,  wildl;  rt>thinf  from  jour  secret  source, 
Yodr  sounding  chariot  sweeps  the  realms  on  high, 
riier.  o'er  the  esrth  prophetic  gloom  je  cLst, 
And  the  widrnstiona  gnied,  and  Iroinblct'  is  yc 


Nnrlured  with  flame,  bright  allara  of  the  si. 

To  whose  fiir  climes  the  spirit,  vainlj  toiniii^. 

Would  pierce  the  secrets  of  inflnilv — 

To  70U  the  heart,  berefl  of  other  light. 

Its  first  deep  homage  paid,  on  Eastern  plaiiii, 

Where  Day  hath  terrors,  hut  msjoalie  Night, 

Calm  in  her  pomp,  magnificently  reigns, 

Ctoudleas  and  silent,  circled  with  the  nee 

Of  some  unnnmber'd  orbs,  that  light  llw  dq)tla 

XVIII. 

Shine  on  !  and  brightly  pioad  for  erring  thought, 

Whoae  wing,  unaided  in  its  course,  explored 

The  wide  creation,  and  beholding  nought 

Like  jour  eternal  bcaulj,  then  adored 

IlB  living  splendours  1  deeming  lliem  inlorm'd 

By  noluros  lemper'd  with  a  holier  iiro — 

Pure  bcinga,  with  ethereal  effluence  warm'd. 

Who  lo  Uio  source  of  spirit  might  aaplre. 

And  mortal  privets  beiiignantly  convey 

*"  preaimng  Power,  more  awful  far  than 


XVII. 


they. 


XIX. 


Guides  o'er  the  desert  and  the  deep '.  to  you 
The  aeaman  tum'd,  rejoicing  at  the  helm. 
When  from  the  regions  of  empyreal  bins 
Yc  pour'd  soft  radiance  o'er  the  ocean.realm ; 
To  you  the  dweller  of  the  plains  addreas'd 
Vain  prayers,  that  called  the  clouds   and   dewi 

your  own ; 
To  you  the  ahcphcrd,  on  tho  mountain'a  crest, 
Kindled  the  fires  that  far  through  midnight  shone, 
Ai  carlh  vrnuld  light  up  all  her  hills,  to  vie 
With  your  immoml  boat,  and  image  bMklfaetkf. 

XX. 

Hail  (o  the  queen  of  heaven  ',  her  ailvor;  crawn 

Serenely  wearing,  o'er  her  hieh  domain 

She  walks  in  brightnesa,  looking  oloudlaaa  down 

Ai  if  lo  smile  on  her  lerrcatrial  reign. 

Earth  shnuld  be  hnsb'd  in  ilumber—but  the  night 

Call*  forth  her  worshippers;  the  feast  ii  sproBd, 

On  hoary  Lebanon's  umbrageous  height 

The  shrmo  is  raised,  tin  rich  libation  abed 

To  her,  whose  beams  iUnme  those  eedar.abadai 

Faintly  aa  Nature'i  light  the  'wilder'd  aoul  po. 


XXI. 


Through 


own  cast  what  joyoua  ri 


I  pr* 


What  clioral  annga  re-echo'd  !  while  thy  fire 
Shone  o'er  its  thousand  altars,  and  exhaled 
The  precious  incense  of  each  odorous  pyre. 
P«ap'd  w:<h  the  rii-.hcBt  bolma  of  apicy  vale*. 
And  atomatic  wuid^  tht!  klM  the  Atabisu  ga.«a 
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Vet  not  with  Saba'i  fragrant  wealth  aloo^ 
Balnm  aod  myrrh,  the  votive  pile  wu  ■trew'd ; 
For  lbs  duk  children  oT  the  burning  ion« 


lli|d;  with  pityiD{  eye,  thine  angel  TJew'd, 
And,  though  with  glory  maatled,  and  wrens 
In  hia  own  liilnen  of  beatitude, 

V«l  fnnnffl'rt  Cr  tknaA  ishnaA  ■niril*  frnm  tK*  ■ 


In  hia  own 

Yet  amnrn' 
Caught  mt 


fulnen  of  beatitude, 
I'd  lor  thou  nhoM  qiirita  from  thy  n 
:  one  tnnaiont  apork  oT  intellectual  da 


XXIII. 


But  earth  had  deeper  itaina ;  ethereal  poiren 
BoBignent  ferapha!  wont  to  lean  the  akiea, 
And  liold  high  converaa,  'midit  hia  native  boweia, 
With  the  once  gtoriom  son  of  Paradiae, 
Look'd  ye  from  heaven  in  aadneai  7  wore  you 

Of  choral  praiae  auapended  in  diamay. 
When  the  polluted  ahriao  of  Svria'a  pleina. 
With  clouda  of  incenK  dimm'd  the  bUie  of  dsyl 
Or  did  ye  veil  indignantly  your  eyea, 
While  demona  baii'd  the  pomp  at  human  MCti 
fieel 

XXIV. 

And  wall  ths  powera  of  evil  might  rejoice, 
When  roae  fropi  Tophet'i  vale  Uie  exulling  cry. 
And,  deaf  to  nalure'a  aupplicaljng  voico, 
The  frantic  mother  bore  her  child  to  die  ! 
Around  her  vainly  clung  hia  feeble  hands 
With  ucred  inalinct :  love  hath  loit  iu  iwaj. 
While  mthlea*  leal  the  aacriSce  demuida. 
And  the  iirea  blaie,  impatient  for  their  prey. 
Let  not  hia  ahrieks  reveal  the  dreadful  tale! 
Weli  may  the  drum'i  loud  peal  o'erpower  an  in 


EaiVa  wail ! 

XXV. 
A  voice  of  (OTTow .'  not  ftom  thence  it  roae ; 
T  was  not  the  childlen  mother— Syrian  maida. 


ieep  tearful  vigil  in  tlieir  naliv 
IVitn  ('irre  and  plaint  (he  ccdai 
FUeh  t^ick'B  d 


WitI 


'a  deep  echo  for  AdoniB  mouma  : 
Weep  for  the  dead  '. — awa  v '.  the  tost  is  tinmd, 
To  lift  and  love  the  buried  god  retuma  1 
Then  wakes  the  timbrel — then  the  Ibreata  ring, 
And  shouts  of  freniied  ioy  are  on  each  breeze*) 

XXVI. 

Bnt  fiU'd  with  holrar  joy  the  Peraian  atood. 
In  silent  reverence,  on  the  mountain's  brow. 
At  early  dayapring,  while  the  eapaading  flood 
Of  radionco  burnt  around,  above,  below — 
Bright,  boundtens  as  ctcmily ;  he  gazed 
'ntlhis  full  Boul,  imbibing  heaven,  o'erllow'd 
111  worship  iif  (h'  Invisible,  and  pniaed 
f  n  thee.  O  Run  !  the  aymbol  and  abode 


XXVII. 

What  if  his  thonglilB,  with  erring  fcaidiiei^  favB 

Mysterious  aanetity  to  thinga  which  wear 

Th'  ElemaVa  impress  T — if  the  living  wave. 

The  drcltng  heavens,  the  live  and  bcnndlesa  air — 

If  the  pure  fonnts  of  ererlaating'  Same, 

Deep  in  his  eoonlry'a  hallow'd  vale*  enahrioed. 

And  the  bright  atart,  maintain'd  a  aQent  claim 

To  love  and  homage  from  his  swihstrDck  mindT 

Still  with  hia  spirit  dwelt  a  loAy  dream 

Of  uncreated  Powei,  far,  far  o'er  thcaa  soprera^ 


To  Jadih's  harp  of  pi   , 

if  whose  yet  nnbom  and  distant  fama 
The  mighty  voico  of  loipiralion  anng. 
He  came,  the  victor  Cyrna  I— as  he  pasi'd 
Thrones  lo  his  foolalep  rock'd,  end  inonaTcha  lay 
SupjJiant  and  clothed  with  dust)  while  naticraa 

caat 
Their  ancient  idols  down  before  lia  way, 
Who,  in  majestic  march,  fVom  shore  to  ■bore, 
Tbe  quenchleaa  flame  revered  by  Foaia'a  ohil- 

dren  bore.      ^ 


SCENES  AND  PASSAGES  FROM  THE 
"TASSO"  OP  GOETHE.! 

Tbc  dnmslic  poem  of  "Tasso,"  though  pre. 
mting  no  changeful  pageants  of  many^xilourad 
life  —  no  combination  of  stirring  incidents,  not 
ct  of  lenipaslaaua  pasaions — la  jet  ricb  in 
inteicat  for  those  who  finil — 


a  a  picture  of  the  atruggle  between  element* 
which  never  can  aasiinilale — uowera  whose  do- 
in  is  over  spheres  csscntully  adverse ;  be- 
tween the  spirit  of  poetry  and  the  spirit  of  the 
world.    Why  is  it  that  this  collision  is   almost 
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iurariably  fitti  to  tha  ^ntler  isd  Uw  holier  di. 
tare!  ^ome  mttter-mindi  hive,  iDdecd,  winjced 
their  wi;  through  the  lumnlti  of  crowdod  life, 
like  [he  wa-bird  deiTiog  the  itorm  from  which  ita 
pinioni  oome  forth  oiutaincd  ;  bot  Ibera  needii  ■ 
celciUil  panoply,  with  whidi  few  indeed  are 
giRed,  to  iie^  the  beira  of  geniiu  not  only  un- 
bounded, but  unioiled,  through  the  biUle ;  uid 
tw  iVequently  the  reault  of  the  poet's  lingering 
aiiiT  from  ita  batter  home  hu  been  mentU  degra- 
dation and  unlimclj  death.  Let  ua  not  be  unHer- 
atoud  aa  requiring  tin  hia  ffell-being  an  absotule 
■eeloiioa  train  tba  world  and  ita  iatereele.  /Ai 
nature,  if  the  abiding-place  of  Ifae  true  light  be 
indeed  within  him,  ia  endowed  abovo  all  olheis 
with  the  lendcrost  and  moat  widely-embrncing 
ajinpatbiea.  Not  alone  from  "  the  thingi  of  the 
ereilaating  hill*,"  fn>m  the  itornii  or  Um  ailence 
of  midni^t  ■iuea,'Vill  he  leek  the  grandeur  and 
Iba  beauty  which  hare  their  central  residence  in 
a  bl  more  majcaUc  (ample.  Mountalai,  and 
rima,  and  mighly  wooda,  the  oalhedrila  of  na. 
tare — theae  will  have  their  part  in  hit  picturea  ; 
but  their  colouring  and  aliadowa  will  not  be 
wlxJly  the  ^fl  of  riiing  or  departing  auna,  nor  of 
the  night  with  all  her  alara ;  it  will  be  a  vaiTing 
iofiluion  ftvm  tlie  life  within,  from  the  glowing 
doadi  of  thought  and  leeling,  which  mantle  wil£ 
Ibetr  cbangetiS  drapery  all  eiteraat  creation. 

"WennJTtbalwbalinitn. 

Aii4  ia  «r  Hh  tloii*  4aH  BiWi*  Un." 
Let  the  poet  bear  into  the  rsceoMS  of  woods  and 
dtadowy  billa  a  heart  foll-ftaught  with  the  lym- 
pathiea  which  will  ban  been  Ibatereil  by  inter- 
ODUiie  with  his  Itind — a  memory  covered  with  tlie 
Moret  inscriptioni  wbieh  joy  and  lorrew  could 
not  fiul  indehUy  to  write— then  will  the  voice  of 
every  itream  reapond  to  him  in  tones  of  gladneaa 
or  melancholy,  accordant  with  IboM  of  his  own 
•ocd;  and  he  himaell^  by  Ibe  might  of  f^lingii 
intenaely  human,  may  breathe  the  living  apirit  of 
the  Oracle  into  the  reaonnding  cavern  or  the  whla- 

Gring  oak.  We  thnt  admit  it  eaaenlial  to  hie 
gh  olfieo,  that  the  chamber*  of  imagery  in  the 
heart  of  tba  poet  moat  be  filled  witK  materials 
moulded  from  the  aorrowa,  the  affiietionB,  tba  Soiy 
trials,  and  immortal  longinga  of  the  human  kiuI. 
Where  love,  and  faith,  and  anguish,  meet  and 
eootend;  where  ll^  tones  of  prater  an  wrung 
thxn  the  auflbring  apirit — tiara  lie  bit  veina  of 
tieaaare;  there  are  the  sweet  walen  ready  to  Sow 
from  the  itricken  rock.    But  he  will  not  seek  them 


make  tport  tor  the  aont  and  daughters  of  ftshion. 
Whilst  he  ahnns  no  brotherly  commanion  with 
his  kind,  be  will  ever  reserve  to  his  nature  the 
iwwer  or>el/-oommnnioa,  silent  hmrs  fin^— 
"TbakarTaKar  Uia«o>Mari 
Tbit  tKiM^  tat  ilHia  on  huawa  h«fl," 

and  inviolate  retreats  in  the  deptlw  of  his  being — 
ftoBtains  lone  and  atill,  upon  which  only  the  eye 
•)t  heaven  ahinos  down  in  its  hallowed  serenity. 
80  have  those  who  make  ua  "  heir*  at  triUh  uid 


freedom  by  immortal  laya,"  ever  preservid  tlit 
calm  iDtelleetuil  ether  in  which  Ihc^  live  and 

move  from  the  taint  of  worldly  infection;  and  il 
appears  the  object  of  Goctlic,  in  the  work  before 
ui,  to  make  the  gifled  spirit  eaddcr  and  wiacr  by 
the  contcmplntion  of  one,  which,  having  told  ila 
birtiiriEht  and  atuopcd  from  ita  "  privacy  of  gto. 
riout  light,"  is  forced  into  pcrpelusi  contact  with 
things  ossentialty  of  llio  earth  earthy.  Oania  has 
spoken  of  what  the  Italian  poets  mutt  hate 
leamcd  but  too  feelingly  under  their  prolectlng 
princH — the  bitUr  taalo  of  anolhci's  bread,  tha 
weary  steps  by  which  the  stairs  of  anollier's  house 
Breaacended;  but  it  is  suffering  of  a  more  tpiritoal 
natare  which  ia  here  portrayHl.  Would  that  the 
courtly  patronage,  at  Uic  ahrine  of  which  the  Ita. 
lion  muse  hat  to  often  waved  her  censer,  bad  im- 
posed DO  teverei  tasks  upon  its  votaries  than  lbs 
faaliioning  of  thn  snow  statue  which  it  required 
Irom  the  genius  of  Mlcliaet  Angelo !  The  atory 
of  Taaso  is  fraught  with  yet  deeper  meaning, 
thoogh  il  it  not  from  tlie  period  of  hit  most  ago- 
liiing  ttiala  that  the  materials  of  Goethe's  work 
re  drawn.  The  poet  it  here  inttoducsd  to  ns  aa 
youth  at  the  court  ofFcrraia;  visionary,  enthn. 
aiastic,  keenly  alive  to  tba  aplendoiu  of  tbe  gor- 
geous world  around  him,  tfarowing  bimtelf  pat. 
tionately  upon  the  current  of  every  newly-cicited 
feeling ;  a  creature  of  sadden  lights  and  ahadowt, 
of  restless  atrivinga  after  ideal  perfection,  of  ex. 
utUliona  and  of  agonies.  Why  ia  it  thnt  tbe 
being  thus  eihibited  u  endowed  with  all  these 
Irenibiing  capacities  for  joy  and  pain — with  noble 
aspiratiooa  and  fervid  eloquence,  f^ils  to  excite  a 
rerenlial  intereit,  a  more  tender  sdmlra. 
le  is  wanting  in  dignity,  in  tbe  sustain. 
_  cioutnest  of  nis  own  high  mission  ;  he 
has  M  city  of  rcAige  within  himself;  and  thus — 


hai  tbe  power  to  shake  hia  whole  tout  from  its 
pride  of  place.  He  ia  thus  borne  down  by  tba 
cold  triumphant  woridlineaa  of  tbe  courtier  An* 
lonio,  from  the  collision  with  whom,  and  tbe 
mistaken  endeavour  of  Taato's  frienda  to  recon. 
cile  naturea  dissimilar  aa  the  aylph  and  gnome  of 
fanciful  creations,  the  confljcling  elements  of  the 
piece  are  chieSy  derived.  There  are  impressive 
lessons  to  be  dravm  irom  the  contemplation  of 
these  acenes,  though,  perhaps,  it  is  not  quite  that 
that  we  could  have  wished  Aim  dGlinealed  who 
"  poured  his  apirit  over  Paleatina  i"  sod  it  is  oc- 
casionally almost  too  painful  to  behold  the  high- 
minded  Taaso,  recognised  by  hia  country  at  aik 
^erior  wiiA  (At  twmrd  and  Uu  put  fa  all  mta, 
ttruggliog  in  ao  ignoble  an  arena,  ind  finally 
Dverpoweied  bjBO  unworthy  an  antagonitL  Tliit 
world  is  indeed  "too  much  with  at,"  and  but  too 
powerfn]  is  oIleD  its  withering  breath  upon  tlia 
ethareal  luturia  of  love,  devotion,  and  enthusiasu. 
which,  in  other  regiona.— 

-  Hm,  bMt  MsM  taUMi  kweiB.  bat  sM  iaikboD  •' 
Yet  who  has  net  known  viotoriois  moments,  in 
which  the  ligbUj-ariued  genii  of  ri4icnle  hav* 
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qiiailod!  —  the  coDTentJookl  hrait  of  lift  Iutb 
Hhrunk  u  ■  ihiivclbd  scroll  belbre  tbe  IlfanricI 

touch  of  (ome  giiDcrouj  tmling.  Mine  hieh  *nd 
ovcnhmlawing  paiiioa  taddenlj  innued  trora  the 
InnUMt  recenei  of  Uie  Toldcd  uul,  ind  tUikiag 
the  Gtoclric  chain  which  inyiterioiiily  connceti 
■11  liumnnity  I  We  coald  litre  wiibed  that  nme 
Hich  thrilling  motnaat  had  been  liere  intioduced 
by  the  mighty  maitoT  of  Germanj ;  Kimelbing  lo 
rclievD  the  loo  coatinuona  impression  of  inherent 
wcakncn  in  the  caune  of  the  vanqniahed ;  some- 
thinj  or  a  tranamntiDg  power  in  the  sonl  of  Tea- 
■0,  lo  glorily  the  clouda  wliich  accumalale  iroand 
il — la  turn  them  into  "  coutiD^cncisi  of  pomp" 
by  Ihs  interpenclralion  of  its  own  celcatiai  light. 
Yet  ire  approach  with  lererence  the  nark  of  a 
noble  handj  and,  whilst  entering  upon  our  taak 
of  tranalation,  we  acknowledge,  in  humility,  tbe 
fi:ebloncaa  i^  all  endeavour  to  |ioar  into  the  T«ae 
of  another  language  the  eicjuiaite!]'  subtle  spirit 
of  Goclbe'a  poetry — to  transplojit  and  nalaraliie 
the  delicate  felicities  of  thought  and  oipression 
by  which  Ihia  piecs  is  so  eminently  distingniahBd. 
The  visionsry  rapture  which  taki 


which  the  youthflil  poet  has  aorccly  yet 

ledged  to  bimaelfi  is  thus  portrajed  in  ooo  of  the 

"Let  me  then  bear  the  burden  of  roj  bliss 

To  some  deep  grore,  that  oft  bath  veil'd  my  grief; 

There  let  me  ronm  in  soliinde;  no  eye 

Shall  (hen  recall  the  triumph  undeserved. 

And  if  some  abining  lountiin  soddenly 

On  its  clear  mirror  <o  my  sight  ibould  girs 


Then  will  I  dream  that  on  the  enchanted  wave 
I  see  Elysium  |Mcturcd!    1  will  ask. 
Who  is  the  bleis'd  deputed  one?— the  yonUt 
From  long-pait  sgss  with  bis  gloriona  wreath  1 
Who  (haU  rcTeal  hU  nantel  — who  apeak  bU 

Oh !  that  another  and  another  there 

Might  prcsa,  with  him  to  hold  bright  eommanlng! 

Might  1  bat  soo  tbe  minstrels  and  the  chiefs 

Of  the  old  time  or  that  pure  fuuotainjide 

For  crermore  inseparably  Irnk'd 

Aa  they  were  link'd  in  hfe  !    Not  steel  to  steel 

It  bound  more  closely  by  the  magnet's  power 

Than  tbe  same  alriring  aller  lofty  tbinga 

Doth  bind  the  bard  and  warrior.     Hoiner'a  lift 

Was  •elf-forgelAilnes* :  he  pour'd  it  forth, 

One  rich  litalion  to  snother'a  fame; 

And  .Meiander  throngh  th'  Elyrian  grove 

To  seek  Achilles  and  hia  poet  fliet. 

Might  1  behold  thnr  meeting !" 

Out  he  is  a  reed  shaken  with  the  wind.  An- 
tonio reaches  the  Court  of  Ferrara  at  this  criaia, 
■n  all  the  ioiportance  of  a  soccoufiil  negotiation 
witli  IHa  Vatican.    He  strikes  down  tlie  wing  of 


lbs  poet's  delicate  Imagiiutiao  with  the  arrow! 
of  a  careless  irony  ;  and  Tssso  is  lor  a  time  com 
fielelj  dsnted  and  overpowered  by  the  woridlj 
acience  of  the  shilliil  diplomatist.  Tbe  deeper 
wisdom  of  hia  own  aimplicity  is  yet  veiled  from 
hi)  eyes.  Liftaeemi  to  pass  before  him,  as  per- 
trayed  by  the  diacunrse  of^Anloaio,  like  a  mighty 
triumjAal  [wocesaion,  in  the  ajutting  movementa 
and  clarion  sonndi  of  which  be  alone  has  ito 
ahtre ;  and,  at  but,  the  forma  of  liean^  peopling 
hi*  own  apiillual  world,  seem  lo  disaolve  into 
clouda.  even  into  faint  alisdowa  of  elonda,  befcre 
tiie  strong  glare  of  the  eiletnal  world,  leaving  hi* 
imaginalion  b>  a  detotata  bouse,  whence  light  and 
muaic  have  departed.  He  (hn*  pours  loith,  wbel 
alone  wilh  the  Princesa  Leonora,  Um  impresaiona 
produced  upoo  him  by  Antonio's  descriptiona : — 

"Hiey  slill  disturb  my  heart — 
Still  do  they  crowd  my  soul  tamulluousl; — 
The  troubling  images  of  that  vast  work!. 
Which— living,  restleaa,  fearful  aa  it  is— 
Ye^  ■(  the  bidding  of  one  maater-mind, 
E'en  as  commonded  by  a  demi-god, 
Seema  to  fulfil  ita  CDur>e.     With  eagemeHs, 
Yea,  with  a  strange  delight,  mv  aoul  drank  in 
Tbe  strong  words  of  the  experienced ;  but,  ala* ! 
The  more  I  lialen'd,  atiU  the  more  I  sank 
In  mine  own  eyea;  1  aeem'd  to  die  away 
As  mto  soaM  faint  echo  of  tbe  rocks 
A  shadowy  sound — a  nothing  !" 

There  is  loinelhing  of  a  very  toacbing  boan^ 
In  the  character  of  the  Princes*  Leonora  d'Esle. 
She  does  not,  iodsed,  resemble  some  of  th«  lovely 

beings  delineated  by  Sbakspeare  —  the  females, 
"graceful  without  design,  and  unforeaoeing,"  in 
whom,  even  nnder  the  presture  of  heaviest  ca- 
lamity, it  is  eaay  lo  diacem  the  existence  of  lh« 
sunny  and  gtadaome  naiare  which  wonU  spriBg 
up  wilh  fawn.lika  buoyancy,  were  btit  the  craib> 
ing  weight  wilbdrawn.  The  ipirit  of  Leonoft 
baa  l>ecn  at  once  elevated  and  subdued  bv  early 
trial ;  high  thoughts,  like  messengers  from  heaven, 
have  been  its  viaitanta  in  the  sahludc  of  the  aick- 
chamber  ;  and  looking  upon  life  and  creation,  aa 
it  were,  through  the  soOening  veil  of  remembered 
auSering,  il  hat  aettled  into  aueh  majestic  lovell. 
nosa  aa  the  Italian  paintera  delight  to  shadow  ktlh 
on  the  calm  brow  of  their  Aladonna.  Il*  very 
tendemeasis  aeir-reaignation ;  ita  inner  eiiatenca 
serene  yet  sad — "a  being  breathing  llKMightfU 
breath."  She  i*  worshipped  by  Ibe  poet  aa  hie 
tutelary  angel,  and  her  secret  aSection  for  him 
might  almost  become  that  character.  It  has  all 
the  deep  devotcdnesa  of  a  woman's  heart,  with 
the  Btill  purity  of  a  acrapliic  guardiiD,  taking  no 
pari  in  the  ponionale  dreams  of  earthly  happineaa. 
She  leela  his  genius  with  a  reverential  appreci- 
ation i  she  watches  over  it  with  a  religions  ten 
dcrness,  for  ever  interposing  to  screen  its  unftlo- 
ing  powers  from  every  ruder  breath.  She  rcjojoe* 
in  hi*  presence  as  a  flower  filling  its  enp  with 
gladness  from  the  morning  light;  yet,  preftrrina 
hu   wellbcing  lo  all  earthly  thing*,  abe  woai* 
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meekly  aSbr  np,  for  Ihe  knowledge  of  bii  diituil 
hip|HDe»,  eveo  Ibe  AilDea*  of  that  only  Bnd  un. 
nttenble  ioy.  A  deep  feeling  of  woro»n'»  lot  on 
e«rth  —  ttta  lot  of  ondnrEnco  ind  of  iicrifiG<  — 
(com*  STsr  prcMDt  to  her  eoul,  ukI  ipetki  cha- 
rncteritticallr  in  tliew  Unei,  with  which  ihs  re- 
pliei  Co  a  wuh  of  Tino'i  In  Uw  relarn  of  the 
golden  eye  :— 

"When  earth  hu  men  to  morence  female  lfarf«, 
To  know  the  (raarare  of  rich  tralh  and  lore. 
Set  deep  within  a  higb-eoui'd  wonum'*  breart ; 
When  the  reoHmhrance  of  our  euniiner  priiMi 
Keepa  brightly  in  man'a  heart  a  boly  pkce ; 
When  the  keen  glooce  tjial  pteroea  through  >o 

LookB  alM  tenderly  through  that  dim  Tcit 

By  lime  or  aicknen  bung  roand  drooping  fenoa ; 

when  the  poaaeaaion,  alilling  ererj  wiih, 

Drawa  not  deaire  away  to  other  wealth — 

A  brighter  dayapring  tlwn  tor  tia  may  dawn. 

Then  may  we  lolenuiiM  oor  golden  age." 

A  character  thaa  meditative,  a&ectionale,  and 
adtaecluding,  woold  naturally  be  peculiarly  len. 
aitiva  to  the  Hcret  intimationa  of  coming  eorrow  : 
Ibreboding*  of  eril  uiiia  in  her  mind  from  [he 
Botipathj  BO  apparent  belwesn  Tun  and  Anto- 
nio ;  and,  afler  learning  that  (he  cold  keen  irony 
of  tin  latter  hai  IrritatM  the  poet  almost  to  freniy, 
abe  Ihoa,  to  her  l¥iend  Leonora  de  Saoiibile,  re. 
pMachea  herMlT  for  not  hifing  liatened  lo  the 
nonilcry  whiapen  of  her  eoul ; — 

"  Alaa !  that  we  ao  alowly  team  to  hood 
71w  aeervt  aigna  and  omena  of  the  breaal! 
All  oracle  apraka  low  within  our  hnrta. 
Low,  atitl,  yet  clear,  iti  prophet  Toice  larcwaroi 
What  to  porme,  wtuit  ahim. 


When  he  and  I^im  meL" 

She  Bilmtta  to  her  IKend  the  neceaiily  for  hia 
departnre  froot  Ferrar* ;  but  Ibna  reierbs  with 
fondly  clinging  remembrance,  to  Ihe  lime  whcu 
1m  finvt  became  known  lo  her  ;■ 


Had  paaa'd  away  ;  from  long:,  long  auffenng  freed, 
I  lifted  op  mt  brow,  and  (i&nlly 
Oued  upon  Uft  agtin. — The  aanay  day, 
Ths  aweet  looka  of  my  kindred,  made  a  light 
or  gladnesa  round  me,  snd  my  frcahen'd  heart 
Drank  the  rich  healing  balm  of  hope  once  men 
Then  onward,  thnmgh  the  fclowing  world  I  dared 


Is  to  Iian  gather'd  Into  Ihe  full  foul 
loalieublo  weeilh  ! 

Prin.  Oh !  pruciona  Ihinga— 

Tlie  richly  graced,  the  ciquliile,  are  Ihinga 
To  Giar.  to  love  with  Irembliog  I — beautil'ul 
'   "'     pure  flamo  when  on  thy  hearth  it  ahinea, 


Lad  by  a  aialer'a  hand,  before  me  atood, 
And  my  aoul  clung  to  him  e'en  then,  O  friend 
To  cling  for  erermoie. 

Let.  Lament  it  not, 

Hjr  princcai!  —  to  ban  known  hearcn'a  gifted 


D I  ruin  aweepa  along  ita  &tal  path !" 

She  then  annmneea  ber  determination  lomake 
the  aacrilice  of  hia  aociety,  in  which  alone  bet 
being  eeenu  to  Snd  ila  rulloomplelion. 

**  Aloa !  dear  friend,  my  aoul  indeed  ia  fii'd— 
Let  him  depart ! — yet  cannot  I  bat  Icel 
Even  now  the  ladneaa  of  long  daya  to  Come; 
Tlie  cold  void  left  me  by  a  luet  delight  t 
No  more  ahall  Bunriu  (ram  my  opening  eye 
Chgae  hia  briglit  image  glorified  in  dreaiaa; 
Gild  hope  to  see  him  aha II  no  longer  atir 
With  joyoaa  llutteringi  my  acarcc-waken'd  aoul 
And  vainly,  vainly,  through  yon  garden  bowen^ 
Amidst  the  dewy  ahailowa,  my  Gnt  look 
Shall  aeokliUtbrm!  Howbiiaarul  waathelbooght 
With  him  to  aharo  each  golden  evening'*  peaoe  t 
How  grew  tlie  longing,  bonr  by  boor,  to  read 
Hie  apirit  yet  mora  deeply  !     Day  by  day 
How  my  own  being,  tuned  to  happine**. 
Gave  forth  a  voice  of  finer  hanaony  1 — 
Mow  ia  the  Iwilieht  jtloom  aniDnd  ma  &llan: 
The  tulal  day,  the  ega'i  magniScenoe, 
All  richea  of  this  many^colour'd  world. 
What  are  Ihej  now  I— dim,  aouUeaa,  deaolale! 
VeiI'd  in  the  cloud  that  einiia  upon  my  faoarl — 
Onco  was  each  day  a  life  ! — each  care  waa  mnto, 
Even  the  low  boding  hunli'd  within  the  aanl. 
And  the  pmooth  watara  of  a  gliding  ati««m| 
Without  Iho  rudder')  aid,  bore  lightly  on 
Onr  fairy  bark  of  joy  l" 


hem.  If  Ihe  kind  word*  of  flitndabip  cannot 

The  Btilt  awcct  inflaencoa  of  tbia  fair  world 
lall  win  thee  back  tmconectoualy  to  peace 
/"rln.  Yea,  beautiful  it  ia  '.  the  glowing  world  I 
So  many  a  joy  kcepi  flitting  lo  and  fro. 
In  at)  ila  pulha,  and  ever,  ever  aeema 
One  atep,  hit  on&— removed— tilt  our  fond  thirat 
For  the  Blill  fading  fonntain,  atep  by  atep, 
Lursa  to  the  grave  1 — ao  aeldora  do  «re  find 
What  aecm'd  by  Nature  moulded  for  our  love. 
And  tor  our  bliia  endow'd — or,  if  we  find. 
So  aeldom  lo  oor  jeoming  hearta  can  hold  ! 
That  which  once  freely  made  ilaelf  our  own 


)t  the  dark  c1ood»  are  gnthormg  within  U* 
t  of  Taaw)  ilaelf.  and  the  devotedneaa  M'afCo 
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JoD  would  i(  TUD  «TcK  their  lightninga  b;  the 
Mcrilice  of  nil  iU  ovn  pure  enjojinients.  In  the 
•olitary  conGnemenl  U>  which  the  Duke  hu  len- 
lenced  bim,  db  i  pamehment  for  hij  duel  nilh 
AntoDio,  hii  jenJoui  imigination,  liko  that  of  the 
■ell-torturing  Rouucau,  picture*  the  whole  narld 
la  nrriycd  in  one  conspiracj  Bgiiaat  him,  >nd  ho 
doubts  even  of  her  truth  sud  genlleneei  whoM 
watching  thoughta  &rc  sll  Tor  hia  welfare.  "The 
tbltowing  panagBj  affectingl;  mark  the  progreu 
of  the  dark  deapondcncy  which  Rndly  orerwhelmi 
him,  thouvh  the  concluding  linea  of  the  lut  are 
brightened  by  &  raj  of  tho«  immortal  hope*,  the 
light  of  which  we  conid  have  deeired  to  fecwoiat 
more  Irequentl;  in  thitdocpl;  thouehtful  woA  :— 


"  Alai !  loo  well  I  Ibel,  too  true  ■  voice 
Within  me  whiapera,  that  the  Might;  Power 
Which,  on  laitainln^  wing*  of  itrength  and  jO/, 
Bean  up  the  healthrul  apirit,  will  but  cut 

Mine  to  the  eirlh— will  rend  ma  utterly  1 

I  mittt  away !" 


"Rightly  thou  tpcak'at — I  am  myself  do  mori 
And  yet  ia  worth  not  lees  than  I  have  been. 
Beem*  Ibi*  a  dsrk,  ilrange  riddle  I  Yet,  'tii  na 
The  gentle  moon  that  ghddena  Ihee  b;  night. 
Thine  eye,  thy  apirit  irroaialibly 
Winning  with  beama  ofloTe^mark:  haw  it  Soati 
Through  the  day'*  glare,  a  pale  and  powerlea* 


Without  that  pouring  forth  of  thought  and  song 

My  lite  t*  life  no  more ! 

Will  thon  forbid  the  eilbworm  to  *pin  on. 

When  hourly,  with  the  labour'd  line,  he  dtawa 

Nearer  to  doath  7 — in  fain  ! — the  cOatly  web 

Mutt  from  hia  inmoat  being  dill  be  wrought. 

Till  ho  lie*  wrapp'd  in  hi>  consummate  ahroad. 

Oh  I  that  a  gracioua  God  to  ua  may  give 

The  lot  of  that  bloaa'd  worm;  — to  aprend   &oe 


He  h  at  Inal  leleaaed,  and  admitted  into  the 
uinence  of  the  Princeaa  Leonora,  to  take  hia 
l0B*e  of  her  before  commencing  a  distant  Journey. 
Notwithstanding  hia  preTiout  double  of  her  inter- 
eat  in  him,  ho  is  overcome  by  the  pitying  tender. 
ue**  of  her  manner,  and  breaks  into  a  alrain  of 
(aUBionate  gratitude  and  enthuiiuni: — 

"  Thou  art  the  aanie  pure  angel,  a*  when  fir*( 
riiy  ndiaoco  croM'd  my  path.    Forgive,  forgive, 
U  Gv  a  moment,  in  his  blind  despair 


The   mntU'a  InNibled   glanoe  bath  read   tLaa 

Once  more  be  knowa  thee !    Hia  expanding  mhiI 
Flowi  forth  to  worahip  thee  for  evemora. 
And  hia  tiill  heart  ditaolvea  in 


I*  it  IbIm  light  which  drawi  me  on  to  thee  T 
la  it  dehrinm  ? — la  it  thooghl  inspired,  ^ 

And  grasping  first  high  truth  divinely  clear! 
Tee!  tie  even  so — the  leeting  which  alona 
Can  make  me  bleaa'd  oo  earth '." 

The  wildneaa  of  hia  ecatasy  at  latf  teniGe*  hb 
gentle  protectrea*  from  him ;  bo  i*  tbraaken  by 
tU  BB  a  bcmg  loat  in  hopeleas  delusion,  and  bebijt 
left  alone  to  the  insulting  pity  of  Anlooio,  hi* 
strength  of  heart  ia  utterly  niMued;  he  [■—*■"- 
ately  newaila  his  weakness,  and  even  cast*  down 
his  apirit  ahnost  in  wondering  ■dmiration  before 
the  calm  tell^coUectednev  of  bis  enemy,  who 
himself  seems  at  last  almost  melted  by  the  ex> 
tremity  of  the  poet's  desolation,  u  tbu*  pooled 


light  w 

From  thoughta  of  Ainf— I  c 

One  thing  along  remains— Mine  moomfal  boiMi — 

Nature  on  ua,  her  luSbnng  children,  showers 

The  gift  of  tear* — the  impassion'd  cry  of  grieC 

When  man  can  bear  no  more; — and  withetywoa^ 

With  mine  above  all  others,  hath  been  linked 

Sad  music,  piercing  eloquence,  to  pour 

AU,  all  its  fubesa  Ibrth  I     To  me  a  God 

Hath  giien  strong  utletance  for  mine  agony,    - 

When  others,  in  their  deep  despair,  are  mido! 


Thou  alandest  calm  and  atill,  thou  aoble  omii  ! 
I  seem  before  thee  as  the  troubled  wave : 
But  oh !  be  tboughtfnl  I— in  thy  lol^  strength 
Eiult  thon  not  I     By  nature's  might  alike 
That  rock  waa  fix'd,   that  quivering  wave  was 

■enaitive  of  storm !    She  aanda  her  lllaat%— 
The  living  water  flics — it  qnakes  and  swells. 
And  bows  down  tremblingly  with  breaking-loBm; 
Yet  onee  tliat  mirror  gave  the  bright  sun  back 
In  calm  transparence-— ^mce  the  gentio  stan 
Lay  Blill  upon  its  undulating  breast! 
Now  the  sweet  peace  is  gone — the  glory  now 
Departed  from  the  wave  !     I  know  myself 
No  more  in  Ibese  dark  perila,  and  no  mors 
I  blush  to  lose  that  knowledge.     Prom  the  berk 
Is  wrench'd  the  rudder,  and  through  all  it*  frmow 
The  quivering  vessel  groans.    Beneath  mr  fiist 
The  rocking  earth  gives  way — to  thee  I  cUnp— 
I  grasp  thee  with  mine  arms.    In  wild  despair 
So  doth  the  Btrufreliog  sailor  clasp  the  rock 
Whereon  he  periuie*  i" 


„t,i.a,G00glt' 


MISCELLANEOUS  FOEMS. 


wilhin,  unmingled  with  thn  torrori  drawn  fioro 
outward  circainatancn  and  ehimg|e.  The  uije*- 
licJinesiawhichBjnmhaiembodied  tbethaagbls 
of  ths  capliie  Tiuso,  will  foiiD  &  Sne  eofitratt 
■nd  relief  to  ths  music  of  despair  wilb  which 
Goetln's  woik  U  doKd ; — 

"  An  this  h&th  somewbnt  worn  me,  lad  miy  weu, 

Bui  inuil  be  borne.    I  stix^  not  to  deapiir. 

For  I  baia  baUled  with  mine  ■gMi]', 

And  mnde  me  wingi  wherewith  lo  overfly 

The  narrow  circus  of  ray  dungeon  wall ; 

And  freed  the  hoi;  sepulchre  from  thrall ; 

And  revell'd  amatig  men  and  things  diTine, 

And  ponrM  my  spirit  over  Patcstiae, 

In  honour  of  llio  ncred  war  for  Him, 

The  God  who  was  on  earth  and  ia  in  heaven ; 

For  Ht,  bat)i  strengthen'd  me  in  heart  and  limb. 

That  throQgh  this  suffbrancs  I  might  be  fbrgiven, 

I  hare  employ'd  mj  penantw  to  record 

How  3alem'i  shrino  was  won,  and  how  adored. 


Despoils  Iba   woodland'a  pomp,  the  bkoming 
Death  raiitB 


ENGLAND  AND  SPAIN;* 


VALOUR  AND  PATRIOTISM. 


AhI  ■«(  ns  mull  tiDi  bM  t»KUf -•  uaa."— rnw. 

Too  kmg  have  TftMiny  and  Power  combined. 
To  sway,  with  iron  sceptre,  o'er  mankind ; 
Long  has  Oppression  worn  Ih'  imperial  robe. 
And  Rapine's  sword  has  wasted  half  the  globe  '. 
O'er  Europe's  collured  realms,  and  climEg  afar, 
Triumphant  Osol  has  ponr'd  the  tide  of  war ; 
To  her  lair  Austria  Teil'd  the  atandard  bright ; 
Antonia'i  lovely  plains  have  own'd  her  might; 
While  Pmsaia's  eagle,  never  laurbt  to  yield, 
Foriook  her  low'ring  height  on  jena'a  field  1 

Oht  ^Qanl  Frederio:  could  thy  parted  ihade 
Have  nen  thy  country  vsnquiah'd  end  betny'd ; 
Bow  had  thy  soul  indignant  monm'd  her  sliame. 
Her  fDlliod  Irapbies,  and  her  tamiah'd  fame ! 
When  Vakwr  wept  lamented  BanmwitiE'a  doom, 
And  Duraed  with  tears  the  Unrels  on  hit  tomb; 
When  Praaaia,  drooping  o'er  her  hero'a  ([rave. 
Invoked  hii  spirit  to  daacend  and  aave ; 
Then  set  ber  dorie* — (ben  expired  bar  atra. 
And  fraud acbicned  e'en  nrnre than oonquoat won! 

Cer  peaceful  realma,  that  amiled  with  plenty 

Ha*  deaolation  spread  her  ample  away  ) 
Thy  blast,  ofa  Ruin !  en  tremendous  winga. 
Has  pmudly  twept  o'er  empires,  nations,  kings  I 


■I  Ills  ass  of  fboiBeiL 


ts  pinion,  vengeance  in  ita  tr«in  ! 


Rise,  Freedom, 


!  and,  breaking  fron)  thy 


Wave  the  dread  banner,  seize  the  glitt'riog  lanes! 
With  arm  of  might  assert  thy  sacred  canse. 
And  call  thy  champions  to  defend  (by  laws ! 
How  longshsll  tyrant  power  her  throne  maintain  f 
How  long  shall  despots  and  nsDrpers  reign  T 
I«  honoar's  lofly  soul  for  ever  fled  ! 
Is  virtue  lost?  la  martial  ardour  dead  1 
la  there  no  heart  where  worth  and  valour  dwell, 
No  patriot  Wauace,  no  undaunted  TellI 
Yes,  Freedom,  yea !  thy  sons,  a  noble  band. 
Around  thy  banner,  firm,  exulting  atand ; 
Once  more,  't  ia  thine,  mviocible,  to  wield 
The  beamy  spear  and  aduDantine  shield  ', 
Again  thy  cheek  with  proud  reaentment  glows. 
Again  thy  lion-glance  appals  thy  foes ; 
Thy  kindling  eye-beam  darts  unconqner'd  fires. 
Thy  look  sublime  the  warrior's  heart  insjrires; 
And,  while  to  guard  thy  iitaodard  and  thy  tight, 
Castilians  nish,  intrepid,  lo  the  fight, 
Lo :  Biilain's  gen'rout  heat  their  aid  snpply. 
Resolved  for  thee  to  triumph  or  to  die  1 
And  Glory  smiles  to  see  Iberia's  name 
Enroll'd  with  Albion's  in  the  book  of  fiune ! 

IlluBtnoM  names!  still,  still  nnited  beam, 

1  atill  the  hero's  boast,  the  poet's  tbeme : 

So,  when  two  radiant  gems  together  afaine. 

And  in  one  wreath  Ifaeir  lodd  light  oombiiie ; 

Each,  as  it  sparkles  with  transcendent  rays, 

Adds  to  the  lustre  of  its  kindred  blaze. 

Descend,  oh  Gcniua !  fi-om  thy  orb  descend ! 
Thy  glowing  thought,  thy  kindlins  spirit  lend ! 
As  Memnon'g  harp  (so  ancient  fablea  aay) 
With  sweet  vibration  meets  the  morning  ray. 
So  let  the  chords  thy  heavenly  presoDce  own, 
And  swell  a  louder  note,  a  nobler  tone ; 
Call  from  the  sun,  her  burning  throne  on  high. 
The  sera[>h  Ecatisy,  with  lightning  eye ; 
Steal  fiDm  lbs  source  of  day  empyreal  fire. 
And  breathe  the  soul  of  rapture  o'er  the  lyre ! 

HBtl,Allnon!  hail,  thou  land  of  freedom's  turlh' 
Pride  of  the  main,  and  Pbienii  of  the  earth  ! 
Thou  second  Rome,  where  meroy,  justice,  dwdl, 
Whose  sons  in  wisdom  as  in  arm*  eieel ! 
Thine  are  the  dannlless  bands,  like  Spartans  braru. 
Bold  in  the  field,  triumphant  on  the  wave ; 
In  classic  eleganea,  and  aria  divine. 
To  rival  Athens*  &ireat  palm  ' 


For  taste  and  fancy  from  Hymettos  fly. 
And  richer  bloom  beneath  thy  varying  sky, 
Where  Science  mounts  in  radiant  car  snUimi 


ith  thy  varying  sky, 
in  radiant  car  snUin.. 
To  other  worlds  beyond  the  sphere  of  time '. 


Hail,  ^ 


i,bail! 


and  rich  Hlndoalan's  pride. 
The  gems  that  Onnni  and  Golconda  boast. 
And  all  the  wealth  of  Montexuma's  coast : 
For  thee  no  Parian  marbles  brightly  shine' 
No  gkjwing  suns  matme  the  blMbiug  vin* . 
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.  No  li^bl  ArabUn  g»ie»  their  winn  expend, 
To  wan  Sabean  inccnae  o'er  lh«  land ; 
No  graceful  codira  crown  thr  loft;  hilla, 
No  trickling  myrrh  for  tboe  It*  balm  ditUU ; 
Not  from  th^  traca  Iha  lacid  amber  flowa. 
And  tir  fhim  thea  the  acented  caaiia  blowa : 
Yet  fcarleu  Commerco,  pillar  of  Iby  throne. 
Makes  all  the  wealth  of  foreign  ctiinea  thv  own ; 
From  Lapland'a  ahore  (o  Afric'a  Ibrvid  rcigo, 
Bhe  bid*  Ihj  CQiigna  Boat  above  the  main ; 
Unfurli  her  ■treainen  to  the  far'iing  gale. 
And  ahow*  to  other  worlds  her  daring  sail : 
Then  wafta  their  gold,  Uieir  varied  storea  to  thw, 
Queen  of  the  Indent !  etnpreaa  of  the  aea ! 

For  this  th;  DoUe  aoo*  have  spread  alarma, 
And  bode  the  looea  reaoand  with  Britain's  arma 
Calp£'a  proud  rock,  and  Syria'a  palmy  ahore, 
Have  heard  and  trembled  at  their  battle's  roar ; 
The  aacnd  wav«  of  fbniliiing  Nile 
Have  aeen  the  Iriampha  of  the  aonqoenng  1^ ; 
For  thi*.  for  thi-,  Ihe  aamiel-blast  of  war 
llaa  roU'd  o'er  Vincent's  cape  and  Tra&lgar  ! 
Viclorioaa  RoDNit  spread  Uiv  thuiwler'a  aoand. 
And  NKLsoit  fell,  with  fame  immortal  crown'd ; 
Bleat  if  iheir  perils  and  Uieir  blood  could  gain. 
To  grace  ihy  hand— the  aoeptre  of  the  main ! 
The  milder  emblems  of  the  virtue'a  calm. 
The  poet's  verdant  bsy,  the  aage's  palm  ; 
These  in  Ihy  laurel's  blooming  foliage  twine. 
And  round  thy  browaa  deathleaa  wreath  comlnne: 
Not  Mincio'a  banka,  nor  Meles'  classic  tide. 
Are  haltav'd,more  than  Avon's  haunted  aido; 
Nor  is  thy  Thames  a  less  ina|Hring  thsme. 
Than  pure  Ilissua,  or  than  Tibcr'a  etream. 

Bright  in  the  annals  of  th'  impattial  page, 
Britannia's  heroea  live  from  ago  to  age ! 
From  ancient  daya,  when  dwelt  her  aava^  race, 
Her  painted  natives,  loremoat  in  the  chase. 
Free  from  all  carea  for  luxury  or  gain. 
Lords  of  Ihe  wood  and  moaarchs  of  the  plain  ; 
To  these  Auguilan  day^  when  social  arts 
Rofrne  and  meliorate  her  manly  bearls; 
From  doubtful  Arthur,  hero  of  romance, 
Kinr  of  the  circled  board,  Ilie  spear,  the  lance; 
To  (hose  whose  recent  trophies  grace  ber  shield, 
'I'be  galhmt  victors  of  Vimiera'a  field ; 
fitill  have  her  warriora  borne  Ih'  unbding  crown, 
And  made  the  Briliah  flag  lbs  enaign  of  renown. 


Prince  of  Ihe  lion-heart !  whose  arm  in  fighl, 
f>n  Syrla'a  plaioa  repull'd  Saladin'a  might! 
R->WABD  !  for  bright  hertao  deeda  revered, 
Ky  Crewy's  fjma  to  BriUin  still  endear'd  ! 
Triumphant  HiHav !  thoa,  wboae  valour  proud. 
The  lolly  plume  of  created  Gallia  bow'd ! 
LoDK  down,  look  down,  exalted  ahades !  and  view 
Your  Albion  still  to  freedom's  banner  tme ! 
Behold  tlio  land,  unnoblpd  by  your  ftme. 
Supremo  id  glory,  and  of  epolJeaa  name ; 
And,  aa  the  pyramid  indignant  rBari 
Ila  a«  hil  bead,  and  morha  the  waate  of  ycara 


Lo!  where  ber  penoona,  waving  hi^  'd|nrt^ 
Bold  victory  hnrera  near,  "with  eyea  uT  STel" 
While  Luaitania  inWt,  with  Juat  aj^rnan, 
The  brave  defenders  of  her  u^ured  canae ; 
Bids  the  Dill  aong,  Iho  note  of  IriumiA  riati. 
And  awella  Ih'  walling  paan  to  the  akiea  ! 


Who,  aa  the  veaael  bore  them  o'er  the  tide, 

Btill  fondly  tioret'd  on  its  deck,  and  aigh'd ; 

Gaied  oa  the  shore,  till  tears  obscured  their  aigkl. 

And  the  blue  diatance  metlcd  into  light; 

The  Rinal  exilea,  forced  b^  Gallia'a  bate 

To  fly  lor  refuge  in  a  foreign  slate : 

They,  soon  returning  o'er  Ihe  western  main. 

Ere  long  may  view  their  clime  beloved  again ; 

And,  aa  the  Uaiing  pillar  led  the  host 

Of  Aillifal  lanel,  o'er  the  desert  ooasl 

So  may  Britannia  guide  the  noble  band. 

O'er  the  wild  ocean,  to  their  native  land. 

Oh,  glorioos  isle  t — -ab,  aov'reign  of  the  wave* . 

Thine  era  the  aons  who  "  never  will  be  slaves  !" 

Sae  them  once  more,  with  ardent  hearta  advaneo^ 

Aiul  rend  Ihe  laureb  of  inanlling  Franco; 

To  bma  Castile  their  potent  aid  nipptv. 

And  wave,  O  Freedom  1  ware  thy  ai 


mbigt.! 

Is  there  no  lard  of  heavenly  power  posaaM't' 
To  thrill,  lo  rooae,  lo  animate  tha  bretalT 
Like  Shakspcare  o'er  the  secret  mind  to  away. 
And  call  each  wavward  pasioQ  lo  ahey  I 
Is  there  do  bard,  imboed  with  ballow'd  fire. 
To  wake  the  chbrds  of  Oman's  nagie  lyre ; 
Wboae  onmbera,  hreething  all  his  flame  divinsi 
The  patriot's  name  lo  ages  mi^  oonngn  t 
Rise !  Iikapiralion !  rise,  be  Ihu  thy  theme, 
.  _  J ,  j^^  Uriel,  on  the  golden  beam  ! 

— .,  .^.M^  Jiy  muae  on  seraph  [MnioD  aptinc. 
And  aveep  with  rapture's  hand  the  IrembJini 

Qiuld  she  tha  boaom  enargiea  emlrol. 
And  pour  impassion'd  ferniur  o'er  the  aonl '. 
Oh,  Mold  she  strike  the  harp  to  Hillcn  given, 
Brougfat  by  a  cbanib  femi  th'  empvrean  heaven! 
Ah,  truitt^  wish  !  sh,  prayer  prehri'd  in  vain. 
For  her — tha  faumbleal  of  the  woodland  train  ; 
Yet  shall  her  feeble  voice  eeaay  to  raise 
The  hymn  of  libaily,  the  amg  of  pcaiaa ! 


Iberian  banda !  wboae 


To  pour  ooofiiaion  on  oppreaaivs  liiea; 
Intrepid  apirils,  lull !  "t  ia  yonra  to  leel 
The  bero'a  firo,  Ihe  fteeman'a  gwllika  teal ! 
Not  to  aeoura  dominioa's  bouMleaa  roi|n, 
Ve  wave  Ihe  Bag  of  oonquest  o'er  tha  ahua; 
No  cnwl  ratnneleada  yon  to  the  war. 
Nor  mad  ambition,  wbiri'd  in  erimaoa  ear , 
No,  brave  Caatiliana !  yonra  a  nobler  end, 
Yonr  land,  yonr  liwa,  your  monareh  to  defend  ! 
For  these,  for  Ibesc,  yonr  valiant  l^icoa  nu  ' 
The  Boalinf  alandard,  and  Ihe  lofly  apaar! 
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Tb«  Inriaw  lorar  wiabb  the  oaoqnetinc  iword, 


For  each,  far  all,  (or  ev'ry  Mcred  riebt. 
The  daring  pttriot  miD|[li«  in  tha  njlil  I 
And  e'en  if  love  or  frieadifaip  Tiil  ' 


He  bleed*:  he&Ui!  hii  death-bed  ■■  Ibe  Sdd ! 
Hi*  dirfe  the  tnunpet,  and  hit  btar  tba  ahield ! 
HU  cloaing  eyoa  tbe  bean  of  Talour  (peak. 
The  floih  of  ardoor  lingcn  on  bia  cbeek ; 
Serene  be  lilU  to  heaven  thoae  dating  eye*, 
Then  for  hu  Doantrj  breathsi  a  pra^er-Aikd  disa! 
Oh  !  ever  htllov'd  be  bia  mdant  grayt. 
Then  let  the  laoret  ipread,  the  cjprea*  waTe  I 
Thou,  loret;  Spring-  ]  beelov,  to  grace  hi<  tombi 
Thy  Bweeteel  4agi*nce,  and  liiir  eiitieat  Uoom  ; 
There  let  the  teara  of  beavaa  deatcad  in  balm. 
There  let  tbe  post  oooaecnle  hia  palm  1 
Iisl  hoooar,  pity,  bleaa  the  bol/  pmind, 
And  ihadea  of  aainted  beroea  wateh  araond  ! 
"Tm*  thoa,  while  Ghtj  nnif  bia  Ihrilling  kndl, 
Th^  chief;  oh  Tbebea !  at  Maniinea  fell ; 
Bmiled  ondiamaj'd  within  tba  arnia  of  death. 
While  Vieloiy,  weeping  nigh,  rcod*ed  hia  breath  I 

Oh  I  Ihoo,  tbe  aovereign  of  tha  noble  aonl, 


Wheat  aooa  anconqtwr*<riight,  nndannted  bloed,- 
Inapiring  Liberty!  tbj  worihipp'd  name 
The  warm  enlhaiiaat  kindlea  to  ■  flame ; 
Thy  chum*  inapire  him  to  acbieiementa  high, 
Thy  look  of  heaven,  thy  vince  of  harntony ) 
More  bleat,  with  thee  to  tread  perennial  atiow*^ 
Where  ne'dr  a  flower  eipanda,  a  *ephyr  Uowa ; 
Where  Winter,  binding  twtars  in  hi*  ohain. 
In  ftwi.work  palace  bold*  peipetnal  reign  ; 
Than,  far  from  Ihee,  with  Irotie  *tap  to  rave 
Tbe  green  aarannaa  and  the  apicj  grove  { 
Sooat  the  rich  balm  of  India'a  perlumed  gmlee. 
In  eitroo.wooda  and  aromatic  vale* : 
For,  oh !  fair  Liberty,  when  ihoa  erl  naai, 
Elyainm  bloaaoni*  in  the  deaeit  drear ! 


Long  bad  ihv  i 
WhUe  proudly 


Tbeeaored  Ivr 
arery  choi 
There  iroeot  Genioe  Ind*  the  penal  trace 


And  areri 


la  aweliiog  tranaporl  liToa ; 


onl  of  beaaly,  and  tbe  linoi  of  grace ; 
With  bold,  FnMnethean  hand,  the  oanvaa  warma. 
And  oalla  IVom  atone  aipneaion'a  breathing  fitrnia. 
Thoa,  where  the  fVnilfnl  Mile  o'erSow*  it*  ' 
It*  genial  wavea  difluao  abondanco  roond, 


Immortal  Freedom  !  daughter  of  the  ikiea  ! 
•Ta  thee  ahall  Britain'a  gtacufbl  incenae  rise. 
Ke'or,  goddeaa !  ne'er  fonake  thy  &T'rite  ialo. 
Still  W  thy  Albion  brighleo'd  with  thy  amile ! 


bad  ihf  apirlt  alept  in  dead  repeee, 
tilamph'd  thine  iuulljne  to 

ngk 


Yet,  though  a  cloud  may  reil  Apollo'*  Jieht, 
Soon,  with  celestial  beam,  lie  breaka  to  eight . 
Once  more  we  aee  Ihy  kindling  soul  return. 
Thy  lealal-flame  wilb  added  radiance  buTDi 
Lo!  in  Iberian  heart*  thine  aidouT  lire*, 
Lo  L  in  Iberian  beatta  tbj  apark  reiire* ! 

Prooeed,  proceed,  ye  firm  nndaunted  bond  I 
ill  Hire  lo  conqoer,  if  combined  yo  itand : 
ThoDgb  mvriadi  flaihing  in  the  eye  of  day, 
Stream'd  o  er  the  nniling  land  in  long  array  j 
Thoagh  tyrant  Aaia  pour'd  unniunber'd  tbtt, 
Trinmpbaut  alill  the  arm  of  Greece  aroae : 
For  er'ry  atale  in  aacred  onion  atood. 
Strong  lo  repel  invanon'*  whelming  flood ; 
Bach  neart  wa*  glowing  in  the  geu'ral  came, 
Bach  hand  prepared  to  goard  their  hailow'd  law* 
Athenian  valour  jojn'd  Laconia'a  might. 
And  )itil  contendeil  to  be  Ent  in  fight ; 
From  rank  to  rank  the  worm  coalaglm  ran. 
And  Hope  and  Freedom  led  the  flaming  von  : 
"nien  Peraia'*  monarch  monm'd  hi*  glorie*  loat, 
A*  wild  confuaion  wing'd  hia  flying  boat ; 
Then  Attie  bard*  the  hymn  of  victory  *Dng, 
Tbe  Grecian  harp  (o  note*  einlllag  rang ! 
Then  Sculpture  bade  the  Parian  atone  record 
The  high  achjerementa  of  the  cimijneriiig  aword. 
Thna,  brave  Caaliliana!  thoa,  may  bright  renown 
And  fair  aucceae  your  raliaal  effiirt*  crown  I 


Wboee  faded  aplendoan  fancy  oft  recalla. 

The  Boating  banner*^  and  the  loRy  balla ; 

The  gallant  faala  (hj  faalivala  diaplay'd. 

The  (ih,  Uw  tonmameat,  tha  long  croaade ; 

Wboaa  andant  pdda  Somanca  ddigfat*  (o  hall. 

In  fabling  numban,  or  heroic  lale : 

Thoae   lime*  are  fled,  when  iteni  thy  eaallei 

llieir    atalely    towara    with    feudal    grandeur 

«rown'd ;    . 
Thoae  time*  are  Sed,  whan  fair  Ibetia'e  elima 
BeheU  thy  Gothio  reign,  thy  pomp  auUinie ; 
And  all  thy  gloriet,  all  thy  deeda  of  jon. 
Live  but  in  leganda  wild,  and  poet'a  fore. 
Lo !  where  thy  eilent  harp  neglected  Ilea, 
Ligbt  o'er  it*  obordi*  tba  nonn'ring  lephyr  aigb* 
Tba  Bolemn  oosrla,  where  oDoe  the  raina^  sung; 
llie  ehoral  voice  of  mirth  and  muaio  rung;         • 
Now,  with  tha  ivy  clad,  foraaken,  lone. 
Hear  bat  the  \yma  and  echo  to  ita  moan  i 
Thy  lonely  tower*  deeerted  fall  away, 
Thy  broken  ahiold  ie  moold'ring  in  decay. 
Yet,  though  thy  Iratiaient  pageanlriea  are  guMi 
Like  fairy  viaiona,  briebt,  yet  awifUy  flown ; 
Geniua  of  chivalry  !  Iby  noble  train, 
Th^  firm,  oaalted  virtuea  yet  remain ', 
Fair  trutli,  array'd  in  robe*  of  apotleaa  white. 
Her  eye  a  eunbeam,  and  her  tone  of  light; 
Warm  emulalion,  with  aapiriog  aim. 
Still  darting  forward  to  tbe  wrsalh  of  fame  , 
And  pureat  love,  that  waroa  hi*  torch  dif  JM 
At  awful  booour'a  conaaciated  abrinai 
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Ardour,  vitb  Mgh-'i'iMig  uid  fiery  gftnee ; 
And  Eeooroiu  oounn,  retting;  on  hu  Unca ; 
And  lofiltj,  bj  periui  onrabdaed ; 
Untainted  faith,  unshaken  fbrtilude; 
And  patriot  energy,  with  hetrt  of  flame— 
These,  in  Iberia'a  •«■  are  jet  the  nme  '. 
TbeM  fh>ni  remotest  daya  Uisir  aoala  hare  fired, 
•  Nerved  er'rj  arm,"  and  ei'ry  brmul  Inapired  ! 
WliBD  Mooriah  banda  their  auneriDE  land  poneaa'd 
And  Eerca  opprenion  rear'd  her  giant  crest; 
The  wealth/  caliphi  on  Cordon'i  throne. 
In  etatem  gema  and  purple  eplendonr  ahone; 
Thnra  waa  tha  prond  magnificence  that  *ied 
With  alately  Bagdat'i  oriental  pride ; 
Theira  were  the  eourta  In  regal  pomp  arraj'd. 
Where  arti  and  luinrj  their  charma  diaptay'd ; 
'T  WH  thsin  to  real  the  Zchrar*!  coatlj  towera, 
It*  ftirj^palace  and  enchanted  howcrs  ; 
There  all  Arabian  fiction  e'er  could  tell, 
Of  potent  g^nii  or  of  wizard  apoll ; 
All  thai  a  poet'a  dream  could  picture  bright. 
One  tweet  Gljaium,  charm'd  the  wond'rine  sightl 
Too  lair,  too  rich,  for  work  of  mortal  hand. 
It  leem'd  an  Eden  from  Aimida'e  wand  '. 


Yet  VI 


1  tileir  pride,  their  wealth,  and  padianl 


When  fteedom  wared  oo  hiffb  tlie  aword  of  Tate 
When  bnve  Ramiro  bade  the  deapota  Tear, 
Stem  relribution  Trownbg  on  hie  ipear ; 
And  fierce  Almanzor,  after  manf  a  fight, 
O'argrhBlm'd  with   ahame,  cooleaa'd  the  CJiria- 
tian'a  mighL 

In  later  litoei  the  gallant  Cid  aiOM, 
Burning  with  leal  againat  hit  countrj'a  Ibea; 
Hit  Tictor-am  Alphonso^i  throne  maintainVl, 
Hi*  laureate  browa  the  wreath  of  oonqueat  gnin'd ; 
And  (till  hit  deads  Caatitian  bard*  rehearas, 
littpa'iag  Ihema  of  palriotio  verse  1 
High  in  the  lemide  oT  reco^ing'  fame, 
Iberia  pnnta  to  great  OonaalTo's  name ; 
Vidoriont  chief!  whose  valour  ttiU  defied 
The  arnM  of  Oaid,  oitd  bow'd  her  created  pride ; 
With  splendid   trophies  graced  hii   laT'nign'a 

And  hade  Gramda'a  realmi  hit  prowess  own. 
Nor  were  bis  deeds  Ihy  onlj  boast,  O  Spain ! 
In  mightj  FnnraiKD's  illnatrioua  reign ; 
'T  wss  than  thy  glorious  Pilot  spread  the  siil, 
l/nfiirl'd  hia  Bag  bafoie  the  eastern  gah  ; 
Buld,  sanguine,  Aarlest,  ventured  to  eijdare 
Seas  nneifdored,  and  worlds  unknown  be&ro. 
Fail  acience  guided  o'er  the  liquid  realm. 
Sweet  hope,  exulting,  stcer'd  the  daring'  helm ; 
While  on  the  mast,  with  ardour-flsihing  eye, 
Courageoot  enterprise  still  hover'd  nigh  i 
The  hoary  genius  of  th'  Atlantic  main. 
Saw  man  invade  hit  wide  majostie  taga ; 
Hia  umpire,  yet  by  mortal  unanbdued. 
The  ilirone,  the  world  of  awful  solitude ! 
And  e'onwben  shipwreck  seemM  to  rear  hia  IWm, 
And  dark  destruction  menaced  in  (he  atorio  ; 
Id  cr'ry  shape,  when  giant-perj]  roM, 
To  doiiiit  bit  spirit  and  bis  course  oppose ; 


'ry  heaK  when  terror  sway'd  atone. 
And  hope  IbrsDok  each  bosoin,  but  his  own  t 

Moved  by  no  dangeis,  by  no  fears  lepclfd, 
His  glorious  track  the  gallant  sailor  held ; 
Attentive  still  to  mark  the  sea-Inrdi  lave. 
Or  high  in  air  their  snowy  pinions  wave. 
Thus  princely  Jason,  btonching  from  the  iteep, 
*""h   daontlesa   prow  explored  th'   untravBlTd 

Thus,  at  Die  helm,  Ulysses'  watchful  sifht, 
View'd  ei'ry  star  and  planetary  light 
Sublime  Cor^wKn  >  when,  at  length,  deeeriad. 
The  long'Sought  land  arose  abare  the  tide, 
Hoiv  ev'ry  heart  with  exultation  gtow'd, 
How  from  each  eye  the  tear  of  transport  fiow'd  ! 
Not  wilder  joy  the  sent  of  Ismd  knew. 
When  Canaan's  fertile  ptsins  appear'd  in  view. 
Then  rose  Ihe  choml  anthem  on  the  breete. 
Then  martial  mnste  fioaCed  o'er  the  seas; 
Their  waving  Blreamen  to  the  sun  disfriay'd. 
In  all  the  pnde  of  warlike  pomp  array'd ; 
Advancing  nearer  still,  the  ardent  band 
Hail'd  tlie  glad  shore,  and  blesa'd  the  atnncw 

land; 
Admired  its  palmy  groves  and  prospects  fair. 
With  rapture  breathed  its  pure  ambrosia]  air : 
Then  crowded  round  its  fhie  and  aimple  race, 
Amaiement  pictured  wild  on  ev'ry  ftce ; 


Still  prouder  glories  beam  on  history's  page. 
Imperial  Chiuleb  !  to  mark  thy  prosperous  tg  ; 
Tlwse  golden  days  of  arts  and  fancy  bright. 
When  Science  pnur'd  her  rnild,  refblgent  tight; 
When  Painting  bade  the  gloiving  canvoa  bteatbe, 
Oealive  Sculpture  claim'd  the  living  wtnath  ; 
When  roved  the  Muses  in  Auronian  bowers. 
Weaving  immortal  crowns  of  fiiireat  flowers  ; 
When  angel-truth  dispersed,  with  beam  divine, 
Tho  clouds  that  veil'd  religion's  hallow'd  drine; 
Tlune  golden  days  beheld  Iberia  lower 
High  on  the  pyramid  of  ftme  and  power; 
Vain  aJI  the  effbrts  of  her  numerooa  loes. 
Her  might,  superior  still,  b-inmphaot  rase. 
Thus,  on  proud  Lebanon's  exalted  brow. 
The  oedsr,  frowning  o'er  the  plains  bektw. 
Though  storms  assail,  its  regal  pomp  lo  read. 
Majestic,  still  aspires,  disdauing  e'an  la  band ! 

When  Gallia  pour'd,  to  Pavia's  trophied  plain 
Her  youthfbl  knights,  a  bold,  impetuous  train ; 
When,  alter  many  a  loil  and  danger  past. 
The  fuUl  morn  of  conflict  rose  at  lasti 
That  morning  saw  her  glitlering  liost  comluiM, 
And  form  in  close  array  (he  threat'uing  line; 
Fire  in  each  eye,  and  lotce  in  ev'ry  arm. 
With  hopo  eiulling,  and  wilh  ardour  warm; 
Saw  to  the  gale  their  streaming  ensigns  pisy. 
Their  armour  flashing  (o  (he  beam  o?  day  ; 
Their   gen'ront   chargers   panting,   spurn    tll^ 

ground, 
Roused  by  (be  (rumpet's  animating  soond ; 
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Pale  aet  tbe  aan — Ibe  abadea  tjfmtmitg  ftll, 
Tbe  mournrul  night-wind  rung  tbeir  timenl  kmU, 
And  the  nnifl  day  behdd  llieir  warrion  dead, 
llieii  MiverGiGn  captive,  and  tbejr  g-loriai  fliid  ! 
Fled,  liks  tbe  lightning '■  evaneicenl  fire, 
Bright,  bLaiiag,  dntsdtul — only  to  eipire ! 
Than,  then,  while  prsatntte  Gaul  couraaa'd   bet 

might, 
Iberia'a  planet  ahed  meridian  ligbt ! 
Nor  leia,  on  Amed  SuQaintin'a  deattafiil  i»j, 
Claalilisa  apiiit  boie  the  prite  away ; 
Lanrela  that  atitl  tbeir  verdure  aball  r«tain. 
And  trophie*  beaming  high  in  glorj'a  &ne ! 
And  lo!  her  heroes,  warm  with  kindred  flame, 
Stili  proadly  floiulate  their  fathers'  ianw; 
9till  with  liie  aoul  of  patriot-Talour  glow. 


Still  n 


repelU 


>  bright  ftulchiaD,  lift  tba  beamy  ipear, 
And  bid  oppreniTe  Galtia  learn  lo  feu ! 
Be  theira,  be  Uwira,  unlading  bonour'a  crown, 
Tbe  liriag  nnwranlba  of  bright  renown ! 
Be  tbeira  ih'  inapiring  tribute  of  apptauae, 
Dna  to  the  ohampiona  of  tbeir  cooDUy'a  cauae  1 
Ba  tbeira  tho  pniMt  bliaa  that  Tirtne  lorea, 
Tbe  joy  when  ooDMience  whiipera  and  tpprorti  '■ 
When  ev'ry  heart  ia  fired,  each  polae  beata  high. 
To  fight,  to  bleed,  to  All,  for  liberty ; 
When  ev'ry  hand  ia  daantleas  and  prepared. 
The  (acred  charter  of  mankind  to  guard  ; 
When  Britain'!  Taliant  aona  their  aid  unite, 
Fervent  and  glowing  atill  fiir  freedooi'i  right. 

And  ancient  wrongs  Ibrgotten  aleep  in  pram; 
When,  firmly  leagued,  Uiey  join  the  patriot  band, 
Can  Tenal  i]ivt»   tbeir   conquering   arm* 

itandT 
Can  bme  refuae  their  gallant  dacda  lo  bleu 
Can  victory  fail  lo  crown  tbem  wiib  aucceu 
Lock  down,  oh.  Heaven !   tbe  rightcoui 

Defend  the  injured,  and  avenge  the  slain  ! 
Despot  of  France !  deatroyer  of  mankind  '. 
Wbal  apectTfrcarea  must  baunt   tfay    aleeptcaa 

Oh  !  if  at  midnight  ronnd  thy  regal  bed. 
When  soothing  viaiona  fly  ihine  aching  head  ; 
When  tlecp  deniea  Ihj  anxious  oarea  to  calm, 
And  loll  thy  seneeR  in  his  opiate  balm  ; 
Invoked  by  guilt,  if  airy  phantoms  [iic. 
And  mnrdcr'd  viclima  b\cod  bcfora  thine  eyea ; 
Load  let  them  thunder  in  thy  troubled  ear, 
"  I^ranl !  the  hour,  th'  avenging  hour  is  near !"' 
It  i^  it  ia !  thy  star  withdraws  its  ray, 
Soon  will  its  parting  lustre  fade  away  ; 
Soon  will  Cimmerial  aliadea  obscure  ita  light, 
And  veil  thy  splendours  in  eternal  night ! 


E'en  at  Ihe  line  of  ailence  and  of  rest. 
Paints  tbe  dire  poniard  menacing  thy  breast , 
Is  tben  thy  cheek  with  guilt  and  hornir  pale? 
Then  dost  thou  tremble,  does  Iby  spirit  fail  7 
And  wouldst  thou  yet  by  added  Crimea  provoka 
Tbe  boh  of  beaien  lo  lancb  the  fatal  stroke  T 
Bereave  a  nation  of  iti  rigbta  revered, 
or  all  to  moitala  aacied  and  endcar'd  I 
And  shall  they  lamely  liberty  resign. 
The  soul  of  life,  the  source  of  bli«  divineT 
Can'st  thou,  rapreme  destroyer  1  hope  to  bind, 
In  chaini  of  adamant,  the  noble  mind  T 
Go,  bid  Ibe  rolling  orba  thy  mandate  Ikear, 
Go,  stay  the  lightning  in  ila  wing'd  rareer ! 
No,  tyrant!  do,  thy  utmost  force  is  vain, 
Tbg  patriot-aim  of  freedom  to  restrain  : 
Then  bid  iby  aubjcct-bandi  in  armour  ahine. 
Then  bid  thy  Icgiona  all  iJieir  powor  combine  '■ 
Yet  could'st  thoQ  tummon  myriada  at  command. 
Did  boundlitsi  reafma  obey  thy  acepler'd  band. 
E'en  then  bar  lonl  thy  lawless  might  would  spnm,' 
E'en  then,  with  kindling  fire,  with  indignalipn 

Y«  sons  of  Albion  !  first  in  danger's  field, 
Tbe  sword  of  Briuin  and  of  truth  to  wield  ! 
Still  prompt  the  injured  to  detend  and  save, 
Appal  the  despot,  and  aaiiM  the  brave ; 
Who  now  intrepid  lift  the  gen'rous  blade. 
The  cause  of  Justice  and  Castile  to  s id  1 
Ye  sons  of  Albion!  by  your  country's  name. 
Her  crown  of  glory,  her  unaullied  tamo ; 
Ohl  by  the  shades  of  Creaiy's  martial  dead, 
By  warrior-bands,  at  Agiotourt  who  bled  i 
By  honours  gain'd  on  Blenheim's  fatal  plain. 
By  those  in  Victory's  arms  at  Hinden  slain ; 
By  tlio  bright  laurels  Wolte  immortal  von, 
Undaonted  jipiril !  Valour's  lav'rile  aon  ! 
By  Albion's  tliousand,  thousand  deeds  sublime, 
lienown'd  from  tone  to  loue,  from  clims  to  cUine, 
Ye  British  heroes  I  msy  your  trfqihies  raise 
A  deathless  monument  to  future  days  ! 
Oh !  may  your  courage  still  triumphant  riac, 
Eiall  the  "  lion  banner"  to  tho  akies  '. 
Transcend  the  fairest  names  in  hist'ry's  [age. 
The  brighlest  actions  of  a  former  age; 
Tbi!  reign  of  Freedom  let  your  arms  reato», 
And  bid  oppression  fall — ' 


Ob!  when 


iccuaing 


wake*  thy  soul. 


With  swful  terrors,  and  with  dread  control. 
Biib   threst'ning    forma,   appalluig,   round   thee 

And  aummoDS  all  ber  viaiooary 

Cdia  up  Om  parted  shadows  of  the  de^ 

And  whuper^  peaoe  and  ' 
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Then  soon  returning  to  ^ou 
May  love  and  boaoly  hail  you  wilh  their  smile ; 
For  you  msy  conquest  weave  Ui'  nndybg  wreath. 
And  fame  and  glory's  voice  the  aong  of  raptors 
breathe! 

Ah !  when  shall  mad  ambilioo  eease  lo  tags  ? 
Ah  !  when  aliall  war  his  demon-wrath  aasnagvt 
When,  when,  supplanting  discord's  iroo  reign, 
Shall  mercy  arave  her  olive-wand  again  I 
Not  tilt  the  despot'*  dread  career  is  eloaed, 
And  might  reatraio'd  and  lyrsnny  dspoaed ' 

Return,  sweet  Peace,  ethereal  fiirm  benign  '. 
Fair  btno^'d  seraph  I  balmy  power  divine : 


Dcaccnd  once  more!  thy  halinw'd  Ueaaingalmig, 
Wave  thy  bright  loeka,  and  spread  thy  downv 
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Jnatioe,  Ihy  horbintBr,  belora  Umb 
Thy  myrtlBjeBptre  o'nr  the  globe  uteod 
Thy  cneratblook  agiin  ihill  •oothe  rouikind  ; 
Thy  cberab-lund  tha  wonndi  of  difoord  bind  ; 
Thy  imile  of  heaTon  (boll  er'ry  miua  iiupira. 
To  thee  the  ban!  ihdi  Mrike  Iha  nlmr  lyra. 
Dne<od  oDoa  mora  1  to  bid  the  world  rejoic^- 
L<t  Datkxw  bait  Ibee  with  eraltiof  f  oice ; 
Aronnd  tbj  ihriiM  with  pareit  ineaiiM  tbmiif, 
Weara  Iha  (raab  paJm,  aod  awell  the  chonl  aoi^ ! 
Tbm   ihall  tha  ahepbenl'i  aate,  ttaa  woodland 

raad. 
The  martial  dirioa  and  the  dmm  aoccaed ; 
Afain  ihall  bloooi  ArcidJi'a  fairaat  flowart. 
And  taoaio  warble  in  Idalian  bowera. 

Kiare  war  and  caraage  blew  the  blaat  of  death, 
a  gale  aliill  whiiper  with  Fironian  braathi 
And  golilen  Cerei  bleaa  the  testire  swain. 
Where  the  wild  combat  redden'd  o'er  the  plain. 
Thaaa  are  thj  blaaaiuga,  bir  benifrnant  maid ! 


_  ..._D  iGolian  laya. 

When  o'er  the  harp  the  liinaingf  raphyr  playa ; 
Be  thine  to  charm  the  raging  world  to  reat, 
IHS^ing  rotmd  tha  baaven— that  glows  withii 
thy  breaat! 

Ob,  Thoa !  whoee  £at  Inlla  tha  atorm  aileop ! 
Thoo,  at  trhoae  nod  aabaidea  the  rollinr  deep! 
WhoaeawAiI  word  reatnins  the  whirlwind'*  forte, 
And  ataya  the  thnnder  in  ita  rengefiil  cooraa  i 
Foimtain  of  lite!    Omnipotent  wipremal 
Bobed  in  perftcUon !  crown'd  with  glory'*  beam 
Oh  !  send  on  earth  thy  cooaecnted  dora, 
To  bear  the  aaered  olrf  e  from  oboTa ; 
Ilealore  again  the  bleat,  the  baleyon  time. 
The  liialal  harmony  of  natnra'a  prime ! 
Bid  truth  and  jnilice  ooce  again  appear. 
And  apraad  their  aunahlne  o'er  tbia  mondane 

Bright  in  their  path,  let  wreathe  onlhdinr  bloom 
Tranacendanl  light  tlicir  haltow'd  Ihne  iiiuma ; 
Bid  war  and  anarchy  for  aier  oaaac^ 
And  kiiidi«d  aerapha  roar  the  abiina  of  peace  | 
Brothera  onoe  more,  let  men  her  emjura  own. 
And  realma  and  monarcba  bend  before  the  throne 
While  circling  raya  of  angaLniercy  ahcd 
Etamal  baloa  round  her  aainted  bead  [ 


teentb  eentary,  k  maotiaied  in  hialor;  m  •■ 
institution  poUicly  hnown  ao  early  aa  in  tbe  year 
lilll.  lie  members,  who  were  called  FreeJodfc^ 
were  Dnhiwwn  to  the  people,  and  were  bonod  by 
a  tremeodous  oath,  to  dalirer  np  their  deareal 
n-ieikda  and  ralativaa,  without  eicepUon,  if  (bejp 
had  eommitlad  any  offence  copinble  by  the  In- 
bunaL  Ittey  were  also  ondcr  an  ohligatiosi  to 
relate  all  they  lioew  oonceming  the  abir,  to  cite 
the  accuaed,  and,  in  oae  of  hia  oondemnatioo,  to 
poraua  and  put  him  to  death,  wherevar  be  might 
be  met  with.  The  prooaedinga  of  tbia  IribauJ 
were  carried  on  at  ni^ht,  and  with  the  graalial 


cosed  and  oondcmoed  witboot  any  cilation.  After 
oondemnatitHi,  it  was  almost  impoesibia  fi>r  any 
one  tixeKape  the  Tengeance  of  the  Free  Jodfe^ 
for  their  command*  aet  tboaaaBda  of  aaaaaaiaa  w 
moUon,  who  had  aworn  not  la  apare  the  lite  of 
their  neuaal  relaliaa,  if  nqaired  to  saerifiea  it, 
bat  to  eracnte  the  decree*  of  the  order  With  the 
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it  aU  petsoDa  of  taak  and  liirtSMM 
eonght  admissioa  ulo  tha  aociaty ;  then  ««n 
Free  Jud^  eren  amonfst  Ibe  nMgi*tr«le*  of  tb* 
imparial  citiea,  and  erer*  princa  bad  aome  of  theii 
order  in  hia  oonnciL  WhsB  ■  member  of  this 
triboBal  waa  not  of  himaalf  aliong  enough  to  aeiM 
and  put  to  death  a  erimlnal,  be  was  tiot  to  loa* 
aijebt  of  him  ontil  he  met  with  a  sufliaient  nntn. 
bcr  of  hia  comrade*  Gu  the  parpoaa,  and  tboae 
were  obliged,  trpoo  hia  mahi^  eeithlB  signs,  to 
lend  him  immediate  anistanosv  wtttroot  asking 
It  wa*  mal  ts  bang  op  tha  per. 
with  a  willow  branefa,  to  lb*  mm 
mstancea  oblind  thiun  to  deapaldi 
him  with  a  poniard,  they  left  It  in  hk  bod^,  that 
it  might  be  known  he  had  net  been  swaaiiiatul, 
but  eMcated  by  a  Free  Judge.  All  the  tranaao- 
licmi  of  the  Sagtt  or  Sttri  (as  they  called  them. 
aclres],  were  enreloped  in  myatery,  and  il  ia  otm 
now  Unknown  by  what  aigna  they  rerealsd  Ihen- 
*elTe*  to  each  other.  At  length  their  power  be. 
eitenaiveand  redoub(able,thitt)iePrincea 


which  they ' 
length  sDCCeaaftiL 
The  fdlowing  account  of  thb 
a**ociatlMi  ia  giren  by  Madame  de  Blael : 
jngaa  myatteieui,  inconnua  Vm  k  Tantre,  lonjaMT* 
raaaqo^  et  *e  ranemblanl  pendant  la  oail,  pank 
aoisnt  dan*  le  eilance,  et  gravoiesrt  seulement  i&r 
ard  qu'ib  enfbrcinent  dan*  k  aein  da  oMk 
motterribia;  TiuamiaLaK«R.  Ik  pMb 
t  k  condarani,  en  TaieaM  crier,  bW  ftb 
fenttrea  de  aa  maiaa^  Malhcor,  IbBwor, 
Malheorl  Alora  I'inJbitaDi  *a*o«t  qtta  pattnUl, 
dans  I'ttraoger,  dana  eon  eoDdttqlcD.  dtM  md 
pareat  mAine,  il  poovoit  traanr  aoii  manilriar. 
La  aolilode,  la  foulc  lee  Tiltea,  k*  eampagnea, 
tout  Moit  rainpU  par  k  prMeoce  intiaiMa  de  oafla 
nntie  ^ni  poonuitail  ka  orimioalb 
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Toit  Aire  nJecMaira,  duM  a»  f'Pf 
Mmme  ^(oit  fbrt  contro  toai,  «n  liei  ^ 
doiirent  filre  fbrta  oonlre  oKacun,  II  Fslloit  qoe  U 
justice  anrpTll  k  orimhiel  iranl  qo'il  p4t  t'tn  d6- 
leDdro  ;  miia  eette  panition  q>i  plaioil  dana  Is* 
■in  comnie  une  wnbr^  Ttngwwo,  eMta  •eMence 
mortelle  qii  pon»e«t  reocke  h  Mn  tabna  d'nn 
«iDi,  rrappoil  d'uiw  imhwible  laimir."^-^L'Aifo. 
twfiu;  VtL  IL 

FART  L 
NuBT  Tell'd  the  iikhidUc^  of  Oa  nag. 
And  atormi  hftd  ronacd  the  foiiniiDg  Rhms, 
Ard.  roingling  wilh  tin  piRBWODd'*  naf, 
Iti  bilJowa  hoariMlj  ehafw  the  akore, 
While  jiflen  and  ciiem,  to  their  rMcni, 
Gave  aniffer  wMh  a  thcNnuid  tone* : 
Then,  u  Iha  vnco  of  atornn  ippdN 
TTie  peawnt  of  the  OdoniraW ,■ 
Bhaddecing  he  decm'd,  that,  far  on  high, 
*T  waa  Iho  nild  hunlsman  mshing  by. 
RidiD|[  tha  bliat  (rilh  phantum  ajMed, 
With  cry  of  hound,  and  tramp  of  ateed. 
While  hu  fierce  train,  u  on  the;  Seir, 
Their  boma  in  aavage  chonu  blew. 
Till  rock,  and  tcnrcr,  and  conTent  ramd^ 
Rang  to  the  ihrill  unearthly  aoond. 

Vain  dreama '.  hr  other  fboUtapt  traced 
Tbe  fbreat  patha,  in  aecret  haate ; 
Far  other  aouDda  were  on  the  night, 
Thmgh  lost  amidst  the  tempest's  might,        , 
That  GU'd  the  echoing  earth  and  Ay, 
With  its  own  awfbl  harmony. 
Tbcr»  alood  an  old  and  ruinM  Am, 
Far  in  the  Odenwald'a  domain, 
'Midst  wood  and  rock,  a  deep  reean 
Of  ftiil  and  shadowy  toneiineaa. 
Long  rnuB  ita  pavement  had  o'eivrown. 
The  wild-flowcr  waved  o'er  the  a&r-«ton«. 
The  nigbt-wind  rock'd  the  tottering  pile, 
Aa  h  swept  along  the  roofless  aille. 
For  the  fbreat-bnaghs,  and  the  iloniiy  aky , 
Were  all  that  miniler**  canopy. 


Id  th«  many  mantle  or  decay. 

And  partial  light  the  moonbeam*  i»rtti 

O'er  In^hiea  or  the  long  departed  ; 

For  there  tlie  chiela  of  other  itjt, 

Ttte  mighty,  alamber'd,  with  their  pnttae: 

T  waa  long  linee  aogfat  bntthedewa  i^  Heaven 

A  tribale  la  their  bier  had  giVGik, 

Long  ainec  a  sound  but  the  moantng  blaat 

Above  their  voiceleas  homo  bad  paaa'd 

Bo  a-spt  the  prend,  and  with  tbtm  lU 
The  recotda  »f  tbeir  Ame  and  UI; 
Helmet,  and  ahlold,  and  aculptarad  eraat 
Adom'd  the  dwelling  of  their  real, 
And  emblems  oT  the  Holy  Land 
Were  ssrved  by  eome  Ibrgotlan  hand ; 


But  the  helm  wa*  gone,  the  ahield  de&eed. 
And  the  ercsl  throogh  weeds  might  scare*  be 

traend; 
And  the  teattat'd  loavM  of  the  northern  ^M 
Half  hid  the  palm  of  Palatini 
So  alept  the  gloriou»-~h)wly  laid, 
Ae  the  peasant  in  hia  native  abade; 
Some  hermit'a  tate,  aome  ahepberd'a  rhyae. 
All  that  high  deeds  could  win  from  time ! 

What  (botslapa  move,  with  ineaaared  tread, 
Amid  ttraee  dumbers  of  the  dead ! 
What  silent,  shadowy  beings  glide 
Low  tomba  and  mouldering  abriosa  beside, 
Peording  the  wild  and  ai^mn  aceae 
With  li^ma  well  auited  to  hia  mien  ? 
Wanderer,  away  t  lat  none  introde 
On  their  nyalerioiia  aolitnde ! 
Lo!  these  are  they,  that  awful  bund, 
Tha  aecret  Watchers  of  the  land, 
Tlwv  that,  unknown  and  uaeonlioird, 
Their  dark  and  dreed  tribunal  hold. 
They  meet  not  in  the  monarch's  dome. 
They  meet  not  in  tbe  chieftain's  home  j 
But  where,  unbounded  o'er  their  heada. 
All  heaven  magniliccnllf  apreada, 
And  from  ita  doptha  of  doudlflas  btne 
The  eteroat  stars  thair  .'eeda  may  view! 
Where'er  the  flowers  of  (be  mounUlO  Md 
roving  feet  are  seldom  trod ; 
lereVir  tbe  pathless  GireA  waaM, 
Or  the  ivy  elothet  Ibraaken  gravea; 
Where'er  wild  legends  lOaik  a  apal, 
By  mertalu  ahunn'd,  bol  onfbrgi^ 
There,  ntded  fay  On  rindea  of  ailM, 
Tbe;  judge  of  crimes  thM  rfirlnk  froM  tfilt, 
And  guilt,  that  deenw  iu  aeeret  known 
To  the  One  malMbaitof  eya  ataoe. 
Yet  bears  Ihear  nans  with  a  awMeb  tUtt, 
Aa  an  >ey  towA  bad  chitTd  ita  bant, 
For  tbe  ahadow  of  th'  ■vengar'a  kmd 
RetiA  dark  and  hnvy  afl  the  land 

There  raae  a  vnlee  from  tbe  rtsin'a  (loaA, 
And  woke  the  ecbon  of  the  Wnh, 
As  if  the  noble  haarta  baoenth 
Sent  fi>rtb  deep  aUMraM  I*  ((■  krartk 

When  the  oiidaigbt  start  mi4  buriag^ 
And  the  dead  to  earth  retamiai; 
When  the  apirit*  of  the  Ueat 
Riae  npon  the  good  man^  laat; 
When  each  whiaper  of  tbe  fiio 
Kda  the  cheek  of  goilt  tarn  palej 
In  tbe  ahadow  of  UM  boar 
That  o'er  tbe  mid  bi«k  4tt$mt  pawM, 
Whf  Iboa  meet  wa,  bM  ta  eaU 
For  jadgmant  es  the  atiainilT 
Whr,  but  the  doom  of  gm*  1*M*1, 
Aad  point  lb'  a*aBnr<a  Mf  MmII 
A  fevM  oMth  bM  louad  oor  aadi, 
A  fesrfid  power  oar  ermwiitfsfal 
There  ia  an  aai,  awake  on  high, 
E'en  to  tbonglit'a  whiapera,  era  Dwf  db, 
'rhiPf  ia  an  aye,  wltaaa  kaaai  pwTaaei 
•pUia,  vll  Aiwtti,  ud  aU  alMdM  t 
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Thtt  rat  hith  he*rd  our  iwfu]  ymf. 

That  trajching  e^a  ii  on  n*  dow  ! 

Lot  biin  whon  heart  ii  unprofitied, 

WhoTC  hand  do  blameless  blood  tiRth  Rtaia'd — 

Lat  hint,  whose  thoughts  no  record  keep 

Of  crimes,  in  silmce  baried  deep. 

Hers,  in  the  lace  of  Hesfcn,  scetwe 

The  foiltf  whom  its  wrslb  pursues !" 

'T  was  bnsh'd — that  laic«  of  thrilling  sound. 
And  a  dead  silence  rei[;n'd  utmnd. 
Than  stood  forth  one,  whose  dim-seen  form 
Tower'd  like  ■  phantom  in  the  storm ; 
Gathering  his  mantle,  si  ■  cloud, 
With  its  dark  Ibtds  his  bee  to  abroud. 
Through  pillar'd  arches  on  he  pass'd, 
With  sUtelf  step,  and  paused  at  last. 
Where,  on  Ihe  aJtar's  mouldering  stone. 
The  fitM  moonbeam  bFightlj  shone ; 


"  Before  that  eye,  whose  glance  perTades 
An  depths,  all  deserts,  and  all  shades; 
Heard  bj  that  ear  awake  on  high 
CeD  to  thonght's  whispers  ere  they  die  ; 
With  sU  a  mortal's  awe  I  stand, 
Yet  witfa  pure  heart,  and  stainless  hand. 
To  Hearen  I  llfl  thai  hand,  and  call 
For  judgment  on  the  criminal ; 
The  earth  is  dyed  with  bloodshed's  baes. 
It  cries  for  vengeanco — 1  iccuie !" 


**  Albert  of  Lindbelm — to  the  skies 
The  Toioe  of  blood  sgainst  him  cries ; 
A  brother's  tdood — his  hand  la  dyed 
With  the  deep  «un  of  fratricide. 
One  hour,  one  moment,  hath  raieal'd. 
What  years  in  darkness  had  conceal'd — 
But  oil  in  nin_  the  golf  of  time 
Reliised  to  close  npon  his  crime ; 
And  gnilt  that  sIa(A  on  flowon^  shall  knew, 
The  earthqaak«  was  Ml  hoah'd  beknv  ! 

Here,  where  smidst  the  noble  dead. 
Awed  by  their  fame,  he  dare  not  tread ; 
Where,  left  by  him  to  dark  decay, 
Their  trophies  moalder  ftst  away  i 
Around  os  and  beneath  ns  lie 
The  relics  of  his  ancestry ; 
The  chielii  of  Lindheim's  ancient  noo. 
Each  in  bis  last  low  dwelling-place : 
But  one  i*  absent — o'er  hii  grave 
The  palmy  shades  oTSyria  wave; 
Far  distant  from  his  natiTe  Rhine, 
He  died  anmouni'd,  in  Palestina ; 
The  FilgTim  Kiagfat  the  Holy  Land, 
To  penrti  by  a  brother's  hand  I 
Peace  to  his  soul  f  though  o'er  his  bed 
No  dirge  be  ponr'd,  no  tsar  be  ihed, 
Thougri  all  be  lored  his  nana  forget, 
'0  who  idlilll  arenge  him  y«t!' 


Though  a 
Thtyliie 


"There  is  an  hour  wbeo  Tain  lemont 
First  wakes  in  ber  eternal  feroa ; 
When  psrdoo  msy  not  ba  retnered, 
Wlien  conscience  will  not  be  dseelTed. 
Ho  that  beheld  the  Tictim  bleed. 
Beheld,  and  aided  in  the  deed- 
When  earthly  fears  bad  lost  their  power 
Reresl'd  the  tsle  In  such  an  hour. 
Unfolding,  with  his  latest  breath. 
All  that  gave  keener  pangs  to  death." 

"  By  Him,  Ih'  All-eeeing  and  Unseai^ 
Who  is  for  sier,  and  hath  been. 
And  by  th'  Ataoer'a  cross  adored. 
And  by  th'  srenger'a  boly  swetd. 
By  truth  eternal  and  diTine, 
Accuser !  wilt  thoo  swear  lo  thine}" 

"  The  cross  npon  my  heart  is  prest, 

I  hold  the  dagger  to  my  breast ; 

If  blee  the  tale  whose  truth  I  swear, 

Be  mine  the  murderer's  doom  to  bear !" 

Then  sternly  rose  the  dread  reply — 
"  His  days  sre  number'd — lie  must  die! 
There  is  no  shadow  of  the  night. 
So  deep  as  to  conceal  his  flight ; 
Earth  doth  not  hold  so  lone  a  waste, 
Bnt  there  his  footstep  shall  be  traced ; 
Deration  hath  no  shiine  so  blest. 
That  there  in  safety  he  may  rest 
Where'er  he  treads,  let  Vongeance  then 
Around  him  spread  her  secret  snare  1 
In  the  bniv  hauola  of  men. 
In  the  still  and  shadowy  glen. 
When  the  social  board  is  crown'd, 
When  the  winc-cnp  sparkles  roond  ; 

I  When  hia  couch  of  steep  is  prest. 
And  a  dream  his  spirit's  guest ; 

j  When  his  bosom  knows  no  foar. 
Let  the  dagger  still  be  near, 
Till,  audden  as  the  lightning's  dart, 

;  Silent  and  swift  it  reach  his  heart  1 

;  One  warning  Toice,  one  fearfiil  word. 
Ere  morn  beneath  his  towers  be  heard. 
Then  vainly  may  the  guilty  fly. 
Unseen,  unsidod, — he  must  die  I 

<  Let  those  he  toTes  prepare  bis  tomE>, 

:  Let  ftiendship  lure  him  to  his  doom ! 

]  Perish  his  deeds,  his  name,  bis  rsce, 
Without  ■  record  or  a  trace ! 
Away !  be  watchliil,  swift,  and  6«e, 
To  wreak  th'  InTlsible'a  decree. 
T  is  pase'd — th'  sTenger  claims  bis  prey 
On  lo  the  chase  of  deatti — away  .■" 


;  The  St 


loii^fi: 


I  The  tomb*  deserted  as  before ; 
'  And  the  wide  forest  waved  immense. 
In  dark  and  lone  magniflcenoe. 
I  In  Lindheim's  towers  tbs  feast  had  dosed 
I  Tlie  song  was  hush'd,  ths  bard  wposeJ  ■ 
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Slanf  BGltled  on  the  weirj  gaat, 
Aod  tho  cBBtle'a  Loid  rcliref  lo  reiL 
To  TMt !  the  captiTO  doom'd  lo  die, 
M>j  •lumber,  when  his  hour  u  nigb  ; 
The  «e&iaaa,  wben  the  biUowu  fbam, 
Rock'd  on  the  mut,  tnoj  dream  of  home  i 
The  warrior,  on  the  butlte'a  era, 
Mbj  win  from  care  a  ihort  reprieve ; 
But  earth  and  heaven  alike  deny 
Their  peioe  to  guilt's  o'erwearled  aye  ; 
And  nigbt,  that  brings  le  grief  a  calm. 
To  toil  ■  paiiH,  to  pain  a  balm, 
Halh  ipeUs  terrific  in  her  coarae. 
Dread  sooada  and  ahadowa,  lor  remocae. 
Voices  that  long  Trom  esrtii  had  fled. 
And  ftepa  and  echoes  Tmn  the  dead ; 
And  manj  a  dream,  whose  forms  sriaa. 
Like  a  darker  world's  roalities ! 
Call  Uiem  not  vain  illuaions— bom. 
Bat  for  the  wise  and  brave  lo  acorn  ! 
Heaven,  that  the  penal  doom  defers, 
Hath  yet  ila  thousand  miniatcra. 
To  sCODTge  the  heart,  unseen,  unknown, 
In'  shade,  in  silence,  and  alone, 
Conc«ntrating  in  one  brief  hour 
Age*  of  retrihution'a  poiveT ! 

If  than  wonMsl  know  the  lot  of  IhoM, 
Whose  souls  are  dark  with  gnilty  woes. 
Ah!  seek  tbem  Dot  where  pleasure'a  throng 
Are  iistoning  to  the  voiea  of  song; 
Seek  them  not  where  (he  banqnet  glows. 
And  the  red  tinajncd't  nectar  flows: 
There  mirth  may  flush  the  hollow  cheek, 
Tho  eye  of  feverish  joy  may  speak. 
And  smiles,  the  ready  mask  of  pride. 
The  canker-worm  within  may  hide  : 
Heed  mK  Ihoae  signs !  they  but  delude  { 
Fidlow,  and  mark  their  suitude  i 

The  song  is  hush'd,  the  feast  is  done, 
And  Lindheim's  lord  remains  alone, 
Aknei  in  silence  and  unrest, 
Wilb  the  dread  secret  of  bia  breast ; 
Alone  with  anguish  and  with  fear ; 
— There  needs  not  an  avenger  here  ! 
Behold  him  !— Why  that  auddcn  aUrt! 
Thou  hear'flt  tho  heating  of  Iby  heart ! 
Thou  hear'st  the  night-wind's  hollow  sigh, 
Thou  hear'st  the  rustling  tapestry ! 
No  aoond  bat  these  may  noor  tbee  be ; 
Steep  1  all  thinp  earthly  si 


No !  there  are  murmurs  on  the  sir. 
And  a  voice  ia  heard  thai  cries — "  Despair !" 
And  he  who  trembles  fain  would  deem 
"T  was  the  whisper  of  a  waking  dream. 
Was  it  but  tliis  1— again  't  is  there. 
Again  is  heard — "  Despair  !  Despair  !"' 
'tis  put — its  tonea  have  slowly  died 
In  echoes  on  the  mountoin  side ; 
Heard  but  by  him,  they  rose,  they  fell. 
He  knew  their  fearful  meaning  Well, 
And  shrinking  from  the  midnrght  gloom. 
As  from  the  ^adow  of  tho  tomb, 


Yet  shuddering,  tnm'd  in  pale  dismay 
When  broke  the  dawn's  first  kindling  raj, 
And  Bought,  amidst  the  Ibiest  wild. 
Some  shade  where  aimbeam  never  smiled. 

Yes !  hide  Ihoe,  guilt ! — the  laughing  mom 
Wakes  in  a  heaven  of  splendour  born ! 
The  atonna  that  shook  the  mountain  crest 
Have  sought  Iheir  viewless  world  of  rest. 
High  from  hia  clifii,  with  ardent  gaie. 
Soars  [he  joang  eagle  in  tho  blazo, 
Exulting,  as  he  wings  his  way. 
To  revel  in  the  fount  of  day. 
And  brightly  past  his  banks  of  Tins^ 
In  glory,  flows  the  monarch  Rhine! 
And  joyous  peals  the  vintage  Bong 
Hia  wild  luxuriant  shores  along. 
As  peaaant  bands,  from  rock  and  dell. 
Their  sUains  of  choral  transport  swell; 
And  cli&s  of  bold  fanlaaUc  forms. 
Aspiring  to  the  realm  of  etorms ; 
And  wirads  around,  and  wares  below, 
Catch  the  red  Orient's  deepening  glow,- 
That  lends  each  tower,  and  convcat.apire, 
A  tinge  of  its  ethereal  fire. 
Swell  high  the  song  of  lestot  hours  ! 
Deck  ye  tlie  shrine  with  living  Sowers ! 
Let  mnsic  o'er  the  walars  breathe  I 
Let  beauty  twine  the  bridal  wreath '. 
While  ahe,  whose  blue  eye  laughs  in  light. 
Whose  cheek  with  love's  own  Bua  is  Wigh; 
The  fair-hair'd  maid  of  LindhMin's  ball. 
Wakes  to  her  nuptial  feslivaL 

Oh  !  who  hath  seen,  in  dreams  that  sou 
To  worlds  the  soul  would  fain  explore. 
When,  for  her  own  bleat  country  pining. 
Its  beauty  o'er  her  thought  ii  shining, 
Borne  lor  m  of  heaven,  whose  cloudless  eye 
Was  all  one  beam  of  ecstasy  ! 
Whoee  glorious  brow  no  traces  wore 
Of  guilt,  or  sorrow  known  bofore ! 
Whose  smile,  undimm'd  by  aught  of  earth. 
A  sunbeam  of  immortal  birth. 
Spoke  of  bright  realms,  (bt  distant  lying. 
Where  love  and  ioy  are  both  nndybg ! 
E'en  thus— a  vision  of  delight, 
'     tht, 

n  had  bow'd. 
Whose  leaves  ne'er  droop'd  benealh  a  clouo 
Thus,  by  tho  world  unetain'd,  untried, 
Seem'd  thai  beloved  and  lovely  bride; 
A  being  all  too  soft  and  fair, 
One  breath  of  earthly  woe  to  bear ! 
Yet  lives  tliere  many  a  lofty  mind, 
In  tight  and  fragile  form  euahrined ; 
And  ofl  smooth  cheek,  and  amiling  eye, 
Hide  strength  to  luSer  and  lo  die  1 
Judge  not  of  woman'a  heart  in  hours 
That  strew  her  path  with  aummer  flower* 
When  joy's  full  cup  is  manlling  high, 
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o  the  anffbld  ihs  hatli  atoo^ 
BeiprinkM  with  the  DNTljr'i  blood; 
Her  Toica  the  palriol'a  heart  hath  ilMl'd, 
Her  (piril  flow'd  od  baltkhfieU  ( 
Her  courage  fieed  from  dungeon'*  ffcoiB, 
Tbo  eaplive  brooding  o'er  bk  doom ; 
Her  fiiith  the  ftlleu  momrcb  rarad, 
Her  loTS  the  tf  rant'i  rur7  braTed;, 
No  loeiie  of  <laii^r  or  deaptjr, 
But  itw  hath  won  har  triumph  thete ! 


With  tbotwhta  of  boding  radneaa  bome  E 
Far  other,  ioTeliet  dreame  an  Ihino, 
Fair  daughter  or  a  noble  litn ! 
Toong  Ellai  from  thy  lower,  irhoM  bsigU 
Hath  oaoght  the  fluab  of  Butera  light. 
Watching,  while  aoft  the  morning  air 
Farti  oo  th;  brow  the  aanny  hair, 
Y«n  bark,  that  o'er  the  ea)m  biue  tide 
Bean  thy  loved  warrior  to  hia  bride — 
He,  whoee  high  deeds  romantic  pniag 
Halb  ballaw'd  with  a  thousand  lija. 

He  came— that  jonthful  ehieP— be  came, 
That  Aioar'd  lord  of  lore  and  fame ! 
Hi*  elep  wai  hortied — a*  of  one 
Who  eeeka  ■  tnioe  within  to  ihun  ; 
Hia  ebsek  wai  rarying,  and  BipreeaM 
The  conflict  of  a  tronbled  breaat : 
Hi*  eye  wai  iniioiw^DBbt,  and  dread, 
And  a  (tern  grief,  might  there  be  read ; 
Yet  ail  that  nurk'd  hn  ahsr'd  mien 
Seem'd  etmggling  to  be  itill  oniGen. 

With  ahriDJung  heart,  with  ntnulesi  fear, 
Toong  EHa  met  the  brow  anitere. 
And  the  wild  lcx>k,  which  leoia'd  to  fly 
The  timid  welcome  of  her  eye. 
Wai  that  a  lorer'i  giie,  which  obiltM 
The  *onl,  it*  avfiil  aadneai  Hirill'd  T 
A  loTer'a  brow,  ao  darlily  fraught 
With  all  the  heaviest  gloom  of  thought  i 
She  trembled— ne'er  to  grief  inured. 
By  it*  dieid  lewon*  ne'er  matuml : 
Uniued  (o  meet  h  glance  of  lea* 
Than  all  »  parent's  tendemew. 
Shuddering  abe  fblt,  throogb  efcry  senae. 
The  death-like  &intoesa  of  saapenje. 

Bi^h  o'er  the  windingi  of  the  flood, 
On  Lindheim'*  tEnnGetT  rocks  they  stood, 
Whence  the  free  sight  afkr  might  siny  ' 

O'er  that  imperial  nirer's  way. 
Which,  roihbg  from  it*  Alpine  Bouroe, 
Makea  one  long  triumph  of  its  coana, 
Rolling  in  Iranqnil  grandeur  by, 
'Midst  Natare'*  noblest  pageantry, 
Bot  they,  o'er  that  majestic  scene. 
With  cloaded  brow  and  aniious  mJen, 
In  ailence  gaied  ;— for  Ella's  heut 
Fear'd  it*  own  terror*  to  impart  i 


At  length  hb  mien,  his  Toice,  obuin'd 
A  calm,  that  teem'd  by  conflict*  gain'd. 
And  thn*  he  ■poke—"  Yea !  gaie  ■  while 
On  the  bright  scenes  that  roond  ihea  amile; 
For,  if  thy  lore  be  firm  and  trne. 
Soon  must  thou  bid  their  charros  adieu ! 
A  ftte  bangs  o'er  us,  whose  dccroo 
Must  bear  me  far  Irom  them  or  thee  ; 
Our  path  i*  one  of  anares  and  fear, 
I  lose  thee  if  I  linger  here  '. 
Droop  Dot,  beloied  !.  thy  home  •hull  riaa 
A*  lair,  beneath  far  distant  skies ; 
A*  fondly  tendemen  snd  truth 
Shall  cherish  there  thy  rose  of  youth. 
But  speak  !  and  when  yon  hallow'd  shrine 
Hath  heard  the  tows  which  make  tbee  iDiiWi 
Say,  wilt  thou  fly  citb  me,  no  mora 
To  tread  thine  own  loved  mouiitain-sbon^ 
But  ahare  and  soothe,  repining  not, 
Tiu)  bitteraen  of  exile'*  lot  V^ 

"  Dlric !  thou  hnow'at  how  deuly  kmd 
The  scene*  where  first  my  childhood  roved; 
The  woods,  the  rocks,  tbat  tower  wipram* 
Above  onr  own  majestic  stream. 
The  halls  where  first  my  bcsrt  be«t  bigh 
To  tha  prood  songs  of  cbivalrj. 
All,  all  are  dear — yet  (Jieae  are  ties 
Affection  well  may  aacrifice; 
Loved  though  Ihey  be,  where'er  Hum  atl, 
T^ers  is  the  country  of  my  bearti 
Yet,  i*  there  one,  who^  rett  of  me. 
Were  lonely  as  a  blasted  tree ; 
One,  who  still  hoped  my  hand  should  doM 
Hi*  eyes,  in  Nature's  last  repcss ; 
Eve  gathers  round  him — on  fats  brow 
Already  rests  the  wintry  anew  ; 
Hi*  form  Is  bent,  his  features  wear 
The  deepening  lines  of  ape  and  cue. 
His  fiided  eye  bath  lost  its  lire ; 
Thou  wonldst  not  tear  me  from  my  sir*  1 
Yel  tell  me  all— thy  woes  import. 
My  Ulric  •  to  a  faithfbl  heart. 
Which  sooner  far— oh,  doubt  not  thi»— 
Would  ahsTD  lAjF  pangs,  than  otber*'  Uim  V 

"  Ella,  wbst  wonld'st  thoa  T— H  i*  ■  lab 
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Yet  what  avails  it  to  coi 

Alt  tbon  loo  soon  must  know  and  Icelt 
It  mwl,  it  must  be  told- prepare. 
And  nerve  thai  genlla  heart  lo  bar- 
But  I— oh,  was  it  Ihea  for  mt 
The  bersld  of  thy  woes  to  be ! 
Thy  soul's  bright  calmne**  to  destroy. 
And  wake  thee  first  from  dreams  of  jciy  T 
Forgive : — 1  would  not  rader  tone 
Should  make  the  tbarful  tidings  known, 
I  would  not  that  lupitying  eyes 
Should  coldly  witch  thine  agonies  ! 
Better  't  were  mine — that  task  sbtcic, 
To  cloud  thy  braB*t  with  grieT  and  iear  t 
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"  HaM  Hull  Dot  hettd,  in  lefodi  old. 
Wild  talei  Ihu  tarn  ih«  lih-blwid  cold,        ' 
or  ttaoN  who  DHBt  in  Mm  oi  ^x^ 
Fu  from  the  hoi;  walk*  of  muii 
TltoM  who  m;>larioB*  Tifili  kwp, 
When  earth  w  wn<>>  >■>  •ludM  u4  ilaap, 
To  jndfe  of  crima,  like  Hin  on  bifti, 
la  MitlneH  and  in  leciw^  I 
Th'  onlinoiTn  ■mmgen^  nhoao  dscraa 
Til  fruitloM  to  MHt  or  Bm T 
WhoM  nune  hitb  out  a  ipell  of  powM 
O'er  peuiDt'i  oot  and  chioilaia'*  lairvl 
Thj  aire— oh,  ElU !  hope  ii  fl«d ! 
Tbink  or  htDh  nMam  him,  ai  the  dead  1 
Their  aenteaca,  thein,  hath  mU'd  hta  dona, 
'-'■•   a  inaj'at  waep  aa  o'ar  ilia  Ic    '' 


anyuiab,  apeak !" 

She  ipoka  at  lan^h,  in  accent*  low 
or  wild  and  hiir-indignaot  woe  : 
— "  Hi  doom'd  lo  perith '.  he  deereed 
B*  tlicir  avenging  ann  to  bleed  1 
Hi,  the  renown 'd  in  holy  fight. 
The  Pajnlm's  acoDige,  the  Chriatian'a  might ! 
Ulric  I  what  niciin'at  thou  1 — not  a  IhoDght 
Of  that  high  mind  with  guilt  ia  IniDght  1 
Say,  for  which  gloriooa  trophy  won, 
Which  deed  of  martial  prowaai  done; 
Which  battle-field,  in  dayi  gone  by, 
Gain'd  by  hia  laloar,  muit  ha  die  t 
i^way  I  *t  ia  not  Aii  loRy  nune 
Tbeir  tentence  halh  coniign'd  to  abauM ; 
■T  ii  not  his  life  they  aeek— recall 
Tby  word*,  or  (ay  be  abill  not  fall  1" 

Hmo  aprung  fbith  teara,  whoae  bleat  relief 
Gan  plead  inj;  aoflnet*  to  her  ^rief : 
"And  wilt  Ibou  not,  hj  all  the  lie* 
Of  oor  affianced  lave,''  ahe  criea, 
"  By  all  my  aoul  hath  fin'd  on  thee. 
Of  cheriah'd  hope  for  year*  lo  be, 
Wilt  Ihvtt  not  aid  him  ?  wilt  not  thou 
Shield  hi*  grey  head  from  danger  now  1 
And  didat  thoa  not,  in  childhood'a  mom, 
That  aaw  onr  joung  oftclion  born, 
Han^;  roand  hu  neck,  and  climb  hi*  knee, 
Sharing  hia  pirentjimile  with  me? 
Kind,  genlto  Ulric  •  beat  belored '. 
Now  be  thy  foilh  in  danger  prored! 
Tboogh  anare*  and  terrora  round  him  wait, 
TTttM  wilt  not  leave  him  to  hi*  fate ! 
Tom  not  awajr  in  cold  diadain! 
—Shalt  thine  own  Ella  plead  in  vain? 
Bow  art  thoa  changed  '.  and  mint  1  bear 
That  frown,  that  itero,  averted  air  1 
What  mean  tbej  r 

"Maiden.iMed'etlboQukT 
Thote  featnrea  wear  no  apociom  maak  ! 
Dc4h  aorrow  mark  thia  brow  and  eye 
With  cfaartclara  nf  mvalory  T 


Tbi* — (M*  1*  aagniab  l-Msan  it  b*  T 
Aod  plead*>t  than  for  thy  aire  to  m«  7 
Know  Ihoqf h  Ihy  pnyeia  a  dealb-pang  giwt 
He  muft  not  mael  lay  aJghl — and  lite! 
Well  may'aL  thou  ahudderl— of  Ibe  bond 
Who  waich  ia  lecrel  o'er  the  laud. 
Whose  Ibnoaand  aword*  't  ia  vain  to  ehnn, 
Th*  nnkoown,  th'  nnalumbering — 1  an  «m  - 
Mg  arm  dpiWd  him ! — what  were  IJtea 
Each  vow  Uwl  bindi  the  *D«Ii  of  nHN, 
Swora  on  tba  cro**,  and  deeply  *eal'd 
By  rite*  that  may  not  be  raveai'd  I 
— A  breeic'i  breath,  an  eolio'i  tonc^ 
A  paeaing  aonnd,  fofgot  whan  gone  I 
Nay,  ■hnah'nairroni  iiw-I  would  fly. 
That  be  by  other  handa  inay  die  1 
What!  think'it  ihon  I  would  tivo  lo  Inwa 
Abhorrence  in  (bat  angcUlacal 
Betide  thee  ahould  tliq  k)T*r  Mand, 
Tba  bther'*  life-blood  on  hit  brand  t 
No  I  I  have  bade  my  home  adieu. 
For  other  acoite*  mine  eyea  mutt  view  ( 
Look  on  me,  love !  now  at)  ■*  known, 
O  ElU  1  noil  I  fly  alone  r* 

Bnt    aha    ww    changed;    acaree  beavsd  b 

Shf  atood  like  •oe  prepered  for  death. 
And  )vept  no  rnore ;  then,  caatiog  down 
From  her  lair  biow*  the  nuptial  crown. 
At  joy'a  laat  vision  iVom  her  heart. 
Cried,  with  nd  firmneaa,  "We  mnil  parti 
'Til  pait — these  bridal  Quwera,  to  frail 
Thay  may  not  brook  one  stormy  gale. 
Survive — too  dear  a*  ttill  thou  art. 
Each  hope  they  imaged — we  mutt  putl 
One  alnjggle  yet— and  ull  la  o'er— 
We  love— and  may  we  meet  no  more  1 
Oh !  lillla  know'st  thou  of  the  power 
Aflbelion  lend*  in  dinger'*  boor. 
To  deem  that  fate  ihould  thus  divide 
My  lbol*tepa  from  a  lather's  side  ! 
Speed  thoa  lo  other  •horet — 1  p> 
To  (bare  hia  wanderinn  and  hi*  woe ; 
W  here'er  his  path  of  Ibom*  may  lead, 
Whata'er  his  doom,  by  Heaven  decreed, 
If  there  be  guardian  powera  above, 
To  nerve  the  heart  of  filial  love ; 

ourago  may  bo  wc«i  by  prayer, 

ilrength  by  dnty — I  can  boar ! 
Farewell  I — tbongh  in  that  tound  be  yean 
or  blighted  hopes  and  fraitlea*  tear*. 
Though  ibe  aoal  vibrate  to  iU  knell 
Of  joy*  departed — yet,  farewell!'' 

Waa  lAtt  the  roaid  who  aeem'd,  erewhiK 
Bom  bot  lo  meet  llle'a  vernal  amile  1 
A  being,  alm'Mt  on  tba  wing. 
As  an  embodied  breeze  of  aprinF  T 
A  child  of  beauty  aod  of  bliat. 
Sent  from  mme  purer  aphere  lo  Ihia, 
Not,  in  her  eiile,  to  lustain 
The  trial  of  one  earllily  pam  i 
Bnt,  aa  a  annbeam,  on  lo  move, 
Wak'ninf  all  heart*  lo  joy  and  loitT 
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That  air^  form,  with  fboMapa  IVee, 

And  radiuit  glance — contd  thii  be  ih*  T 

From  hor  ftir  chest  the  roM  wu  ^one. 

Her  ajfe'i  bios  sparkle  thence  had  flown. 

Of  aJl  iu  Tirid  glow  bereft, 

Each  plajfu!  ctunn  her  tip  had  left; 

Bat  what  were  theac  7  od  that  joung  (kc(^ 

Far  nohiar  beaotjr  fill'd  their  ]dace! 

T  wai  not  the  pride  that  tcomi  to  bend, 

Though  alJ  the  bdta  of  Heaven  dewjend ; 

Not  (he  fierce  grandeur  of  despair. 

That  hair  eiulti  iti  late  to  dam ; 

Nor  lh«l  wild  eoergj  which  leads 

Th'  entbuaiail  lo  fanatic  deeds  :  ' 

Hit  mien,  by  sorrow  ansabdiied, 

Waa  fii'd  in  silent  forlitnde ; 

Nut  in  its  hsughty  atrenglh  elate. 

Bat  calmlj,  moumlulty  sedate. 

T  waa  strange,  jrst  lovely  to  behold 

That  spirit  in  so  bir  a  mould. 

As  if  a  rose-tree's  tender  Ibrm, 

Unbent,  onbroke,  should  meet  the  atonn. 


Dimm'd  the  pure  light  of  conslancj  ; 
And  preaaing,  as  to  elill  her  heart. 
She  lum'd  in  silence  to  depart. 
But  Ulric,  aa  to  Treniy  wrought, 
Then  started  from  his  trance  of  thought! 
"  Staj  Ihee,  oh,  slay  f — it  must  not  be — 
All,  all  were  well  reeign'd  Tor  thee  1 
Stay  '.  till  mv  soul  each  vow  disown. 
But  those  which  make  me  thine  alone ! 
If  there  be  niill — there  ia  no  ahrine 
More  holy  than  that  heart  of  thine  ; 
Thtrt  be  my  crime  abMilied— I  lake 
The  cup  of  shame  foi  thy  dear  sake. 
0(  Aamt!  oh  no!  to  virtue  ttoe. 
Where  tAm  art,  there  ia  glory  loo ! 
Oo  now !  and  to  thy  sire  impart. 
He  hath  ■  shield  in  Ulric's  heart. 
And  thou  a  home  '. — remain,  or  flee, 
In  life,  in  death— I  follow  ihee !" 

"lliere  shall  not  rest  one  cloud  of  shame, 
OhUlrie!  on  thy  lofty  name  ; 
There  shaU  not  one  accuiing  word 
Against  thy  spotless  fsith  be  heard! 
Thy  path  is  where  the  brave  rush  on, 
Thy  course  must  be  where  palms  are  won ; 
Where  banners  wave,  snd  falchions  glare, 
Son  of  the  mighty !  be  Ihou  Itrare  '. 
Think  on  the  glorious  names  that  shine 
Along  thv  sire  1  majtslic  tine ; 
Oh,  last  'm  that  illustrious  tnce ! 
Thou  wert  not  bom  to  meet  disgrace  ! 
Well,  well  1  know  each  grief,  each  pain, 
"Hiy  spirit  nobly  eouid  sustain  : 
E'en  1  unshrioking  see  them  near. 
And  what  hast  thou  lode  with  fear! 
But  when  Jwlh  warriur  calmly  home 
The  cold  and  bitter  smile  of  scorn  T 
Tb  not  for  thee— lliy  soul  hath  force 
To  roH  «ith  all  things — but  romorae: 


And  thna  my  brigbtaat  thoogbt  shaU  be, 
Ttuw  hast  not  braved  ill  pangs  for  me. 
Gol  break  thoa  not  one  aolema  vow, 
Ckiaed  be  the  retrfbl  awflict  now ; 
Go :  but  forget  not  how  my  heart 
Slitl  at  thy  name  will  proudly  at 


And  tbue  Ihey  parted — why  raoall 
be  acene  of  angnisb  known  to  all  I 
The  bnnrt  of  tcart,  the  blush  of  pride, 
That  laiD  those  frnillesa  tears  would  hide  i 
ing  look,  the  last  embraoa^ 
avails  it  lo  retrace  1 
They  parted — in  Ihsl  bitter  word 
A  Ihoutand  tones  of  grier  are  heard. 
Whose  dsep1y.aeBted  echoes  rest 
In  the  lar  cells  of  every  breast ; 
Who  hath  not  known,  who  shall  not  know 
That  keen,  yet  moat  familiar  woe  T 
Wheru'er  affeotion's  home  ia  found. 
It  meeta  her  on  Ihe  holy  ground ; 
The  cloud  of  every  summer  honr, 
The  canker-worm  of  every  flower  ; 
Who  but  hath  proved,  or  yet  shall  pror^ 
That  mortal  agony  of  love  t 

.  ..n  moon  slept  bright  and  still 
On  fading  wood  and  purple  hill; 
The  vintiger  had  hush'd  his  Isy, 
The  liaher  shonn'd  the  blaie  of  dsy, 
And  silence,  o'er  each  greeu  receae. 

It  soon  a  tow  and  metsurcd  sonnd 
Broke  on  the  deep  repose  around ; 
From  Lindheim's  tower  a  glancing  o) 
bade  the  stream  ripple  lo  iJie  shore. 
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The  fond,  the  true,  the  noble-hcartcd  ; 
And  smoolhly  scem'd  the  bark  to  glide. 
And  brighliy  flow'd  the  rccklen  tide, 
'lliough,  mingling  with  its  current,  fell 
The  last  warm  tears  of  love's  rorewelL 
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Sweet  is  the  ginom  of  forest  shades, 
Tboir  pillar'd  walks  and  dim  arcades, 
With  all  Ihe  thousand  flowers  tfiat  blow, 
A  waste  of  loveliness,  below. 
To  him  whose  soul  the  world  wonid  fly. 
For  Nature's  lonely  majesty  ; 
To  bsrd,  when  wrapt  in  mighty  Ibemei, 
To  lover,  lost  in  fkiiy  dreams, 
To  hermit,  whose  prophetic  thought 
By  fits  B  gleam  of  heaven  hath  caught. 
And,  in  the  visions  of  his  rest, 
Ke!d  bright  communion  with  Ihe  blest  ( 
T  ii  sweet,  but  aolumn— there  aUko 
Silence  and  sound  with  awe  can  atrika. 
Tbo  deep  Ekdian  murmur  made 
By  sighing  breeze  and  roaliing  afaadek 
And  eavem'd  lounlain  goafaing  nigh, 
And  wild-bee's  [dainlive  luUaby, 
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Or  Uw  doid  nilbMiB  of  the  bowan, 
Whao  dark  th«  muDmer-tempol  kv»«n; 
When  lilent  Natace  neiiK  (o  wail 
The  ptharing;  Tbandar'i  Toice  of  Ate, 


Each,  etch  alika  i*  avfbl  there, 

And  tbtiUi  Ibe  aoul  with  feelinsi  high, 

Aa  Boon  mqeitio  hariDODj. 

Bat  aha,  the  maid,  whoav  fimtilapa  traced 
Each  grBBD  retreat,  in  breathlMa  haila. 
Young  Ella  linger'd  not,  tc  hear 
The  wood-Dotea,  loat  on  moomer'a  ear ; 
The  ahireriue  leaf)  the  brceia's  play. 
The  fimnlaiD'a  fuib,  the  wjlcUbird'a  la;; 
Theae  cbarm  not  dow — her  aire  ahe  aought. 
With  IrembliDg  franie,  with  aniioua  thought. 
And,  itartiDr,  if  a  Ibresl  deer 
But  moied  the  nutling  branehea  Dear, 
Firattetl  thatir-   ---- 


She  reaefa'd  a  lone  and  ahadowj  dell, 
Where  Ihe  free  fonbeam  never  telt ; 
Twae  tirilighl  there  ut  ■ummer-noon. 
Deep  night  bsaealh  the  hitveat-moon. 
And  aearca  might  oDe  bright  itar  be  aeen 
Gleaming  the  tangled  boughs  between;' 
For  manj  a  giant  lock  around, 
Darli,  in  terrific  grandeur,  Irowa'd, 
And  the  aacieut  oaka,  that  wand  on  liigh. 
Shot  oat  each  glimpae  of  the  bleased  ik; ; 
There  the  cold  apring,  in  ita  ahidowy  caie. 
Ne'er  to  Hearen  a  b^m  od«  aparkle  gave. 
And  the  wild-flower,  oo  it*  brink  that  graw, 
Caogbt  not  rrom  da;  one  glowing  hue. 

T  waa  raid,  aome  fearfnl  deed  untold, 
Had  itain'd  that  aoene  in  dive  of  old  ; 
Tradilion  o'er  the  haunt  had  thrown 
A  ahada  yel  deeper  than  ila  own. 
And  (till,  araidat  th'  ambrageooa  glooai, 
Parohanoe  above  aome  victim'a  tomb, 
0'ergro4vn  with  ivy  and  with  mnaa, 
Thera  atood  a  rudely.acnlptared  Ctoaa, 
Which  bapl7  lileni  record  bore. 
Of  guilt  and  penitence  of  yon. 


And  lifted  ejrea  and  atrcamin;  hi    . 

And  cheek,  all  pale  aa  marble  mould. 

Seen  b;  the  moonbeam's  radiance  ctJdT 

Waa  it  aome  image  of  deepair. 

Still  fix'd  that  atamp  of  woe  to  bear  I 

— Oh  !  M'er  could  Art  her  fbima  have  wrought, 

To  apeak  auch  agoniei  of  thought ! 

Those  death.libe  features  gave  lo  view 

A  mortal's  pangs,  loo  deep  and  true! 

Starting  he  rose,  with  freaiied  aye, 

As  Ella's  harritid  alep  drew  nigh  ; 

Ha  tnm'd  with  aspect  daikly  wild, 

Trembllnif  he  stood — before  his  child ! 

On,  with  a  burst  of  tears,  ahe  sprung, 

And  to  her  &lher's  bosom  dung. 


"  Away  1  what  aaefc'at  (boa  here  f  be  celed, 
"  Art  thou  not  now  thine  lilrie'a  bride  i 
Hence,  leave  ma,  [save  me  to  await. 
In  sditade,  the  storm  of  Fata ; 
Thoa  know'st  not  what  my  dooiD  may  be, 
E^  evening  comee  in  peace  to  tltee." 


Swell  high  fjt  Die  the  bridal  song  ? 
Shall  the  gay  nuptial  board  be  ipread. 
The  festal  garland  bind  m;  head. 
And  thou,  in  grief^  in  peril,  roam. 
And  make  the  wilderness  thy  boDM  I 
No !  I  am  here,  with  Ihee  (o  abare 
All  euSering  mortal  strength  may  beat  J 
And,  oh !  wbate'er  thy  tbea  decree. 
In  lite,  in  death,  in  chains,  or  free ; 
Well,  wall  I  feel,  in  Ibee  aecur^ 
Thy  h«act  and  band  alike  are  pan !" 

Then  was  there  meaning  in  his  look, 
Wbich'deep  that  trotting  spirit  shook  i 
So  wildly  did  each  glanca  expreaa 
The  strife  of  shame  and  bittemeM ! 
And  thus  be  spoke  i  "Fond  dreama,  oh  hencal 
Is  this  the  mien  of  Innocence  T 
This  liirrow'd  brow,  this  reatlesi  eye. 
Read  thou  tills  fearful  tale—and  fly  ! 
Is  it  enough  ?  or  must  I  seek 
For  tPordM,  the  tale  of  guilt  to  speak  I 
Then  be  it  ao — I  will  not  doom 
Thy  youth  to  wither  in  ila  bkxim ; 
I  will  not  see  thy  lender  frame 
Bow'd  to  the  earth  with  lesr  and  sbama, 
Ho '.  though  I  teach  thee  to  abhor 


fondly  loved  before 
Yet  sKsU  thou  lesve  me  and  be  bleat  i 


Though  the  dread  effort  rend  my  breas^ 


's  gentlest  beamt  have  cast. 


I       .- 

Ere  voice,  and  thought,  and  memory  &iL 
Why  ahouhi  I  falter  thua,  to  toll 
What  Heaven  so  long  hsth  known  too  well} 
Yea !  though  (rom  mortal  sight  conceal'd, 
Tiare  hath  a  brother's  blood  appeal'dl 
He  died — 'twas  nut  where  banners  wave 
And  wsr-oteeds  trample  on  the  brave; 
He  died— it  wsa  in  Holy  Land  ; 
Yet  lUl  he  not  b;  PayDiiu  hand ; 
He  aleepa  not  with  his  sirn  at  rest. 
With  traphied  shield  and  knightly  crest; 
Unknown  his  grave  lo  kindred  eyes, 
— Bat  1  esn  (eU  thee  where  he  lies ! 
It  was  a  wild  and  savage  spot. 
But  onee  beheld — and  ne'er  forgotl 
I  see  it  now — that  haunted  scene 
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Th«  IbiuUin-vn*  tlwl  ■puUw  oigb, 
Bun  «itifM  wilh  iU  oiiRMan  ijt  1 
I  ttetb'  (cciuuig  glaDoe  hi  ruaeil. 
Er«  ihit  dim  tje  bj  <leath  wu  glumi  t 
— Ne'or  will  ttnt  psrtinr  look  fmfinl 
I  Mill  behold  It—and  I  iaa ! 
t  live  I  from  bape,  from  nurcr  driven, 
A  ni&rk  £ir  lU  tbe  tbafU  of  HmtcuI 


H>  birth-rifhl — tndmf  ohiM,  mj  waa. 
Heir  lo  high  Danw,  hi(h  Ibrtuiia  bom, 
Wit  doom'd  lo  penury  uh9  Kora, 
An  ulten  'laidnt  hi*  Rikhen'  hilU, 
An  e;iile  l^om  bii  nalive  vaik. 
Could  I  benr  IhiiT— the  isnkling  thooffht, 
Dsep,  dark,  within  my  boanm  wroa|hl; 
Some  Mrpent,  kindling  hale  aad  gtuloi 
Lurk'd  in  m^  inranl'i  roiy  iioile, 
Aiid  when  tiu  accenla  liap'd  mj  name, 
TJiey  woke  my  inmoat  heart  lo  flamel 
1  ktrugnled — are  there  evil  powers 
TliBt  claim  their  own  aicendant  hoant 
— O  '.  what  ahould  thine  unapotled  iodI 
Or  know  or  tear  of  (A«r  control  T 
Why  on  the  Icaifut  c<sflia<  dwell! 
Vainly  I  etmgfled— and  I  fell : 
Cait  down  rrom  every  hope  of  Uiia, 
Too  well  thou  know'at  to  what  abyii  I 

"  T  waa  done— that  moment  horned  kj 
To  darhon  all  eternity '. 
Yean  roll'd  away,  lan|;,  evil  yeara, 
or  woea,  or  rEtters,  and  of  lean ; 
Nor  aughl  but  vain  remone  I  giin'd, 
By  the  deep  guilt  my  loul  which  atain'd ; 
Fsr,  long  a  copli™  in  the  Unda 
Where  AtiIm  tread  their  burning  tandi. 
The  haunted  midnight  of  tbe  mind 
Waa  round  mo  whib  In  chiina  I  pined, 
By  all  tbrgoUen  aare  by  one 
Dread  presence — which  I  coold  not  ahnn. 

■■  How  oft,  when  o'er  the  ■ilenl  waate 
Nor  path  nor  landmark  might  ba  traced. 
When  ilumbering  by  the  watch-fire'i  ray, 
The  Wandorera  of  the  Desert  lay. 
And  atani,  a*  o'er  an  ocean,  ahone. 
Vigil  1  kept— but  not  alone ! 
That  form,  that  image  from  the  dead, 
Btill  walk'd  the  wild  with  aoundlne  tread ! 
I  're  seen  it  in  the  flary  blast, 
I  'te  aeen  it  where  the  aind-atorma  pue'd ; 
Beaide  the  Decert'a  fount  it  stood. 
Tinging  the  cloar  cold  wave  with  blood ; 
And  e'en  when  view  ten,  by  the  fear 
Curdling  my  reins,  I  knpv  H  Was  near ! 
—  Wat  near!— I  feel  th*  unearthly  thrill. 
Its  power  ia  on  my  apirit  atiU ! 
A  myatio  influence,  undefined. 
The  spell,  the  ahadow  of  my  mind '. 

■  Will  thon  yet  linger  7 — time  speed*  on  ; 
One  Isst  farewell,  and  then  begone! 
Dnclaip  tbe  lianda  that  shade  thy  brow. 
And  let  me  nt/i  thine  aspect  noio  f 


No!  *l»r  the*  jM,  uti  koMD  the  mac4 
Heaiso's  JDatioa  to  my  orime  decreed. 
Sktw  came  tbe  day  that  hroka  my  ohaiai 
But  I  It  kngth  wm  frta  again ; 
And  li'cedom  bringa  a  batst  irf  joy. 
E'en  guilt  itaolf  can  scarce  deatroy. 
I  though'  upon  my  own  lair  laver^ 
My  native  Kfaino'e  gay  vineyard  bowMih 
And,  in  a  Ather's  visions  preta'd 
Thee  and  thy  brother  to  my  brasL 


"  Twa*  bot  in  viaion^-oanat  tlm  jM 
Recall  the  moment  when  we  met  t 
Thy  step  to  greet  me  lightly  sprung. 
Thy  arma  around  me  Ibndly  clung; 
Scarce  anght  than  infant-sen ph  las, 
Seem'd  thy  pure  childhood'a  loveliiMaa} 
But  he  was  gom^-thet  son,  lor  whom 
I  ruah'd  oa  gtlilt'e  eternal  doom. 
He  Ibr  wboae  sake  alone  were  given 
My  peace  on  eaith,  my  hope  in  Heaven, 
Ha  met  me  not.— A  ruthlcaa  hand, 
Wbos*  name  with  terror  fjli'd  tbe  land, 
Fierce  onllawi  of  the  wood  and  wild,         . 
Had  raft  the  Ather  of  hia  child. 
Foes  to  my  nee,  the  hate  they  nuraad. 
Full  on  that  chcriah'd  scion  bant. 
Unknown  hia  fate.- No  parent  nigh. 
My  boy  !  my  first-born !  didit  thon  die  t 
Or  did  Uiey  spare  thee  for  a  life 
Of  shame,  of  rapine,  and  of  itrireT 
Livest  thou,  nnfricnded,  unillied, 
A  wanderer,  lost  without  a  guide  I 
Oh  '.  to  thy  Ikte's  myiterious  gloom 
Blest  were  the  darkneis  of  tbe  tiunb  ! 


dona — my  gnilly  heart 

unveii'd — depart ! 


"Ella!  tu 
Before  thee  >U      .  _..  . 
Few  panga  't  will  cost  thee  now  to  if 
From  one  to  etaiu'd,  so  loat.  oa  I ; 
Yet  peaccto  thine  untainted  breast. 
E'en  though  it  hate  me— be  thou  Ueitl 
Farewell '.  thou  iholt  not  linger  here  { 
E'en  now  ;h'  avengot  may  to  neai : 
Where'er  I  turn,  the  foe,  the  anare  ; 
"^^  dagger,  may  to  amboah'd  tb««; 
One  hour — and  haply  all  ia  o'er. 
And  we  muat  meet  on  earth  no  mar* ; 
No,  nor  beyond  ! — lo  tbsae  pare  akie* 
Where  thou  shalt  be,  I  may  not  rim  j 
Heaven's  will  for  ever  parte  onr  kit, 
Yet,  oh !  my  child !  abhra'  me  no) ! 
Speak  oQCa!  to  aootbe  this  broko)  heart, 
Speak  to  me  once  !  and  then  depart!" 

Bat  atrll — u  if  each  pulse  were  deed. 
Mute—as  the  power  of  speech  were  fled, 
Pale — a*  if  life-blood  ceased  to  warm 
The  marble  toauty  of  her  form ; 
On  the  dark  rock  she  lesn'd  her  head. 
That  seem'd  as  there  t  were  riveted. 
And  dropt  the  hands,  tilt  then  which  preasV 
Her  burning  brow,  or  throbbing  breast. 
There  beam'd  no  tear-drop  in  her  eye, 
And  from  her  lip  tber«  breathed  do  Mgh 
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And  on  her  brow  bo  trace  1b«r«  dwelt, 
That  fold  (be  ■affer'd  or  ibv  ftlt 
All  UiiL  once  gknr'd,  or  miiied,  or  baam'di, 
Now  fii'd,  uid  qoBDch'd,  Biid  traien  mam'd ; 
And  lonv  ber  Bii«,  in  wild  di)ia><r. 
Oasm'd  ber  pare  epirit  jwH'd  >we;> 

But  life  r«tara'd.    O'er  Uut  cold  tnm» 
One  deep  CDnTolum  ebuddir  aaiiMi 
And  ■  Funl  li^t  her  vje  nlomed. 
And  nd  reeolre  Uta  mien  aainiaedi 
But  there  wb«  horror  in  the  tu*i 
Which  jtt  lo  hia  ihe  dan  not  reiM, 
And  her  Md  (ceeaU,  wild  end  low, 
Ae  riling  from  >  depth  of  wok, 
At  fint  with  hurried  tmnbling  E>nika, 
Bat  galher'd  GrnuM**  u  ibe  apokM. 

**  I  le>Te  Ibee  not — wbate'er  betido, 
Mj  iixrtalep  ihall  not  qait  tbj  lide; 
Pangi,  keen  aa  dsath,  my  »ul  mij  Ibrillt 
But  f  el  Ihou  Wt  mv  latber  aliU  I 
And,  ob  !  if  alain'd  b;  gnilXj  deed, 
For  iDme  kind  spirit,  teDtbld  need. 
To  apeak  of  Haaran'a  abeoliiog  lof». 

And  weft  da        

li  there  not . 

The  blood-etain  from  th;  aool  to  bnl 
Ii  there  not  balm  to  had  deapiir. 
In  leati^  in  Moitaaeai  ia  pn^art 

K&tber !  itneel  at  Hli  pur«  ahrine 
lO  died  to  expiate  fuiU  like  Ibinai, 
Weep— and  mj  teara  witb  thine  ab«U  blaod. 


PraT — while  mj  pnyen  with  thine  aaoend. 
And,  Bi  our  minglins  aonowi  tiaov 
Heaven  will  ralra^  uough  earth  dMpia*  I" 


Thoo. 

Yet  flow  not  all  in  bittemenl 
Oh !  tboa  b>M  bid  a  wither'd  beut     • 
FVom  deeohtion'i  alnmber  atart, 
Thy  Toice  of  pity  and  of  lore 
Seema  o'er  Ite  ioy  depUw  to  morc 
Cen  a«  a  breete  of  beatth,  which  brinfi 
Life,1iope,  and  heating,  on  ile  winga. 
And  there  ii  marey  yet  I    I  leel 
Ila  inflnenee  o'er  my  i|urit  aleel ; 
How  welcome  wen  each  pang  below, 
If  guilt  might  be  atoned  bj  woe  I 
Thuk'it  thou  I  yet  nuy  be  (brgi*eo  t 
Shall  prayera  unelaae  the  gate  of  UeaKnT 
Ob !  if  il  yet  avail  to  plead, 
■  If  judgmenl  be  not  yet  deoread. 
Our  brarte  ihall  blend  their  lappliant  err. 
Till  paidon  abaU  be  aeal'd  oo  high  I 
Yet,  yet  I  ebrink !— will  Mercy  abed 
Her  dewa  upon  tbii  fallen  bead  t 
—Kneel,  Ella,  kneel !  till  lull  and  free 
Dieaead  lorpveaeii,  woo  by  lb«e  1" 


Claap'd  by  deapairiag  hauda,  and  laaad 
By  the  waroi  laaca  of  nationa  aafed  ; 
In  (»K  deep  prayer  tbeir  epirita  Uesl, 
The  guilty  and  the  inaooeni ; 
Youth,  pore  ■■  if  from  Heaven  ita  birth. 
Age,  aoil'd  with  eiary  alain  of  eaith, 
Knell,  ofiering  op  one  heart,  one  017, 
One  eacriGce  of  agony. 

Oh  !  bleat,  tbougli  bilter  be  ttwir  eourca, 
Though  dark  the  (bODtalD  of  remorae. 
Bleat  are  the  teara  which  pour  from  tbenoa, 
Th'  atoning  (traam  of  penitence '. 
And  let  not  pi^  check  the  lide 
By  whigh  the  beert  ia  purified; 
ut  not  rain  comfort  turn  ila  oonraei 
Or  timid  loie  repreaa  ila  fbrcal 
Go !  bind  the  Sood,  whow  Wafea  expand, 
To  bear  luxariance  o'er  the  land ; 
Forbid  the  li&rcaloring  ralna 
To  fall  on  AA-ic'e  bacning  plaioa ; 
Cloae  up  the  (bunt  that  giuh'd  lo  cheer 

The  pilgrim  o'er  the  waele  who  Uodei 
But  check  thou  not  one  holy  tear. 

Which  Peaitenoe  deroiee  lo  God ! 

Through  ecenea  to  lone  tbe  wild-deer  neV 
Wai  routed  by  hanumau'a  bngle  there) 
So  rade,  that  ecaree  mighl  human  eye 
Suetain  their  dread  uibfimily ; 
So  awfnl,  that  tbe  timid  awain. 
Nurtured  amidit  their  dark  domain, 
Had  peopled,  with  anearthly  forma, 
Their  miala,  tbcir  fbreata,  and  their  ■' 


Whoee  Tdce  ia  eong  of  joy  waa  ai 
Whoie  atep  in  dance  of  mirth  waa  lieetei^ 
By  torrent' ware,  and  mountain-brow, 
la  wanderhig  aa  an  ootcaal  now. 
To  ahare  wilb  Lindheim'a  fallen  chiefs 
Hia  ahame,  hie  terror,  and  hi*  grieC 

Hial  than  not  mark'd  tha  min'a  flower. 

That  bloonia  Id  eolitarv  grace. 
And,  ftithfnl  to  ita  mouldering  tower, 

Waiee  in  tbe  btinner'i  place  I 
From  tboee  grey  hannli  renown  hath  paae'd 
Time  wlna  hia  heritage  at  laat ; 


To  Allen  and  fbraakeo  thinga 
With  conatancy  onatler'd  clinga. 
And,  amiling  o'er  the  wreck  of  alate, 
Witk  beauty  clothe*  the  deacdala. 

E'en  anch  waa  the,  the  &ir-bair'd  mata 
In  all  her  light  of  jouth  array 'd, 
Foraaking  every  joy  below. 
To  aoothe  a  guilty  parenl'a  woo. 
And  clinging  thua,  in  beauty*a  prim^ 
To  the  dark  ruin  made  by  crime. 

did  HaaTBn'a  profuliooa  era* 
Smite  on  a  purer  lai^rifioe  ; 
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Nb-oc  did  joune  lo^  It  dal;'<  ihriD^ 

Mora  noblf  brighler  hopet  rwED  ! 

In  deep  and  desolate  repoee ; 

Things  of  eternity,  wbo«i  fonn. 

Nor  lunk  bcnuulh  her  biUer  lot ; 

Bore  record  of  ten  thousand  storms! 

No  1  tb*(  pura  ipirit'i  lofl;  worlJi 

While,  rearing  its  eolo—l  crMt 

In  sullen  grandeur  o'er  the  rest, 

And  drew  from  &Q  eleniil  Mmroe 

One,  like  a  pillar,  vast  and  rude. 

lU  gontla,  jcl  triumphant  force ; 

Stood  monarch  of  the  solitude. 

Roiucd  b]>  affliclioD'>  chastening  uiight 

To  energ^ei  more  calml;  bright, 

Uke  IJie  wild  hicp  of  lir;  (igb, 

Or  Odin',  sons,  in  days  gone  by. 

Wolie  br  Uie  >torm  lo  hvmonv  1 

He  thit  in  mouaUin  holds  billi  mnght 

Had  shaped  it*  rough  immensity. 

■  A  refujto  for  uncooquer'd  thought. 

A  temple  meet  for  liles  of  blood. 

A  chBrter'd  home,  where  Fteedooi'ii  chUd 

But  they  were  gone,  who  might  have  toM 

Migbl  leir  hor  titan  in  ihe  wUd, 

Thst  secret  of  the  Ume.  of  old. 

Aod  lii  her  qucnchleu  latch  on  high, 

And  there,  in  silent  scorn,  it  frown'd. 

A  beicoD  for  Etemitj  i 

O'er  all  its  vast  coevals  round. 

Or  the;,  nboM  tnartjr-ipiiits  wigs 

Darkly  those  giant  masses  tower'd. 

Fnad  wsr  with  Persecution's  nge, 

And  to  the  desettj  be.r  the  fulh 

No  wild-flower  o'er  their  summit*  hung. 

l-hat  bid>  them  smile  oo  chain,  .nd  death  ; 

No  fountain  from  their  caverns  spnmg ; 

Wuil  mij  a<y  draw,  ftom  all  arouud. 

Of  grandoor  clothed  in  form  and  wund. 

Murrour'd  ■  sound  of  waters  near. 

From  the  deep  power  of  eartli  and  tkj. 

With  muaic  deep  of  lulling  Ms, 

Wild  nature'i  mi^ht  of  majealy, 
Strodf  eoergiet,  im  mortal  nrea. 

And  louder  gush,  at  intervals. 

Unknown  iU  wurL-e— nor  spring  nor  >tn«n 

Caught  the  red  eunut'*  lingering  gleam. 
But  ceaseless,  rramAs  hid/en  c»4 

Bat  dark,  terrific,  and  auitere. 

Ara«e  that,  mystic  voice  of  wavefc(n 

To  JUm  doth  Nalure's  mien  sppnr, 

Who,  'midit  her  wilds,  wouM  aeek  repoM 

Yet  bosom'd  'midst  thatmnge  smm, 

From  gulll7  pang*  and  Teageliil  toes ! 

One  cbosen  spot  of  gentler  mien 

For  hiro  the  wind  hath  music  dread, 

Gave  promise  to  the  pilgrim's  eye 

A  dirge-Iika  voice  that  mourns  tbe  dead ; 
The  forest's  whiiper  breathe,  a  tone. 

Of  shelter  from  the  tempest  nigh. 

Glad  sight :  the  ivied  cross  it  bore. 

Appalling,  aa  from  worlds  anknown  ; 

The  seulplured  saint  that  crown'd  it*  door ; 

The  mjilic  gloom  of  wood  and  cave 

Leas  welcome  now  were  monarch's  dome. 

Is  gU'd  with  ahadows  of  the  craie ; 

Than  that  low  cell,  some  bermil'i  home. 

Thither  the  outcaats  bent  their  way. 

A  blaie  tliat  soemi  lo  aeareh  hi*  heart; 

By  the  list  lingering  gleam  of  day, 

The  pure,  eternal  itan  of  niglit. 

When  froM  a  cavern'd  rock,  which  Cast 

Upbraid  him  with  their  eihnt  light. 

A  form,  a  warrior-form  of  might. 

And  the  dread  spirit,  which  pervades 

And  hdlows  eLirlh-s  most  lonetjr  shade*, 

Aa  from  earth'*  bosom,  apning  to  sight 

In  ererj  wsene,  in  evcrj  hour. 

Hi.  port  was  lofty— yet  the  heart 

Shrunk  from  him  with  recoiling  start; 

With  Danieles*  fear  his  »ul  to  thrill. 

In  treoe.  on  hi.  brow  bad  wrought; 

Beard,  felt,  aeknowledged,  pruent  still ! 

T  was  the  chilly  close  of  an  Antomn  day. 

And  the  leaves  fell  thick  o'er  the  wanderers'  way 

Yet  dwell  no  fiercenee*  in  his  eye. 

The  iDstling  pines,  with  a  hollow  sound, 

But  calm  and  cold  severity, 

Foretold  tlie  lemp^  gathering  roond, 

A  apirit  haughtily  auatert. 

And  the  skirls  of  the  western  doods  were  spread 

Stnnger  to  pity  a*  to  tear. 

With  a  tinge  of  wild  snd  elormy  red, 

It  Micm'd  as  pride  h.d  thrown  a  Veil 

O'ei  tlut  dark  brow  and  visage  pale. 

Like  the  glare  of  a  eitj's  blaiing  tower.  ; 

Leaving  Ihe  searober  nought  to  gnesa, 

But  they,  who  far  from  cilic  fled. 

And  shrunk  from  the  print  of  human  tread. 

Had  reavh'd  a  deeert^ceno  unknown. 

So  strangely  wild,  so  deeply  lone, 

Felt,  deeply  tet^  all  hope  was  flown. 

"  I  've  soagbt  thee  far  in  forest  bowsn. 

1  've  sought  theo  long  in  peopled  tower*. 

Bocks  piled  on  rock*^  areund  them  hurl'd. 

1  've  borne  the  dsgger  of  th'  UnMowa 

Lev  like  Uie  ruins  of  a  world. 

Through  scones  eijdored  by  me  alonei 
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My  aearcb  u  cto««d — nor  toili,  nor  fsua. 
Repel  tbs  ■eiTuit  of  Iha  Soera  j 
We  meel^'t  it  rain  to  itrira  or  Bj, 
Albert  of  Liadheim— thou  miut  dn  !" 

Tlien  with  ctup'd  handi  the  fsir.hkir'd  mail 
Sunk  al  his  teet  and  wildlj  pny'd  : — 
*■  Suy,  bUj  thee  1  aheathe  that  lifM  ateol ! 
Oh  '■  thou  art  haman,  and  cidiI  fi«l '. 
Heat  ms  1  if  e'er  't  was  thine  to  proTB 
Tho  blesaing  of  a  parent's  lo»e ; 
By  thine  own  lather's  hoary  hair. 
By  her  who  {avo  thee  being',  spare ! 
Did  they  dot,  o'er  thy  inlant  years, 
Keep  witch,  in  sleepJen  hopea  and  ftara ! 
Young  warrior  !  thoo  wilt  heed  my  prayers, 
Aa  thou  WDold'ai  hope  for  grace  to  tlieira  !" 

But  co!d  Ih'  Avonfcer's  look  reTnain'd, 
His  brow  its  rigid  culm  maintain'd  ; 
**  Maiden  ',  'tis  rain — my  boeom  ne'er 
Was  conscious  of  a  parent's  care ; 
Tbd  narturo  of  mj  infiint  ysars 
Froze  in  my  soul  the  source  of  teare ; 
Tis  not  for  me  la  peom  or  melt. 
Or  feel  ss  hsppter  hearts  have  felL 
Away !  the  hour  of  fate  goes  by. 
Thy  prayers  are  froitloss    he  most  die  f 

"  Rise,  Ella  1  rise,"  with  steadliul  biow 
The  father  spokei  unshrinking  now, 
A>  if  from  heaven  a  martyr's  strength 
Had  settled  on  hia  aoul  at  length ; 
"  Kneel  tbou  no  more,  my  nobis  cbiid, 
Thou  by  no  taint  of  guilt  defiled  ; 
Kneel  not  to  man  I — for  mortal  prayer, 
Oh  :  when  did  mortal  vengeance  spare  t 
Since  hope  of  earthlj  aid  is  Sown, 
Lift  thy  pure  hands  to  Heaven  alone. 
And  know,  to  calm  thy  suffering  heart. 
My  spirit  is  resign'd  to  part ; 
Truslmg  in  Him,  who  reads  nnd  knows 
This  guilty  breast,  with  all  its  woca. 
Rise !  I  would  bless  thee  once  afraln. 
Be  BtiU,  bo  firm— for  all  ia  voia!" 

And  she  tsos  slitl — she  heard  blm  not. 

Her  prgj'cn  were  hnsh'd — her  pangs  forgot . 

All  tliought,  all  memory  paa'd  away. 

Silent  and  motionless  she  lay, 

In  a  brief  death,  a  blest  euspenBC, 

Alike  of  agony  and  senae. 

She  saw  not  when  the  dagger  gleam'd 

In  the  last  red  light  front  t^  west  that  stiean 

She  mark'd  not  when  the  life-blood's  flow 

Came  lushing  to  the  mortsl  blow; 

While,  nnreaiBtJDf ,  sunk  bar  ahw, 

Tet  galher'd  firmness  to  expire. 
Mingling  ■  warrior's  conrags  high, 
With  a  penitoil's  humility. 
And  o'er  him  there  th'  ATSnger  staod. 
And  wateh'd  the  victim's  ebUng  blood. 
Still  calm,  ss  if  his  fiiithfiil  hand 
Had  bat  obey'd  some  just  coalmand, 
Sodia  power,  whose  stern,  yet  rightsou  will. 
He  doem'd  it  f  irtoa  u  flillll, 
4E 


Bat  ■  Acling  dread,  and  nndefined, 
A  rojatic  presage  of  the  mind. 
With  strange  and  sudden  impulse  ran 
Chill  through  the  heart  of  tlie  dying  man, 
And   his    Uiougbts   fciund  voice,  ud  bii  boMn 

breath. 
And  it  seem'd  as  fbar  suspended  death. 
And  Nature  from  her  terrors  drew 
Fresh  energy,  and  vigour  new. 

"  Tbon  nid'at  thy  lonely  boeom  ne'er 
Was  craiscioua  of  a  parent's  care ; 
Thau  saidst  thy  kit,  in  chiidhood'a  years. 
Froze  in  thy  soul  the  source  of  tears: 
The  time  will  come,  when  thou,  with  me. 
The  judgmenl-tlirone  of  (jrod  wilt  eee. 
Oh  I  by  thy  hopes  of  merry,  then, 
By  Hia  bleet  love  who  died  for  men. 
By  each  dread  rite,  and  shtine,  and  vow, 
Avenger  '.  I  adjure  thee  now  ! 
To  him  who  bleeds  bencMilh  thy  ateei, 
Thy  lineage  and  thy  name  revinl. 
And  haste  thee  !  for  hia  closing  ear 
Hath  little  mors  on  earth  to  heoi^ 
Haste  1  for  the  spirit,  almost  flown, 
Is  lingering  for  th;  words  alone." 

Then  first  a  shade,  resambling  fear, 
PsBs'd  o'er  th'  Avenger's  mien  austere ; 
A  nameless  awe  hia  features  croes'd. 
Soon  in  their  haughty  coldness  lost 


His  chambers  were  the  cave  and  wood. 
His  fosterers  men  of  wrath  and  blood ; 

j  Outcasts  alike  of  earth  and  heaven, 

1  By  wrongs  to  deaporatlon  driven  ! 
Who,  in  their  pupil,  now  could  trace 

{ The  features  of  a  nobler  race  ! 

'  Yet  such  was  mine  I — if  one  who  cas 

I A  look  of  anguiah  o'er  the  past. 
Bore  faithful  record  on  the  day, 
When  penitent  in  doalh  be  lay. 
But  still  deep  shades  my  proapeda  veil 
He  died— and  told  but  half  the  tolo ; 
With  hira  it  sleeps — I  only  know 
Enough  for  stem  and  ajlent  woe, 
;  For  vain  ambition's  deep  regret. 
For  hopes  deceived,  deceiving  yet, 
For  dreams  of  pride  that  vainlv  tell 
How  high  a  lot  had  suited  well 
The  heir  of  aome  illostrinns  line, 
Horoea  and  chieftains  of  the  Rhine  !" 

Then  swifl  tbrcsigh  Albert's  bosom  pass  d 
One  pang,  the  keenest  and  the  last, 
Ere  with  his  spirit  fled  the  fiure. 
The  sorrows,  and  the  pangs  of  jeara. 
And,  while  his  grey  hairs  swept  the  dost. 
Faltering  be  murmnr'd,  ■■  Heaven  in  |ust . 
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Thedt.jm 
liifht  OD  tba  liiinf  ■nd  the  dnd, 
And  u  Ibroofh  rolUng  cIooiU  It  hroki^ 
YouDg  Ella  Htim  her  mne«  kwehs— 
Awoli*  to  btu,  lo  ftel,  to  Icdow 
E'on  Dinre  thin  kU  id  orphan'*  woo. 
Oh  !  De'Ef  did  nMonbeun'i  Ii|bt  wn^na 
Wilh  b«But7  clothe  ■  nddei  icoDe! 
Tliere,  cold  in  dnXh,  the  fither  dept. 
There,  pale  in  woo,  the  dBU^IUer  wept ! 
Yei :  tht  might  weep — bat  ana  Mood  iil|;h, 
With  horror  in  hii  tearloa  e^e. 
That  eys  whioh  ne'er  again  aball  okM 
In  the  deap  quiet  of  rcfoaei 
No  mors  on  earth  beholdli^  "tif  ht. 
Save  one  dnad  Tiaion,  atunp'd  on  tlnngkt. 
But,  loit  in  grisT,  the  Orphan  Maid 
IRl  deeper  woe  liid  eoara  mrfef 'd, 
Till  hU  wjl^  foica  rereal'd  a  tala^ 
Which  iieem'd  to  bid  the  Heanna  torn  palet 
He  call'd  her,  "SiitEr  !"  and  tbo  word 
In  anguiah  breathed,  in  torror  heard, 
Revoal'd  enongh — all  else  were  Weak, 
That  coundB  Ihoannd  pangs  oonld  ipoak. 
He  linett  betide  that  breathleas  da;. 
Which,  tii'd  in  niter  stillneaa,  I17— 
Knelt  (ill  faia  iodI  imbibed  each  traoa, 
t^ach  line  oT  that  naoonniiona  laeei 
Knelt,  till  hii  eye  could  boar  m  mora, 
ThoH  marble  futnraa  to  explore ; 
Then,  atartjng,  turning-,  aa  to  abtta 
The  image  thiu  by  Memory  won, 
A  wild  Tarewell  to  her  he  bade. 
Who  by  the  dead  in  ailence  prafM, 
And,  freniied  by  hia  biltsr  doom. 
Fled  tbencB— lo  find  all  earth  a  toaibl 

Day*  pan'd  away ! — and  Rhine'a  Air  ihore 
In  the  light  of  aummer  amiled  anca  rnors ; 
The  vlnea  were  potpling  on  the  hill. 
And  the  corn-field*  warad  in  the  aunshine  itlU  t 
There  earns  a  bark  up  the  noble  atream, 
Wilh  penooni  that  ahcd  a  golden  gleam. 
With  the  ffaah  of  arme,  and  the  *oica of  atuig, 
Gliding  Iriumphanlly  alone' 1 


Be  oomaa,  with  Irophiea  woHhy  of  hi*  h}». 
The  aon  of  heroea,  UIHe  of  the  Shise  I 
To  hia  own  fiiir  wood*,  endoaing 
Vales  in  iDnny  peaoa  lepoiinf , 
Where  hi*  nallTc  atroam  i*  la*inr 
Bmlu,  wKh  foUeo  hureri*  wavfaf, 
And  the  aammer  light  ie  ^ceung 
On  the  gnpa,  throoah  ImdriLapeepinf  | 
To  the  nalla  wher«  fiarpa  ire  ringing. 
Bard*  Iha  praiae  of  warriors  dBgiog, 
Graoefiil  fooliteps  boonding  fleMly, 
Ji^yoQS  voices  mingling  aweelly  ; 
Wliere  the  cheek  ef  mirth  i*  glowiaf , 
And  Ibe  wine-oop  brightly  flowing. 
Re  oonMS,  With  trophic*  worthy  erf"  bla  Use 
The  SCO  of  heroes,  Ulrio  of  the  Rkiiw. 

Re  came — he  sought  hi*  Ella's  hrwen^ 
He  traTened  Lindheta'*  lonely  towers  1 
But  T«ce  and  foolitcp  Ihenc*  bad  fla^ 
As  fnm  the  dwsUinga  of  the  dead. 
And  the  sound*  of  hanun  joy  sod  was 
Gara  place  lo  the  moan  of  the  ware  below 
The  banner  (till  the  rmmpait  crown'd. 
But  the  tall  rank  graa*  waved  thick  aR>«nl 
Stilt  hung  the  arm*  of  a  race  gone  by. 
In  the  blamn'd  halla  of  thwr  anoeatry ; 
But  Ibcy  caught  do  aian,  at  &1I  of  nigU, 
The  wara-ing  flash  of  the  torcb'a  light; 


ir-^ortns  were  elRlering  there, 
mea  waved  '-  "  -  '    -' 
the  tones  of  01 


igiit  in  I 


Whoae  plumea  waved  li^t  in  tbe  whispaHng. 
And  *i  the  tones  of  oar  and  wive 
Their  measured  cadence  mingling  gU*, 
Twas  thus  th*  eiulting  chorus  rose. 
While  many  an  echo  ewdi'd  Uw  CloH:— 

From  the  Geld*  where  dead  Md  dyu^tt 
On  their  battle-bier  are  lying, 
Where  the  blood  uastandi'iTit  g«*hii^, 
Wlxta  the  atoed  uncheck'd  i*  mhing, 
Tnaipling  o'er  the  DoUe-baartad, 
Ere  the  epirit  yet  be  parted ; 
Where  each  breath  of  Hca««n  Is  awajlag 
Knightly  ulume*  and  banaer*  pUyii^ 
And  tha  claritaa's  miuic  awriring 
Calls  th«  vullnra  from  his  dwaltiof ; 


Tba  warrior  tUiU'd  IVohi  that  rilent  ic«ne. 
Where  a  voice  of  Vroe  had  welcome  been. 
And  hi*  heart  was  heavy  with  boding  tbongbt 
As  the  (breat-palha  alone  he  aoUghL 
He  reich'd  ■  convent'*  fine,  that  stood 
Deep  bosom'd  in  luiuriant  wood  ; 
Still,  solemn,  liir — it  iccm'd  a  *pat 
Where  earthly  care  might  be  all  Ibrgot, 
And  loDnd*  and  dreams  of  Heaven  alon^ 
To  ftmsing  spirit  might  be  knows. 

Aodsi 


On  tha  h(dy  bi 
Oh ! UMy  am 
Ukeagierioo 


aotbam  af  Iha  UMi 
Aad  tear  and  somw  died  awaf , 
Befixe  the  fiill,  nalMJe  ky. 
He  enter'd  the  saekided  Imm, 
Which  sent  Ibrlh  that  iMpirnaf  Urate ) 
He  gaied — the  btikiw'd  pile's  amy 
Wu  that  of  seme  high  ftslsl  dsy ; 
Wreaths  of  all  hms  Its  pillars  bound, 
"• of  allaoaota  «>al«  strawM  Mowm 

Bieslai 

Andk&wMtct 
Half  hid  the  sacr 
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And  itill  lbs  past  of  ohoni  loag 
Swdrd  the  rMonndiog  titlM  auoc ; 
Wikeningf,  in  ili  triooiphiDt  flow. 
Deep  «choa  rnxn  tin  ^vet  below. 

Whj,  from  it!  woodUiMl  iHKhtJiea  ton, 
Doth  imuinar'a  roH  Ui»  ■obm  «doTii  I 
Wh;  bmtliM  the  inoenK  (o  tha  iky  T 
Wb;  (velb  tb'  ezaUiag  hirpiimj  t 
— And  Mo'st  thoD  nut  jon  form,  ta  ligbt, 
It  leaniB  lialf  flnling  on  tbe  sigbt, 
Ai  if  tha  whiippr  of  a  gtle. 
That  did  bnt  wave  iti  anawj  yai, 
Hifbt  bear  it  from  the  euib  alar, 
A  lorai;,  but  receding  nar  T 
Know,  that  derotion'a  ahrine,  a'en  now, 
RaodTci  that  jonthfal  < 
For  ftia,  hifb  hymna,  « 
K  Jtibike  of  asortfiov ! 
Huk  yet  ■  momnrt!  ftmn  bar  brow 
Yon  print  ihall  lift  the  fell  of  anow, 
Bre  yet  ■  darker  muitls  hide 
Ths  channa  ta  Henen  thni  naettficd; 
Stay  then !  and  catch  Iheir  parting  glram, 
^[^at  ne'er  ihall  fiide  iroin  memory^a  droam. 
A  moment  •  oh  !  to  Ulric's  mat 
PolMid  between  hope  and  fesr'a  OMtrol, 
What  alow,  onmeaaored  houn  wait  by, 
Erv  yet  auepenae  grew  earlainty ; 
It  camo  at  length— once  m«e  Ibat  ftca 
Rereal'd  n  man  ita  moamrnl  grace; 
A  BUDbeom  on  ita  featorei  Tell, 
Aa  if  to  bear  the  wocld'a  fkrtwell ; 
And  donbl  waa  o'er— hii  heart  grew  chill — 
la  (he — though  changed — 't  wna  Ella  atiU ! 


Thongh 


W'rejoicing  nl 


Wa>  deepi;,  moomfiilly  aerene ; 
^lioDgh  clouda  her  eye'i  blue  luatre  ahadsd, 
And  the  younr  cheek  beneath  had  laded. 
Well,  well  he  knew  the  form,  which  cut 
Light  on  hia  aonl  throogh  al!  the  paat! 
Twaa  with  him  on  Uie  b»ltle-^ain, 
T  waa  with  him  on  the  atormy  main, 
T  waa  in  hia  vinona,  when  the  ahleld 
FIDow'd  hia  head  on  tented  field  ; 
T  waa  a  bright  beam  that  led  him  on 
Where'er  a  Iriampb  nii([hl  b«  won. 
In  danger  aa  In  glorj  Digb, 
An  angal-giude  to  Tiot<H7! 

She  MDght  hia  pala  bewildar'd  gtaa 
Of  grief  half  loat  in  lii'd  anuto— 
Waa  it  aoma  vain  iUtnion,  wrongM 
Bj  frsMy  of  ioipaaaion'd  thoochll 
8mm  phantom,  aoeb  aa  Grief  luth  power 
To  aaaOMD,  in  her  wandering  hMO'  I 
No!  it  waa  be  I  IhekMt,  tha  Dtoum'd, 
Tm  itejlj  loved,  loo  Ule  ralatn'd ! 


flteketh. 

*Twaa  nnquiab'd  ac 

A  moment  Buah'd  her  cheek,  and  flc^ 


Once  more  aerene— bea  aisadGut  eye 
Look'd  np  aa  to  EJtemity ; 
Than  gaied  on  Ulric  with  an  air. 
That  aoid— the  borne  of  Love  ia  liar*  I 


Yea !  tktrt  alone  it  amiled  for  him, 
Whoae  eye  beloro  that  look  grew  dim; 
Not  long  't  waa  hia  e'en  tiua  lo  view 
Tbe  beanty  of  lis  calm  adieu  ; 
SooB  o'er  those  leatuies,  brightly  pak, 
Waa  cast  th'  impenatnbia  veil ; 
And,  if  one  ha  man  aigh  werv  given 
By  ^  pare  bosom  vovc'd  to  Heaven, 
"T  waa  loat,  aa  many  ■  murmur'd  saand 
Of  grietl  "  not  lood,  but  deep,"  if  drowo'd. 


Note  I,  p^e  516,  ool.  9. 


Tn  original  of  tbe  ac 


le  here  deacribed  it  pra- 
ailed  the  Feldberg,  in 
raaaa : — "  Dea  maaaea  ^normea  ae  to- 
chera,  enlaaa^  Tune  aur  I'auire  dopuia  le  aommet 
de  la  monlagne,  joaqn'k  bod  pied,  vlennent  j 
prriaenter  un  aapect  auperbe  qa'  aucane  deacrip- 
tion  ne  eiundt  rendre.  Ce  furcnt,  dit-on,  dea 
g£aDa,qDi  en  ae  livrant  im  combat  du  haut  dea 
montagnea,  loncAreat  lei  una  aur  lea  anlrea  Ml 
jnormea  aiaasea  de  rochera.  On  arrire,  avecbean. 
coup  da  peine,  juequ'au  aommet  du  Feldberg,  en 
auivant  on  aDntior  qui  paese  k  cbi6  de  catta  cnaine 
de  rocbem.  On  cnteod  coatinuellement  un  brail 
aoord,  qoi  parait  venir  d'on  niliaeaa  au  deaaooa 
dea  rochera;   mala  on  a  beau  d( 


decourrira  jamaia  le  ruiaaesD.  La  oolonne, 
dtte  Rieaenaiiulo,  so  trouve  un  pea  plua  haat  qu*! 
Ia  moitle  de  la  nionlagne ;  c'eit  un  bloc  de  grinit 
lailM,  d'one  longueur  de  30  pieda  et  d'on  dlamMre 
de  4  pieda.  II  y  a  plui  de  probability  de  croiie 
que  lea  anciena  Germaina  voutaieni  falre  do  ce 
bloe  one  colomio  pour  I'^rigec  en  I'honneur  de 
tear  diea  Odin,  que  de  prdtendre,  comme  le  fimi 
pluueora  auteura,  que  lea  Romaini  aient  cu  le 
deaaein  de  la  tnnaportcr  daua  ksur  capitate.  On 
Toit  on  peu  plua  haut  ud  autre  bloc  d'une  forme 
preaque  carrte  qu'  on  appetle  Ricaonalur  (antel 
dn  geani)  qui,  k  en  juger  par  an  groMeur  et  aa 
forme,  Mait  deatinA  k  aervir  de  pi^catal  k  la  eu 
lonne  auadite." — Mermtl  pour  U»  Ve^gairt  on 
leRJum. 

Note  9,  page  Did,  ctA.  9. 
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ITALIAN    LITERATURE. 


THE    BASVIGLIANA    OF    MONTI. 


ViNCENio  Monti,  m,  Ditive  of  Forrani, 
knowlcdged,  b;  the  UDUiinioiu  coDKut 
ItalUni,  u  tha  frEateBt  of  tlieit  living  pocU. 
Irrilible,  imjuuianed,  Tariible  lo  eiceas,  lie  ii 
■Iwajii  tcUuted  by  the  impulse  of  the 
Whalerer  ha  feels,  ia  felt  nitb  the  ma 
■itatio  TCfaemence.  He  laes  the  object!  of  hii 
thoaghts  —  they  are  preacnt,  and  cJoUied  with 
life— before  faim,  and  a  flexible  and  harmoniDui 
language  ia  alwaya  at  hja  command  to  paint  tboiri 
with  the  richeat  colouring.  Poraoadod  thai  poetry 
ia  only  another  apeciea  of  paiotin);,  he  makes  the 

',  of  the  poet  consist  in  rendering  apporent  to 
la  of  all  the  pictures  created  by  bia  imagi. 
nitioa  for  himaclf;  and  he  permits  not  a  vcne  to 
eicapo  him  wbicli  does  not  contain  an  image. 
Deeply  impreaaed  by  the  aludy  of  Dante,  ho  haa 
reatored  to  tbe  character  of  Italiaa  poeliy  those 
■erere  and  exalted  beautiea  by  which  it  waa  dii- 
tinguiahcd  at  ila  birth ;  and  he  pcoceedi  from  one 
picture  lo  another  with  a  grandeur  and  difnily 
pncuiinr  to  himself.  It  is  extraordinary  that,  with 
Boraclhing  «o  lofty  in  his  manner  and  style  of 
wriling,  the  heart  of  so  inipsxaiqncd  a  character 
ahould  not  be  regulated  by  principle!  of  grcstei 


ight  pon  >inobBen< 

thrown  the  fullest  light  upon  the  vcmatility  of 
Monti ;  and  his  glory,  aa  a  poet,  is  attached 
works  which  display  him  in  continual  opposili 
to  himself.  Writing  in  the  mldit  of  the  varia 
Italian  revolutions,  he  has  constantly  chosen  po- 
litical Bubjecla  for  his  compositiona,  and  he  ' 
succcssiTely  celebrated  opposite  parties  in  pro 
tion  to  their  success.  Let  us  suppose,  in  his  ji 
Rcation,  that  he  composes  as  an  imptovisatore,  and 


gcsts,  hovever  foreign  thsy  may  be  (o  hia  indivi- 
dual aentimeats,*  In  these  political  poems — the 
I  object  and  parporl  of  which  are  so  different — th 
inTsnlion  and  manner  are,  perhaps,  but  loo  simi 
lar.     The  Banigliana,  or  poem  on  the  death  o: 

pcanince,  it  has  been  discovered  that  Monti,  «h< 
always  imitated  Dante,  has  now  also  very  fre 
quenllj  imitated  liinuelf. 

*T1»obHmliaBi>raFniKlitDlhar(JjCnbniirils  Di, 


neinn»llgMS»ibkH 


Hugh  Basrillewas  tbs  French  Envoy  who  was 

put  to  death  at  Rome  by  the  people,  [at  attempt 
ingi  at  the  beginning  of  the  Revohition,  to  eicile 
a  sedition  againit  the  PonliScal  govemment. 
Monti,  who  was  then  the  poet  of  the  Pope,  u  he 
has  since  been  of  the  Republic,  supposes  that,  at 
the  moment  of  fiaaville's  death,  he  ia  saved  by  a 
kndden  repentance  from  the  eondemnatioD  whiefa 
bis  philosophical  prineiples  bad  merited.  Bnt,  as 
a  puniithmcnl  for  hia  guilt,  and  a  subatitole  for  the 
pains  of  purgatory,  be  is  coDdemned  by  DiviiM 
Justice  to  traverse  France,  until  the  crimes  of  that 
coonlry  have  received  their  due  chastisBmeDl.U>d 
doomed  to  contemplate  the  misfortunes  and  re- 
verses to  which  he  has  contribuled,  by  «««■*■"£ 
to  extend  the  progress  of  the  Revolution. 

An  anifcl  of  heaven  condncta  Bosvitlefrom  pro- 
vince to  province,  that  ho  may  behold  tlie  devila- 
tion  of  hja  lovely  country.  He  then  eonveys  him 
to  Paris,  and  makes  him  witttess  the  suBsrings 
and  death  of  Louis  XVI.,  and  afterwards  shows 
him  tlio  Allied  armiea  prepared  to  burst  npoo 
France,  and  avenge  the  bk>od  of  ber  king.  Tbs 
poem  concludes  before  the  issue  of  ^e  coDteat  is 
known.  It  is  divided  into  lour  cantos  of  throe 
hundred  lines  each,  and  wrillen  in  terta  rima, 
like  the  poem  of  Daotc.  Not  only  many  expres- 
sions, epithets,  and  lines,  are  borrowed  from  the 
Divine  Comedy,  but  the  invention  itself  ia  similar. 
An  angcl  conducts  Baavllle  through  the  saSerinx 
world  ;  and  this  laithful  guide,  who  conades  and 
supports  the  ipeclator-ieta  of  the  poem,  acts  pre- 
cisely the  Esmo  part  which  is  perlormedby  Virgil 
in  Dante.  Basville  himself,  thinks,  feels,  and  suE 
ters,  exactly  aa  Dante  would  have  done.  Mooti 
has  not  preserved  any  traces  of  his  rcTolutiontjy 
character ;  he  describes  him  as  (ecling  more  pitj 
than  remorse,  and  he  seems  to  forget,  in  thas 
identifying  himself  with  his  hero,  that  he  has  at 
first  represented  Basville,  and  perhaps  without 
Ibundalion,  as  an  infidel  and  a  ^rocious  revdo- 
lionist  The  Battigliantt  is,  perhaps,  more  re- 
markable than  any  other  poem  for  the  majesty  et 
its  verse,  the  sublimity  of  its  eipresuon,  and  the 
richness  nf  its  colouring.  In  the  first  canto,  tha 
spirit  of  Baaville  thus  lakes  leave  of  Iba  body  :— 


Sleep,  O  beloved  companion  of  my  woes. 
Rest  thou  in  di^ep  and  nndistnrb'd  repose ; 
Till,  at  the  last  great  day,  from  slumber's  bed, 
Heaven's  trom  pet-so  mmons  sbsU  awake  the  dad 

Be  the  earth  light  upon  thee,  mild  the  shower. 
And  soft  the  breetc's  win^,  till  that  dread  btnr; 
Nor  let  tbo  wand'rer,  paasmg  o'er  tbee,  breatba 
Words  of  keen  insult  to  the  dust  bcDealh. 

Sleep  thou  in  [-.eaco!  beyond  the  funeral  ojn. 
There  livo  no  Hnmes  of  vengeance  or  of  im. 
And  'midst  high  hearts  I  leave  thee,  en  s  dtan. 
Where  mercy's  home  hath  been  from  days  of  yon. 

Thus,  to  its  earthly  form,  the  spirit  cried. 
Then  (urn'd  to  follow  its  celestial  guide. 
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Night  o'er  IIm  euth  her  dew;  veil  hed  east, 
"""""  '""~  *J»'  eternal  city'*  towen  tboj  pu 
a  their  flight,  an  that  proad  doms. 


When  froni  tb'  eternal  city'*  towen  tboy 
And  r'amg  \a  their  flight,  an  that  piaad  < 
WhoM  walli  enalir'ne  the  guardian  ninl  of  Roma, 


1  chcru.kjorm  aiibliniely  tower'd, 
fiut  dreadrul  in  bis  glerv  !  alemly  loiret'd 
IV rath  in  Ilia  kingly  upect  i  One  he  ioeu'd 
or  the  bright  seven,  wfion  dazzling  aplendou 

On  high  amidst  the  burning  lampa  of  heaveD, 
Seen  in  the  dread,  o'erwhehiiine  visiona  given 
To  the  rapt  geer  of  Patmoe.    Wheeli  of  fire 
Seem'd  hii  fierce  eyes,  all  kindling  in  their  ire, 
And  Ilia  loon  trevee,  Soating  aa  he  itood, 
A  comet's  glare,  presaging  war  and  btood. 
He  waved  bis  sword ;  ila  red,  leriilic  light. 
With  fearful  radiance  tinged  the  ciouda  of  night, 
Wbile  hia  left  hand  suataui'd  a  shield  so  lafl. 
Far  o'ei  the  Vatican  beneath  was  cast 
Ila  broad,  protecting  shadow.    Aa  the  plume 
Of  the  strong  eagle  spreads  in  abeltering  gloom 
O'er  its  young  brood,  aa  yet  untaught  to  soar ; 
And  while,  sil  trembling  at  the  whirlwind's  roar, 
Each  humbler  bird  sinks  cowering  in  its  nest. 
Beneath  that  wing  of  power,  and  ample  breast, 
Hiey  sleep.unhecding  i  while  the  sloim  on  high 
Breaks  not  their  calm  and  proud  aecurily. 

In  the  Second  Canto,  Basville  enters  Paris  with 
anfjelic  guide,  at  the  moment  preceding  Ihi 


_    .  _     _f  whispor'd — end  the  _.._, 

That  broke  the  stillneas  was  a  streamlet's  i 
Hurmuring  amidst  the  rocks  with  ptainlin 
As  if  a  storm  within  the  woodland  bowers 
Wei  e  gathering.    On  tbe/  moved^«nd  la !  the 

or  a  far  cily  !  Nearer  now  Ibey  drew ; 
And  alt  reieal'd,  eipandii^  on  their  view 
The  Babylon,  the  acene  of  crimes  and  wi 
Patii,  the  guilty,  the  devoted,  rote  ! 


In  tbe  dark  mantle  of  a  etoud  arniy'd, 
Viewlsaa  and  hnsb'd,  the  angel  and  the  shads 
Enter'd  that  evil  city.    Onward  posa'd 
The  heavenly  bebg  flrst,  with  brow  o'ercast 
And  trouhled  mion,  while  in  his  glorious  eye* 
Tears  had  obscured  the  Bj^endouT  of  Iba  skjea. 
Pale  with  diamay,  the  trembling  spirit  saw 
That  alter'd  aspect,  and,  in  breathless  awe, 
Hark'd  the  straDge  silence  round.    The  deep- 
toned  swell 
Of  liA's  full  tide  was  hosh'd  ;  the  saered  bell. 
The  cUmorous  anvil,  mote;  alt  sonnds  were  fled 
Of  labour  or  nf  mirth,  and  in  their  (tead 
Terror  and  stillness,  bodinf  sign*  of  woe, 
Enqairing  glances,  romonra  wbitper'd  knv. 


.jeal 
A  fearful  iratcb  around,  and  sadness  deep 
That  weighs  upon  the  heart  i  and  voices,  heard 
At  intervals,  in  many  a  broken  word — 
Voices  of  mothers,  trembling  as  they  prese'd 
Th'  DDCanscioaB  in&nt  closer  to  (li  '    ' 


Voices  of  wives,  with  Ibnd  imploring  cries. 
And  the  wild  eloquence  of  tears  and  sighs, 
On  (heir  own  thresholda  striving  to  detain 
Tlieii  fierce  impatient  lords ;  but  weak  and  vain 
Afieclion's  gentle  bonds,  io  (hat  dread  hour 
Of  fata  and  fury — Love  hath  lost  his  power ! 
Far  evil  spirits  aia  abroad,  the  air 
Breathes  of  their  infiuence ;  Druid  phantoms  there. 
Fired  by  that  thirst  for  victims,  which  of  old 
Riged  in  their  bosoms,  fierce  and  uncunlroli'd, 
Rush,  in  lerodDUa  transport,  to  survey 
The  deepcs[  crima  tha(  u'cr  bath  diiiim'd  the  day 
Blood,  human  blood,  hath  atain'd  their  veals  and 

hair. 
On  the  windi  loBsing,  with  a  sangDlna  glare. 
Scattering    red   showers  around   (bom !  flaming 

I  serpent  scourges  in  their  restlees  hands 
wildly  shaken ;  others  lift  on  high 
steel,  th'  envenom'd  bowl,  and  hurrying  by 
With  lonch  of  fira,  contagious  fnry  dart 
Throngh  human  veins,  fast  kindhng  to  the  hssrt. 
Than  cornea  tha  rush  of  crowds !  restraln'd  do 

Fast  from  each  home  the  freniied  inmates  pour ) 
From  every  heart  affrighted  Mercy  flies. 
While  bar  soil  voice  amidal  Ibe  tumult  dies. 
Then  the  earth  trembles,  aa  firom  street  to  street 
Tha  tramp  of  steads,  the  press  of  hastening  Icet, 
Tha  roll  of  wbeeta,  alt  minglii^  in  the  breeze. 
Come  deopening  onward,  as  ttie  swell  of  seas 
Heard  at  tbe  dead  ofmidnighl;  or  the  moan 
Of  dis^nt  tern  peats,  or  the  hollow  lone 
Of  the  &r  thunder !    Then  what  feelings  praasM 
O  wretched  Basville !  on  thy  guilty  breast  ( 
Whst  pangs  weie  thine,  thus  fttMi  to  behold 
Death's  awfiil  burner  to  the  winda  unlaid  I 
To  see  the  sie,  tha  scaffold,  raised  on  high, 
Tha  dark  impatieooe  of  tbe  murderer's  eye^ 
Eager  tor  crime!    And  be,  the  great,  the  good,. 
Thy  martyr-king,  by  men  alhirat  br  blood 
Drvg'd  to  a  felon'a  death !    Yet  stiU  his  misD, 
'Hidst  that  wild  throng,  ts  loftily  serene: 
And  his  step  lalleTs  not.    O,  hearts  unmoved ! 
Where  have  you  borne  joor  monarch  T — He  wht 

loved— 
Loved  yuo  so  well '. — Behold !  tb«  sun  grows  pala 
Shrouding  his  glory  in  a  tearful  vail ; 
The  misty  air  is  silent,  as  in  dresd. 
And  the  dim  sky,  with  shadowy  gloom  o'ersproMl 
While  sainli  and  msriyra,  spirits  of  the  blest, 
Look  down,  all  weeping,  fniio  their  bowers  of  rest 

In  that  dread  mnmenl,  lo  the  lata!  pile 

Tha  regal  victim  came;  snd  raised  the  wbile 

His  patient  glance,  wiin  such  an  aapert  high 

So  firm,  BO  catm,  in  hnty  majesty. 

That  e'en  th'  asaaaaina'  hearts  a  moment  shook 

Before  the  grandeur  of  that  kingly  look-- 
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Aiid  ■  «tnng«  thriU  oT^tj,  halT-ienew'd, 
Rid  IhroDgfatke  boaomsarthsBultkiida. 
Like  him,  who,  brtaUiiDg  mercy  till  tba  lut, 
Praj'd  till  Ihs  bitlHiKM  of  detth  «m  paat: 
E'en  fbr  lii>  mucderera  pray'd,  is  that  dirk  bmi 
Wiwn  hia  KHil  yielded  to  aBlictiao't  poiraf ; 
And  the  winds  bore  fiii  dying  cry  ■briud — 
"  Hilt  thou  formkeo  me,  my  God  !  my  God  7" 
ETen  Ihiu  the  moiMreb  atcxid;  hii  pnyet  uoM, 
Thin  ciUing  doirn  IbrgiveoMi  cm  hia  (oe* — 
**  To  tbee  my  ipiril  I  coromend,"  Im  cried ; 
"And  my  loet  people.  Father !  be  their  guide !" 

Btit  the  ahirp  *lee]  dcaeende — the  blow  is  given, 
And  inxrer'd  b^  •  Ihunder.peil  from  beiTcn ; 
Barth,  itiin'd  with  blood,  coaTuluve  lerrora  owua. 
And  her  kings  tremble  on  their  dielint  throne*! 


THE  ALCBSTIS  OF  ALFIERI. 

Tas  AltntU  of  ALvmu  ia  *aiil  to  hare  bean  lli« 
kat  tragedy  he  eompoaed,  and  ii  di^ngniabad  to 
a  tamarkaUe  degree  by  ttiat  lendn^ea*  of  which 
hie  fbrmu  woru  preeent  ao  few  eiamplea.  It 
would  appear  aj  if  the  pure  and  exalted  aAMstioB 
oy  whiohlhe  iwpetnoaity  of  hiafierr  apii" 


Ale.  Weep  thoa  no  niai 

For  know,  he  ahall  not  die; 
Bereare  thee  of  thy  son. 

Fhf.  Wbat  mean  Ihy  w< 
Hath  then  Apollo— ia  then 

Ale.  Yea !  bope  tor  tAte—bope,  by 
noonced 
From  the  propheljc  care.    Nor  would 
To  other  lipe  the  tidiog^  moel  akno 
-or  thee  to  hoar  from  mine. 

PAe.  Bat  say  !  oh !  lay, 
^all  then  my  eon  be  ipared  T 

Ale.  He  ihall,  to  bt«. 
Thu«  hath  Apollo  aaid— Alceatli  thoa 
Conlinna  the  oncle — be  thmi  eecuie. 

Pkt.  Oaoand*  of  ioy!  He  Uvea! 


e  chaneter  on  thia  work,  ai 
rcnord  oTthat  domeatjc  happinea*  in  whoae  boaoi 
hi*  heart  at  length  fbond  a  reating^f  Incc.  Moat 
of  hia  earlier  writmga  bear  witneai  ta  that  "  fsier 
at  the  core,"  that  bamii^  impatience  of  realnint, 
aifd  thoae  inceaaant  and  untameable  aapiratiooa  af- 
ter a  wider  aphere  of  action,  bf  which  hia  youth 
woa  owwamed  ;  but  the  poetry  of  Alcaiit  mnal 
End  ill  echo  in  erery  heajt  which  baa  known  the 
power  of  domeatic  tla^  or  felt  tha  bitlcRKa*  of 
■heir  diaaohiiion.  The  iotciest  of  the  pieee,  how- 
ctret,  though  eatiraly  donwitia,  ia  not  Ibr  a  moment 
allowed  to  langttiih,  nar  doea  the  ooojngal  affec- 
tion, which  fiKDis  the  maiikapriBg  of  the  action, 
ever  degenerate  into  the  paatoral  inaipidityt^Me- 
tastaain.  The  character  of  Alceslia  horaett;  with 
all  its  lofty  tbrtiludc,  hernic  aflcetiao,  and  aobdued 
Bwiiah,  powerfully  recalli  to  oar  imaginatios  the 
ealin  and  tempered  najeaty  di«ting<ui«hing  the 
niaatetpieeea  of  Greek  iculptare,  in  which  ' 
praaaioB  of  mental  or  bodily  aaSbring  ia  a 
lowed  to  traJIBgrcsB  die  liinita  of  beanty  and  aulv 
linul;.  The  union  of  dignity  and  auction  im- 
preiaing  more  than  earthly  grandeur  on  the  conn- 
trnance  ofNiobe,  would  be,  perhapa,  the  beat  it- 
luatnOioD  of  thia  analogy. 

The  (bllowing  ecans,  m  which  Alcealis  annoon- 
cna  In  Fberca.  Ihe  latber  of  Aitm«tas,tbe  lerma  opem 
which  the  oracle  of  Dclphos  huii  declared  that  hia 
■on  may  be  reotored,  haa  aeldom  been  aurpaiaad  by 
the  lulhor,  e»en  in  Ilia  mort  celebrited  ptoductiooe. 
It  1%  however,  to  be  feared  that  little  of  ita  beauty 
can  be  transferred  into  a  traiiBlation,  aa  the  leierily 
of  a  stylo  so  rami^elcly  devoid  of  imagery,  muat 
render  it  dependent  for  many  incomniunicable  at- 
Vartinoi  upon  the  melody  of  Ihe  original  language. 


Think  not  that  e'en  hi  Ittt  the  atranger  Joy 

lall  yet  rcTint  thoae  dented  walla. 

PAe.  Can  there  be  grief  when  from  hia  bed  of 
death 
Admetua  riaeaT     What  deep  myatery  huka 
WilhinthywordaT  Whatniean'attl       '  "       ' 

Thou,  whoae  deep  lose  is  aD  hia  own,  who  heal'  it 
Tha  tidings  ofhia  aafely,  and  deat  bear 
Transport  and  lite  in  that  gUd  orade 
To  hi*  deapairing  aire ;  thy  cheek  ia  tinged 
With  death,  and  on  Ihy  pure  ingaaoooa  hrMr, 

brief  lightning  of  a  snddeo  joy, 
^ade*  dark  aa  night  aocceed,  and  thou  art  wi^ 
In  troobied  aileuce — apeak !  oh,  apeak  1 

JU.  The  goda 
Themaelvcs  hsve  timilations  to  their  power 
Impassable,  eteinal — and  their  will 
Reatata  not  the  tremendHn  laws  of  Ale : 

lall  the  boon  they  grant  thee  in  the  Ufi 
Of  thy  restored  Admetua. 

Phe.  Id  thy  looks 
There  ia  eipression,  more  than  in  thy  wonia. 
Which  thrills   my  shuddering  heart.    Dcclani 

.  what  terms 
Can  render  latal  to  thyaelf  and  na. 
The  reccned  life  of  him  Ihy  aoul  adorea  T 

JIc.  O  father !  could  my  ailence  anght  aTail 
To  keep  that  fearlUI  secret  from  UiLno  ear, 
StUI  should  it  rest  unheard,  tiU  all  fiilGU'd 
Were  the  dread  sacrifice.    But  rain  the  wiali; 
And  aioce  too  aooa,  loo  well  it  must  be  kaowiw 
Hear  it  from  me. 

Pi*.  Tbnughout  my  oordling  mns 
Ituns  a  cold,  death-hlu  horror;  and  1  ftd 
I  am  not  all  a  tiilher.     la  my  heart 
Strive  many  deep  aSbrtiooa,    Tbeo  I  kxre, 
O  fair  and  high-soulM  contort  of  my  son ! 
More  than  a  daughtu;  and  thine  iD&titrMei 
The  cherish'd  hope  and  glory  of  my  age; 
And,  onimpair'd  by  time,  within  niy  breaat. 
High,  holy,  and  unalterable  love 
For  her,  the  partner  of  my  carea  and  jiva, 
Owella  pure  and  perfect  ycL     Bclhinh  iMAtlMh 
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la  what  wapanw,  whit  >SQn;  or  for, 

1  wiit  Iby  wvtih;  foi  weU,  too  well,  I  ne 

Thy  lip*  are  rnogbt  with  fiUitl  augiiciM, 


TOK 


Ak.  Deatli  hdh  hii  tixhti. 
Of  which  not  e'en  tJic  gnul  Saperoa)  Ftnrsn 
May  hope  to  rob  hiiu.    By  hia  ruUilcM  hud. 
Already  KJud,  tlw  noble  Tictim  lay. 
The  boir  oC  ompire,  in  hia  glowing  pripi* 
And  noonday,  atruck : — Admctoa,  tlie  reTcred, 
The  Maaa'd.lhe  lo»ed,  by  alt  wluiown'd  hia  away — 
By  hia  illustrioua  parent*,  by  the  rcalma 
Surrounding  hit, — and  oil ! — what  need  to  add, 
How  iBUch  by  hia  AloeaUa  ! — Such  wu  be, 
Already  in  111'  imBparing  graap  oT  death 
Wilherinff,  a  certain  prey.  >  Apcdlo  ibenee 
Iluth  anatch'd  him,  and  another  in  hii  ateid, 
Though  nut  an  equal — (who  oau  equal  him  7} 
Must  iail  a  Toluntary  aacrilice. 
Another,  of  lii*  tioeagn  or  to  him 
By  closest  bouda  anitrd,  muat  doaceud 
To  Ills  dark  realm  of  Orouf  in  Jli«  place, 
Who  Uim  atoiM  ii  saved. 
■Fhe.  What  do  1  bear  ? 
Woe  (o  us,  wee  I — what  f  iotim  T — wbv  AaH  he 
Accepted  in  hia  stead  T 

AU.  The  dread  etobonsa 
CeB  DDW,  O  (atber  !  hath  been  made;  th«  prey 
la  ready,  nor  is  wholly  worlhleas  him    > 
For  whom  t  is  freely  ollcr'd.     Nor  wilt  thou, 
O  mighty  froddeaa  of  tb'  inftraal  siradea! 
Whou' image  aanctifiea  this  threshold  floor, 
Diadain  the  Ttotim. 

Pht.  All  prspared  the  pre* ! 
And  to  our  btood  allied  I  O  Heaven !— and  yef 
THou  bad'st  ma  wnp  BO  niore  t 

Ah.  Yeal  thus  I  said. 
And  thus  again  I  aay,  Iboa  shsh  not  weep 
Thy  son's,  nor  I  dsplora  my  huabasd's  deom. 
Lei  him  be  aared,  and  oUwr  aounda  of  woe 
Lcaa  deep,  lea*  meUmftll  far,  ahall  hen  be  beard 
Than  Iboaa  Ait  death  had  ewMed.— With  aooM 

lew  tean. 
But  grier,  and  mingled  with  a  gleam  of  joj. 
E'en  while  the  inTolnnlar;  tribute  lasta, 
71)0  rictim  sliall  he  hoDour'd  wbo  reeigo'd 
Lile  Tor  AdmoIii&— Would'at  thou  know  the  prey. 
The  Tow'd,  the  willing,  the  devoted  oite, 
OSer'd  and  hallow'd  to  th'  inferoal  goda. 
Father !— 't  is  I. 

Pie.  What  hast  thoa  done  T  O  Heaven  1 
What  halt  thoa  done  T— And  thiok'at  thou  he 

By  and)  a  compact! — lltinli'st  Ihoo  he  saa  live 

BcreA  of  thee  T— Of  Ihec.  his  light  of  Ulb, 

His  vary  loul ! — Of  thee,  belovod  far  more 

Than  his  land  inrenti — than  hia  children  more — 

More  than  himKi  f  F— Oh  I  no.  it  riiall  not  be ! 

Tiam  porish,  O  Alceaiia !  in  (he  flowci 

Uf  thy  young  beauty  1 — perish,  and  deatroy 

Not  him,  iKil  kim  aKinr,  but  as,  but  all, 

IVho  aa  a  child  adore  Uiee !      Dsaolale 

Would  be  the  throne,  tlia  t^ingdom,  reA  nf  Ihee. 


Thou,  in  whoae  life  alone  Adinetna  lima, 

S'ory,  hia  delight,  Ibou  shall  not  die 
I  can  die  for  uieo  !— Me,  me  aloae, 
The  oracle  domonde— •  wilher'd  stem, 
Whoae  task,  whoee  duty,  ia  lor  him  to  die. 
My  race  is  run — the  fulneei  ef  aiy  years. 
The  faded  hopes  of  age,  and  all  the  love 
Which  hath  ila  dwelling  in  a  father's  heart. 
And  the  fond  pity,  half  with  wonder  blent, 

'  red  by  thee,  whove  youth  with  heavenly  gifts 
;hly  ia  endow'd  ;— all,  all  unilo 
To  grave  in  adamant  the  just  deoree, 
Hial  I  must  die.    But  Ihou,  I  bid  thee  live ! 

icrea  nuuminda  (liee,  O  AlcesUs— live  I 

;'cr,  ne'er  shall  woman's  yaulhiUI  lots  AvpBM 

a  aged  aife'a  devotedntaa. 

Ale.  I  know 
Thy  lortv  soul,  ihy  fend  laienMl  love ; 
Fherea,  I  know  there  well,  and  not  in  tain 
Strove  to  anticipate  Ibeir  high  reaelvoi. 
Bill  if  in  silence  I  hale  heard  thy  words. 
Now  calmly  list  to  mine,  and  thou  shall  owa 
They  mav  not  be  willistood. 

Plit.  4hal  OHwt  (hou  any 
Which  I  ahonU  Ihut  !     I  go,  resolved  lo  aan 
Him  who  with  theo  wodd  aeriah )— lo  the  ahnaa 
E-en  now  I  fly. 

JU«.  Stay,  slay  lltee !  'I  ia  too  hie. 
Already  h^  consenting  Preaarpino, 


Which  binds  me,  with  indiaioluUe  lies, 

To  death.     And  1  am  iirm,  and  weH  I  hoew 

None  caa  deprive  me  of  thai  awfiil  right 
•"'-  -  hath  wan. 


Thatvi 


yea !  thon  miy'il  weep  itiy  Ale ; 

oum  for  me,  father !  hot  thou  Canal  not  Hama 
My  lolly  purpose.    Oh  I  the  more  endear'd 
My  KA  by  every  tie — the  more  I  ftel 
Death's  bitterness,  the  more  my  MeriRce 
Is  worthy  of  Admctus.    1  descend 
To  the  dim  ahadowy  regloaa  of  the  dead 


latiale  fever  revels.    Doubt  is 
The  Monarch  of  the  Dtad  both  heard — be  eBll% 
He  lummons  nn;  amy — and  Ihon  alt  aated, 
0  nty  Admetoa! 

In  the  opening  of  Un  third  ad,  AkaaliB  eoteri, 
with  hor  «on  Eamelaa,  and  her  daughter,  to  com 
plele  the  aaciiftce  by  dying  at  the  feel  of  Proaat 
pine'atUlue.  The fotbwing aceae enaaee batwacn 
her  and  Admetut^ 

AU.  Here,Omy  UthfalbandmiidalBllheAe) 
Of  Preaerpine'i  dread  image  apread  my  oouoh. 
For  1  mf  self  e'en  now  most  oObr  here 
The  vicUm  she  requires.    A 
.My  diildrea  I  aeek  yoor  sire 
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Sm9,  silont,  md  (lone.    But  Ihroocb  hU  niiu 
Health's  geniil  currcDt  flowi  once  iti(»«,  u  frcs 
Ai  in  hu  brigbteat  daji :  and  bo  ihill  live — 
Shall  live  fm  jon.     Ga,  banfr  apon  hia  neck, 
And  with  joar  innocent  encircling  arma 
Twina  round  bim  fondly. 

Earn.  Can  il  be  indeed, 
Father,  lovad  bthoi !  that  we  aee  thee  thm 
Restored  T     What  joy  i.  onra! 

Adn.  There  is  no  jo;  1 
Speak  not  of  joj  !  awaj,  awaj  '.  mj  grief 
Is  wild  and  despente ;  diiiE  to  me  no  more ! 
1  know  Dot  of  iffeclion,  and  1  feel 
No  mora  a  lather. 

Aim.  Oh  '.  what  worda  ore  these  7 
Are  we  no  more  thy  children?    Are  we  not 
Thine  own  T  Sweet  aiater  1  twine  aroond  hia  neck 
More  doea ;  be  moat  retam  the  tbnd  embrace. 

Adm.  O  children !  O  my  children !  to  my  eoul 
Year  innoeenl  word*  and  kiaaes  are  as  darta 
That  pierce  il  to  the  qoick.    I  con  no  more 
Suataln  the  bitter  conBicL    Every  toand 
Of  year  sail  acecnie  bat  too  well  recalls 
The  Toice  which  waa  the  miuic  of  m;  lif^ 
Alceatla '.  my  Alceatia  ! — waa  she  not 
Of  all  her  aei  the  flower  ?    Wsa  woman  e'er 
Adored  like  bar  before  1    Tet  this  ii  she, 
The  cold  of  heart,  th'  nnerateful,  who  hath  left 
Jler  husband  and  her  in^ta !    This  is  she, 

0  my  deaettad  children !  who  at  ouoa 
Bereaves  you  of  your  parents. 

Jlc.  Woe  is  me! 

1  hear  the  bitter  and  reproachfiit  erisa 

Of  my  daapiiring  lord.    With  life'a  last  powers, 
0 1  let  me  atrire  (o  iootlie  him  atilL     Approach, 
My  tundmaids,  raise  me,  and  auppott  my  steps 
To  the  distracted  maumer.    Bear  me  hence. 
That  he  ma*  hoar  and  see  me. 

Adm.  Is  It  thou  T 
And  do  I  see  thee  etill  T  and  com'it  thou  thai 
To  comfort  me,  Alcealie  T    Must  I  hear 
The  dying  accenla  Iku*  ?     Alaa  1  retarn 
To  thy  sad  conch,  return  !  't  is  meet  for  ma 
There  by  thy  side  lor  erer  to  remain. 

Ale.  For  me  tby  care  is  vain.    Though  meet 
lor  thee — 

Adm.  O  voice  !01ooki  of  death  1  are  these,  ai 
that. 
Thus  darkly  shrooded  with  mortality, 
Tba  ayea  that  were  the  aunbeami  and  the  lile 
Of  my  fond  poul '    Ala* '.  how  &int  a  ray 
Falls  from  their  native  orba,  so  brilliant  once, 
Upon  my  drooping  brow !    How  heavily. 
With  what  ■  weight  of  death  thy  languid  voice 
8iuka  on  my  heart '.  too  (aithfal  far,  too  fond. 
AloeMial  Utou  art  dying— end  for  me! 

AloBstis!  and  thy  feeble  hind  support* 

With  ila  last  power,  aupporta  my  unking  head. 

E'en  now,  while  death  ia  on  thee !    CHi !  the  touch 

Rekindle*  tenttJd  freniy  in  my  heart : 

I  roah,  I  fly  impctooai  to  the  shrine, 

71ie  image  of  yon  ruthle**  Deity, 

Impatient  (or  her  pray.    Befora  thy  death, 

IWe,  there.  I  too,  •elf.aacrificed,  will  fall 


Vab  ia  each  obst«de— In  Tain  t>ie  go^ 
Tbeouelre*  would  check  my  fury — 1  am  lo(4 
Of  my  own  day* — and  tho*  I  swear — 

AU.  Yes  1  swear, 

dmetua  1  lor  thy  children  to  sustain 
The  load  of  life.     All  other  impiona  vova. 
Which  thou,  a  rebel  to  the  sovereign  will 
Ofthoae  wbo  mte  on  high,  mighl'al  daro  to  ftrm 
Within  thy  breaat ;  thy  lip,  by  them  enchain'd. 
Would  vainly  seek  to  utler.— See'st  thou  not. 
It  is  fi^m  them  the  inapiration  flows. 
Which  in  my  language  breathe*  T  They  lend  m* 

They  tnd  me  through  thy  itrengtben'd  aool  trvni- 

Hlgh  courage,  noble  constancy.    Submit ; 
Bow  down  to  them  thy  spirit.     Be  thou  Mlm  ; 
Be  near  me.    Aid  me.    In  the  dread  eitreme 
To  which  I  now  approach,  Irom  whom  but  then 
Should  comtbrl  be  dcriiod  T    Afflict  me  not. 
In  snch  an  hour,  with  anguish  worse  ttMU  death, 
O  Ikilhftil  and  beloved,  anppoit  nw  atill ! 


The  chonue*  with  which  this  tngedy  is  inler< 
iperaed,  are  distinguished  for  their  melody  tai 
dusic  beauty.  The  fellowing  translatioa  will 
give  our  readers  a  faint  idea  of  the  n  ' 
the  third  act  i* 


Alt.  My  cbildreo !  all  is  Gnish'd.    Now,  &n 


Sweet  mother!  wilt  then  leave  oil  &om  Qiy  ad* 
An  we  tbr  ever  parted  T 

Pht.  Tears  fortwd 
All  ntlerance  of  our  woea.    Bereft  of  Mawe, 
More  lifeleai  than  the  dying  victim,  see 
The  desolate  Admetoa.    Farther  yet. 
Stilt  farther,  let  na  bear  him  from  (be  aight 
Of  hia  Alccstis. 

Ale,  O  my  handmaid*  !  atill 
Lend  me  your  pious  aid,  and  thna  oonipaea 
With  **oi«d  nradealy  these  torpid  limbe 
When  death'a  last  pang  ia  o'er. 

CAera*. 

Ala*  f  how  weak 
Her  itruggling  voice!  that  lait  keen  peng  ie  near 

Peace,  mourner*,  peace ! 
Be  hush'd,  be  lilent,  in  this  bow  of  dread '. 

Our  cries  would  but  increase 


Upon  thy  faithful  bteait. 
The  head  that  (inks  with  mtntal  pain  oppreat ! 

And  thou  aHiatance  lend 

To  dose  the  lenguid  eye. 
Still  boaudful  in  life's  l**t  agony. 

Ala* !  how  long  a  itrilS ! 
What  anguish  atruggle*  in  ttte  parting  breath 

Era  yet  immortsi  III!) 

Be  wM  by  death  • 
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Death  t  deoUi !  thy  work  comptotc  ! 

Let  thy  wd  bour  be  fleet. 

Speed,  ia  th;  mercy,  the  releuing  aigh ! 

No  mors  keen  pon^  impart 

To  her,  the  high  b  hurt, 
Th'  tdored  Alceitui,  worthy  ne'er  to  die. 

Charut  of  Adiaetal. 

'T  U  not  enoagh,  oh  no ! 
To  hide  the  Kono  of  ang^iiisti  from  bit  eye> ; 

Still  miut  our  silent  bind 

Aroond  him  watchful  atand. 
And  on  the  mourner  eeuelea  care  bestow. 
Thai  hii  ear  catch  not  {[riefs  funereal  oriea. 

Yet,  yet  hope  is  not  d«d, 

All  ii  not  loet  below, 
While  yet  the  gwla  have  pity  on  oar  woe. 

Oil  when  all  joy  ii  fled. 

Heaven  lende  aupport  to  tboae 
Who  on  its  care  in  pioiu  hope  repoaa. 

Then  to  the  bleaaed  akiea 
Let  oar  lubnuniia  prayers  in  cbonu  rise. 

Pmy  !  bow  the  knee,  and  pray  ! 
What  other  tan  It  have  mortnla,  bom  to  tean, 
Whom  late  controta  with  adamantine  sway  ? 

O  ruler  of  the  apheree  ! 
JoTO '.  Jove  '.  enlhrooed  iiDmoitatly  on  hijh, 

Our  Bupplicslion  hair  1 

Nor  (dunge  in  bittereat  woe* 
Him,  who  nor  footatep  movea  nor  lifts  bii  eye, 

But  a*  a  ehild,  wbjch  ool;  knoira 

Its  lather  to  revere. 


IL  CONTE  DI  CARMAGNOLA; 

A  TRAQEDT. 
BY  ALIi:SSANDRO  HANZONI. 

Fiunnsoo  BuieoNE,  the  son  of  a  peaaanl  in 
Carmignola,  from  whence  his  nom  dt  gaerre  waa 
derived,  waa  bom  io  the  ;eir  1390.  Whilat  yet 
a  boy,  and  employod  in  tho  care  of  flocks  and 
herds,  tlie  lolly  cbiracter  of  bia  countenance  wai 
obaorved  by  a  soldier  of  fortune,  who  invited  the 
youth  to  (onake  his  rustic  occupations,  and  ac- 
company bim  lu  the  busier  scenes  of  the  camp. 
His  peisaaaions  were  aucccsaful,  and  Francesco 
entered  with  him  into  the  service  of  Fucino  Cane, 
Lord  of  Alessandria.  At  tho  lime  when  Facino 
died,  leaving  fourteen  citits  acquired  by  conquot 
to  Beatrice  di  Tends,  his  wife,  Francesco  di  Car. 
magnola,  waa  amon^t  the  most  distinguished  of 
his  CBptsina.  Beatrice  afterwards  marrying  Phi- 
lip Visconti,  Duke  of  Milan  (who  rewarded  her 
by  an  ignominioos  death  for  the  regal  dowry  ahe 
had  conferred  upon  him),  Cnrmagnola  entered  bis 
■rmj  at  tbe  same  time,  and  having,  by  bis  emi- 
nent aervicen,  firmly  established  the  tottering 
power  of  tliat  prince,  received  from  him  the  title 
of  Count,  and  was  placed  at  the  head  of  all  bis 
torces.  The  natural  caprice  and  ingratitude  of  Fhi- 
lij>'*  disposition,  however,  at  length  prevailed,  and 


Carmagnole,  disgusted  with  the  evident  proof  of 
his  wavering  friendsbip  and  doubtful  laith,  left  bia 
service  and  bis  territories,  and  afler  a  variety  of 
ladventurea,  took  refn^  in  Venice.  Thither  tho 
treachery  of  tbe  Duke  pursued  him,  and  emiasa. 
ries  were  employed  to  procure  his  osaaaaination. 
The  piot,  however,  proved  abortive,  and  Carmag. 
nola  waa  elected  captain-general  of  the  Venetian 
armies,  during  the  league  formed  by  that  republic 
against  the  Duke  of  Milan.  The  war  was  at  first 
carried  on  with  much  spirit  and  aDCceas,  and  the 
battle  of  Maclodio,  gained  by  Carmagnola,  waa 
one  of  the  most  imporlanl  and  decisive  acliona  of 
those  limes.  Tbe  night  after  the  combat,  the  vie 
toriouB  loldiera  gave  liberty  to  almost  all  their 
prisoners.  The  Venetian  envoys  having  mode  a 
iplointon  ihis  lubjcct  to  tho  Count,  he  enquired 
It  was  become  of  the  captives ;  and  upon  beinf 
irmed  thai  all,  except  lour  hundred,  had  been 
set  free,  he  gave  orders  that  the  remaining  ones 
also  should  be  released  immediately,  according  to 
the  euitom  which  prevailed  amongst  the  armies 
|of  those  days,  the  object  of  which  was  to  pteteai 
■  apoedy  termination  of  the  warn  This  prooeed- 
jing  of  Carmajpiola's  occasioned  much  distrust 
land  irritation  m  the  minds  of  the  Venetian  rulers, 
land  their  displeasure  was  increased  when  the  sr> 
jmada  of  the  republic,  commanded  by  II  Trevissni, 
I  was  defeated  upon  tho  Po,  without  any  attempt  in 
I  its  favour  having  been  made  by  the  Count.  The 
failure  of  their  attempt  upon  Cremona  was  also 
impaled  to  him  aa  a  crime,  and  lbs  Senate,  re- 
solving to  free  themselves  from  a  powerful  cbiel^ 
DOW  beooma  on  object  of  suspicion,  after  many 
deliberations  on  the  heal  method  of  carrying  their 
designs  into  eflcct,  at  length  determined  to  invite 
him  to  Venice,  nnder  pretence  of  onuulttng  him 
an  their  negotiations  for  peace.  He  obeyed  their 
aummona  without  heaitatiou  or  mistrust,  snd  was 
every  where  received  with  eilraordinary  honours 
during  the  course  of  his  journey.  On  his  airnal 
at  Venice,  and  belors  he  entered  his  own  house, 
eight  gentlemen  were  sent  to  meet  him,  by  whom 
he  waa  escorted  to  Sl  Mork'a  Place.  When  be 
was  introduced  into  the  duial  palace,  his  attend- 
ants were  diamissed,  and  informed  that  he  wonUl 
be  in  private  witli  the  Doge  for  a  considerable 
time.  He  was  arrested  in  the  palace,  then  ex. 
amined  by  the  Secret  Council,  put  to  the  torture, 
which  a  wound  be  had  received  in  the  service  of 
the  Republic  rendered  still  more  agoniiing,  and 
condemned  to  death.  On  the  Sth  May,  1432,  he 
was  conducted  to  execution,  with  his  mouth  gag- 
ged,  and  beheaded  between  the  two  columns  of 
SL  Mirk's  Place.  With  regard  to  the  innocence 
or  guilt  of  this  distinguished  character,  there  ex- 
ists no  authentic  information.  The  author  of  the 
tragedy,  which  we  are  about  to  analyse,  has  chu 
sen  to  represent  him  as  entirely  innocent,  and 
probability  at  least  is  on  this  side.  Jt  ia  possible, 
that  the  haughtiness  of  an  aspiring  warrior,  ^c 
customed  to  command,  and  impatient  of  coDlruIs. 
might  have  been  tbe  principal  oause  of  oSence  lu 
the  Veneliani :  or  perhaps  llieir  jealousy  was  ex. 
cited  by  his  increasing  power  over  the  minds  of 
on  obedient  army ;  and.  not  cotisidering  it  aiM 
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dient  b>  db{4iM  biro,  the;  reaolred  opon  hii  do- 


Knr] 

hi*tor7  or  CarmBgnola'a   life,   rrom   the  dny 
ithich  he  i*u  mide  commiDdcr  of  Ihe  Venetiui 
umiea  to  Uut  of  hii  eiecuUoD,  that  siDbracing 
period   of  about  mtrea  jeut.     The  eilrtcta  w 
>n  iboat  to  preeent  to  our  mden,  will  enibie 
tliCD)  to  (brm  Uieir  own  opinioo  of  r  piece  which 
hu  eioited  u>  much  elteution  in  Ilaly.  Tlw  Gril 
■ct  openi  in  Venice,  in  the  hiU  of  Ihe  Scoale. 
Tbe  Doge  prapaeee  that  liie  Count  di  CirmagnolB 
•bould  be  conmlted  on  the  projected  league  be- 
tween the  Republic  and  the  Florentine*,  >gai~~' 
Ihs  Duke  of  Milan.    To  this  alt  agree  ;  end 
Count  ie  introduced.   He  begioa  by  juatifying 
Oonduct  from  Ihe  imputstioni  to  which  it  might 
be  liable,  in  consequonCB  ol^  hi*  appearing  aa  the 
enam*  o(  the  Prince  whom  he  had  ao  recently 


He  cut  me  down 

Tram  the  high  [Aice  my  blood  had  deaily  won, 

And  when  1  aoughl  hie  preaence,  to  appeal 

For  jiutice  there,  't  wia  Tainl  my  fiicghad  form'd 

Around  hii  throne  a  barTiof  ;  e'en  my  life 

Became  Ihe  muk  of  hatred,  but  in  tliie 

Their  bopea  have  fkil'd — I  giTe  them  not  the  time. 

My  life  ! — I  Bland  prepared  to  yield  it  ap 

On  the  proud  field,  and  in  eome  noble  cauM 

For  glory  well  e^chinged  ;  bat  not  a  prey. 

Not  to  be  ought  igaoblr  in  the  toil* 

or  Ihoee  I  acorn.    1  Icf!  him,  and  obtain'd 

With  yon  ■  place  of  reiiige;  yet  e'en  bete 

Hia  enarei  were  cut  around  m*.    Now  all  tiei 

Are  broke  between  d*  ;  to  an  open  fbe, 

An  open  tbe  1  come. 

He  then  giiee  conned  !n  &Tour  oT  wu,  and 
retiree,  leaving  the  aenate  engaged  in  deliberation. 
War  ia  retolvcd  upon,  and  ho  i*  elected  comman- 
der. The  fourth  ecene  reprcaenta  the  houae  of 
Carnragnoli.  His  aoliloquj  ia  noble;  but  ita 
character  ia  mnch  more  that  of  Engliah  than  of 
lUlian  poetry,  and  may  be  traced,  without  diffi- 
ouJly,  to  the  celebrated  monologoe  of  Hamlet 

A  leader — or  a  fusilite ! — lo  drag 

Slow  yean  iloag  m  idle  Tacancy, 

A*  a  worn  Teteran  living  on  the  &nta 

Of  former  deed* ;  lo  offer  humble  prayeri 

And  Meaainge  for  protection — owing  all 

Yet  left  me  of  eji»tcnce  to  the  might 

Of  other  iwnrdt,  dependent  on  eome  arm. 

Which  eoon  may  caet  me  ofF — or  on  the  field 

To  breathe  once  mure,  to  fiel  the  tide  of  life 

Rmh  proudly  through  my  vein* — lo  bail  again 

My  lofly  etar,  and  at  tlw  trumpet's  voice 

To  wake }  to  rule  I  to  conquer  I — Which  moat  be 

My  fate,  this  hoar  decide*.     And  yet,  if  peace 

SKontd  be  the  choice  of  Venice,  shall  I  cling 

Slill  poorly  (o  ignoble  aafely  here. 

Secluded  aa  a  homicide,  who  cowers 

Wilhiu  a  lemnle's  precincul     tjhall  not  he 

Wlio  made  a  lUngdoai'i  &le,  conlrol  hia  own  ? 


I>  there  not  one  among  the  many  Icnb 

Of  thi*  divided  luly— not  one 

With  *oul  enough  lo  envy  that  bright  crown 

Encircling  Philip's  head  T     And  know  they  not 

'T  wia  won  by  me  from  many  a  tyrant'a  gnsp, 

Snatcb'd  by  my  hand,  and  placed  upon  the  bruw 

Of  that  ingrule,  from  whom  my  apirit  bumi 

Again  to  wrest  it,  and  boatow  Ihe  prin 

On  him  who  beat  sfaall  call  tfao  prowMa  Strlh 

Which  el      ■ 


Marco,  a  senator,  and  a  friend  of  the  Coanl, 

resolved  upon,  and  that  be  iii  appointed  lo  lb* 

command  of  the  armies,  at  the  puds  time  adviaing 
him  la  act  with  caution  lowarda  liis  enemies  in 
Ihe  RepuUia 

Car.  Think'at  thou  I  know  not  whooi  to  deem 

mj  foes  1 
Ay,  I  oould  number  all. 

Afar.  And  know'et  thon,  too. 
What  fkolt  hath  made  them  auch?— Tis,  that 

Ibon  art 
So  high  above  them  ;  'I  ia,  thai  thy  disdain 
Dolh  meet  them  unditguised.    As  yet  not  one 
Hath  donelhee  wrong;  but  whoi  when  so  reaolvtd, 
Finds  not  hia  time  Iq. injure  ?— In  thy  thoughlB, 
Save  when  they  erosa  thy  path,  no  pkce  ii  thcin 
But  thoy  remember  Uiet.    The  high  in  soni 
Scorn  and  forget ;  but  to  Ihe  grovelling  heart 
There  ia  delight  in  baUed.     Rouse  it  not, 
Subdue  it,  while  Ihe  power  i>  yd  tliine  own. 
[  counsel  no  vile  arts,  from  which  my  aoal 
Revolt*  indignantly — thaa  know'et  it  well ; 
But  there  is  yet  a  wisdom,  not  unmeet 
Fw  the  most  lofly  nature,-^thGre  is  power 
or  winning  mconer  minds,  without  deaccnt 
From  the  high  apirit's  glarioua  cmincDce, — 
And  wouU'at  Ihoa  seek  that  magic,  it  were  (b'na 

The  first  tccno  of  the  aecond  act  rcpreeCDli  ptrl 
of  the  Duke  of  Milan's  camp  near  Maclodia 
Malalesti,  theicommandet.in-chief,  and  Pergola, 
aCondotliere  of  great  distinction,  are  deliberating 
upon  the  state  of  the  war.  Pergola  considen  it 
imprudent  lo  give  battle,  Malitbsli  i*  of*  contrary 
ojnnion.  They  are  joined  by  Sfima  and  Portc- 
hraccioiwho  ire  impalicut  for  aclion,  and  Torello^ 
who  endeavonn  to  convince  them  of  it*  ineipe. 

Sfb.  Torello,  didsl  thoo  mark  the  ardent  bddI 
Which  fires  each  soldier's  eye  I 

Tor.  1  muk'd  it  well 
I  heard  th'  impatient  shout,  lb'  einlling  voica 
Of  Hope  and  Courage,  and  I  turn'd  aside. 
Thai  on  my  brow  tlie  warrior  might  not  read 
Th'  invnlunbiry  thought,  whose  sudden  gloont 
Had  csat  dopp  shadow*  there.     It  was  a  Ihought, 
That  thia  vain  semblande  of  delusive  joy 
Soon  like  a  dream  ahall  fade.     It  was  a  tbongfat 
On  wasted  valour  doom'd  lo  periah  here> 
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ai 


And  fbr  it*  bvi,  Uie  patriet  aoldieT  W'*'  '■ 
Tfaoe  4ia  DO  wan  in  wbieh  the  obialuin'i  aim 
Ii  but  to  Matiun  hi*  devotod  buith, 
And  Ihein,  thai  fix'd— to  die  !    ]t  ia  Mir  Ikle 
Tc  lead  a  hinling  tnin,  wbo«e  spiTiti  brwtba 
Fury,  not  fbrtitads.    Witli  banting  heart* 
Tlwj  TUsh  where  Victor;  imiling  warea  Ibem  obi 
But  if  de1*7'd,  if  between  flight  aud  death, 
PnUBiDg  tlicy  (land — la  there  no  oaine  to  doubt 
What  choice  weralbeitiT    Aod  bat  too  well  oni 

Tliat  choioe  mifht  hve  fitfMee.    Ob !  4nll  linwe, 
Wlien  lor  the  ludei,  care  anrnuinta,  the  moM 
Bright  glofj  fade*  awaj ! — Yet,  cacs  again, 
Thw  i*  DO  field  lot  u*. 

Afler  vnrioiu  debotea,  Malateati  reaotre*  to  . 
tack  the  encmj.  Tba  lourth  and  liflh  scene* 
the  *econd  act  repreaent  the  tenl  of  the  Coont  in 
the  Venetian  camp,  and  hi*  preparltioni  for  bat- 
tle. And  here  ■  magnilicenl  piece  of  Xjt'k  poetry 
ii  introduced,  io  which  the  battle  i*  denoribed,  an  ' 
iU  f'tal  eficcta  lamented,  with  all  the  reeling  of 
patriot  and  a  Chrialian.  It  appsara  lo  ua,  ho* 
ever,  that  tbi*  ode,  liymn,  or  clioru*  a*  the  anther 
baa  entitled  it,  ■triktng  aa  It*  eBwct  may  be 
aeparate  recitation,  prodoce*  a  mndi  leaa  powerful 
impreasion  in  th*  situation  it  occupiei  at  present 
It  is  even  neceaary,  in  order  to  appreciate  it* 
aingular  beauty,  that  it  ■hoold  be  reperuaed,  aa  a 
thing  detached  trom  the  tragedy.  The  transition 
is  too  violent,  in  our  opinion,  from  a  tragic  action, 
ID  winch  the  characlsra  are  reproenled  a*  clothed 
with  eiiatence,  and  passing  before  aa  with  all 
their  contending  motiTes  *nd  feelings  laid  open 
lo  oar  inspection,  to  the  cnmparatiTe  coldness  of  a 
Irrio  piece,  where  the  anthor'a  imagination  eips- 
tlate*  akine.  The  poet  may  have  been  led  into 
this  error  by  a  definition  orSchkgol's,  who,  apeak, 
ingofthe  dreek  clioruKS.glves  it  as  hia  opinim, 
thai  "  tho  chorua  is  to  be  consldcied  a*  a  fieiaoni- 
moral  thoughts  Inspired  by  the 
or™  of  the  poet,  who  apeaks  in 
me  name  ol  tne  whole  human  race.  The  chorus, 
in  short,  is  the  idtal  Ipeclator." 

Bui  the  fact  was  not  exactly  lliaa:  The  Greek 
chorus  wa*  compoeed  of  rent  cliaracters,  and  ax. 
presaed  the  aentimcnt*  of  the  people  befare  wlloee 
eyes  the  action  was  imagined  to  be  pasaing ;  thus 
the  tnu  ■peotator,  afler  wltnening  in  representa- 
tion the  triumpJis  or  miarorlUDCs  uf  kings  and  he- 
roes, heard  from  the  chorua  the  idea  luppoeed  to 
be  enteriiined  on  the  aubject  by  the  more  anlight- 
eud  part  of  the  multitude.  If  the  author,  aTail- 
tng  himself  of  hie  talent  fer  lyrio  poetry,  and 
Kajring  the  measnre  in  conformity  to  the  sabject. 


jeerlion  that  the  Greek  ohoros  I*  not  ooffl- 

pslible  with  the  aystem  of  the  modem  drama, 
possibly  dJpproFed.  We  shall  preaont  oar  reader* 
with  the  Biitin  chorus  of  which  we  hare  spoken, 
a*  a  piece  lo  be  read  separately,  and  one  to  which 
the  Ibdiowing  title  would  be  much, more  appro- 


flcation  o 


hod  brought  his  chorua  into  action,  introdocing, 
ftr  eiomple,  a  veteran  looking  down  npoD  '' 
battle  from  an  eminence,  end  describing  ils  Ti< 
situdes  to  the  persons  bolow,  with  whom  he  mi 
interchange  a  variety  of  national  and  moral 
SeMioDs,  It  appears  to  us  that  tho  dramatic  efl 
would  have  boen  oonaidorably  heightened,  and 


TAt  BaltU  afMacladia  (ar  Maeala),  an  Odt.' 

Tho  third  act,  which  poaiea  entirely  in  the  tant 
of  the  Count,  is  composed  of  long  diecounea  be. 
iwecn  CarmugDota  and  tlie  Venetian  envoya.  0ns 
of  these  requires  him  to  pursue  tlic  fugitives  after* 
hia  victory,  which  he  haughtily  icfuee*  to  do,  do, 
clariog  that  he  will  not  leave  the  field  until  ha 
haa  gained  possession  of  the  surrounding  fortrsassa. 
AiH^er  complains  Ihsl  the  Condottieri  and  the 
aoldiera  hare  released  their  prisoners,  to  which  ha 
replies,  that  it  is  an  catablislicd  mililaty  custom; 
and,  sending  fur  the  remaining  fonr  hundred  cap. 
tivoa,  bo  gives  them  Iheit  liberty  also.  Thi*  act, 
vilich  tcriiunate*  with  the  auapiclous  obaervation* 
if  the  envoys  on  Cormagnola'a  conduct,  ia  rathef 
larien  of  intercat,  though  the  episode  of  the 
younger  Fergolo,  which  we  tball  lay  before  onl 
readera,  ia  happily  imagined. 

As  the  prisoners  are  departing,  the  Count  C^J. 
rvc*  the  youngn'  Pergola,  and  itops  biro. 
Car.  Thoa  art  not,  yonth  t 
One  lo  be  numbet'd  with  the  vulgar  cnrwd 
Thy  garb,  and  more,  tliy  lowering  mien,  «  :utd 


ebcl. 

'('.  befits  the  vanquiah'd. 

Against  thy  fate  thoa  protidlj,  Ihoa  art  proved 
Worthy  a  better  alar.    Thy  Dime  1 

Per.  T  ia  one 
Whose  heritage  dolh  impose  do  common  taak 
On  him  that  bears  it.    One,  which  to  adorn 
With  brighter  blazonry  wcra  hard  emprize. 
My  name  is  Pergola. 

Car.  And  art  Ihoa  then 
That  warrior'a  son  I 

Far.  I  am. 

Cur.  Approach!  embrace 
Thy  father'*  early  lYicDd !    What  thoa  art  Dow 
I  was,  nhen  Gnt  we  met    Oh !  thou  doM  briD| 
Back  on  my  heart  remembrance  of  Ibe  days. 
The  young,  and  Joyoui,  and  advenluron*  day* 
Of  hope  and  ardour.    And  dcapond  not  thou  I 
My  dawn,  't  is  tnic,  with  brighter  omen*  amiled. 
But  slitl  fair  Forlane'a  glorioua  promiEes 
Are  lor  the  brave,  and  thoagb  delav'd  awhile 
She  soon  or  late  fulEls  them.    Youth  !  salula 
Thy  aire  for  me ;  and  say,  though  not  of  ti<* 
I  ask'd  it,  yet  my  hoart  is  well  assured 
He  counsell'd  not  Ihi*  battle. 

Per.  Oh  ;  he  gave 
For  other  counaels,  bnt  hia  &tulle**  won* 
Were  epokm  to  the  wind*. 


•  TU  ptoca  >U  b>  fallal  al 
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Car.  Lament  thoa  noL 
Upoo  hi«  chieftun'i  head  the  ibuD*  will  rett 

Or  thu  defeat ;  tad  be  who  firmly  ilood 
FuM  It  hia  poal  of  peril,  halii  btgaa 
A  wldier'B  rice  fall  nobly,    follow  oM, 
1  will  natore  thy  iword. 

The  fourth  ict  i*  occapied  by  the  niachinitioiu 
dfthe  Coanl'i  eneratei  iX  Venice ;  sod  the  jealcnu 
tnd  complicited  policy  of  that  Repablic,  ind  the 
detpolic  iDthorityof  the  Coancil  af  Teo,  ire  ekil- 
lally  developed  in  many  of  the  ■cenec 

The  first  aCEDe  of  the  fifth  set  openi  at  Venice 
h  the  halt  of  the  Caancil  of  Ten.  Carmaf  noli  ia 
CDnaolted  by  the  Doge  on  the  termi  of  peace  oC 
fend  by  the  Duke  <M  Milan.  Hia  odrice  !■  re- 
ceifed  with  diidain,  and  after  Tarioua  insulla  he  ia 
oecoaed  oflreaKin.  Hia  lalooitlimenl  and  indig- 
nation at  this  unexpected  charge  era  eipressed 
with  all  llie  warmth  and  umplicity  of  innocence 

Car.  A  traitor '.  I '. — that  name  of  inlamj 
Reachet  not  me.    I^tt  him  the  title  bear 
Wba  beat  deeerrea  mch  meed — it  a  not  mine. 
Call  ms  a  dupe,  and  I  may  well  aubtnit. 
For  such  my  part  ia  here ;  yet  would  I  not 
Eiehange  that  name,  for  'ti*  the  worlhieat  itill. 
/  traitor  ! — I  retrace  in  thought  the  time, 
When  for  your  cauae  I  Ibughl ;  '1  ia  all  one  path 
SIrew'd  o'er  with  flowera.     Point  out  the  day  or 

A  Irailor'a  deeda  were  mine;  the  day  which  poaa'd 
t'nmark'd  by  thanka,  «nd  praiae,  and  promiiei 
Urbigh  reward!  What  more 7  Behold  me  ber 
And  when  I  came  to  teeming  honour  call'd, 
When  in  m*  heart  moat  deeply  apoke  tlie  Toica 
Of  lofe,  and  grateful  icul,  and  tiuating  faith— 
Of  trr  ■■       "■         ■     -  ■■   ■        ■ 

Th'ii 

I  came  tn  bo  enanarcd  !     Well !  it  it  dune, 
And  be  it  ao !  but  alnce  deceitful  hate 
Hath  thrown  at  length  her  amiling  maak  aaldo, 
Praiae  be  to  HeaTen !  an  open  field  at  laat 
la  apread  before  ua.    Now  'tit  youra  to  apeak. 
Mine  to  defend  my  cuuaa;  dcelaniya  then 
Hy  treaaona '. 

Doge.  By  the  tecret  college  toon 
AU  ahatl  be  told  thee. 

Car.  I  appeal  not  there. 
What  I  have  done  for  yon  hath  all  been  done 
In  the  bright  ntxindaj,  and  its  tale  ahall  npt 
Be  told  in  darkneaa.     Uf  a  warrior'a  deeda 
Warriora  alone  ahoiild  judge ;  and  auch  I  choo* 
I'o  be  mine  arbiters ;  my  protid  defence 
Shall  not  be  made  in  accrot.    All  aholl  hear. 

Dogt.  The  lime  for  choice  ia  paat. 

Car.  What:     la  (here  Toro) 
Emjiloy'd  ngninal  me! — Guarda!    (raiainf  iit 


Thr 'ollowera.    Welt  and  jually  « 


Now  be  it  yoari  to  charge  me. 

Dogt,  Bear  bim  beoce. 
Before  the  tecret  college. 

Car.  Hear  me  yet 
One  momeDt  GraL    That  ye  ham  doom'd  my  dsath 
I  well  perceivei  but  with  that  death  ye  dooin 
Your  own  eternal  ahame.    Far  o'er  theae  towMl 
Beyond  i(a  ancient  boundi,  majeatic  floata 


Thebi 


Of  ccmqneiing  power,  and  well  doth  Europe  know 

/  bora  It  thua  to  empire.     Hert,  't  ia  true. 

No  voice  will  apoak  iMli'a  tbougbta ;  but  lar  be. 

Thelimitaof  T< 

all  11,  specchia 
Which  ia  yoor  aceptre't  attiibute,  my  deeda. 
And  your  reward,  will  live  in  chronidea 
For  ever  to  endure.    Yet,  yet,  rcapect 
Your  anoala,  aod  the  future  !     Ye  will  need 
A  warrior  aoco,  and  who  will  thon  be  youra  T 
Forget  not,  though  your  captive  now  1  atand, 
I  waa  not  bom  your  aubjecL     No  !  my  birth 
Woa  'midat  a  warlike  people,  out  in  tout. 
And  watchful  o'er  ila  righla,  and  uaed  to  deam 
The  honour  of  each  citiien  ita  own. 
Think  ye  tliia  outrage  will  be  there  tmbeard  1 
There  ia  aome  Ireachciy  here.    Our  common  Cm* 
Have  urged  you  on  to  thiA    Fall  well  ye  knew 
I  hare  been  faithful  alilL     Then  yet  ia  time. 
Dagt.  The  time  it  put   When  thou  didtt  m*. 

Thy  guilt,  and  in  thy  pride  of  heart  defy 
Thoae  dealined  to  chutiae  it,  then  the  hoar 
Of  fbreaighl  ahould  have  beeru 

Car.  O  mean  in  aoul '. 
And  doat  thou  dare  to  think  a  warrior'a  breaat 
For  worthlees  lile  ctnlramble}    Thou  abalt  toao 
Learn  how  to  die.    Go '.    When  the  hoar  of  lata 
On  thy  file  couch  o'ertaket  thee,  tbou  wilt  nwct 
Ita  Bummona  with  far  other  mien  than  auch 
At  1  iholl  bear  to  ig 


Scini  II. —  Tkt  Houu  tf  CaauiaNoLA. 

Antdnietta,  Matiu>a. 

Mil.  The  hourt  fly  fatt,  the  mom  ia  riaen,  and 

Hy  liilher  comea  not ! 

Ant.  Ah  !  thoa  heat  not  leam'd 
By  tad  eiperience,  with  how  alow  a  pace 
Joys  ever  come ;  expected  long,  and  oft 
Deceiving  cipectalion  \  while  the  atepa 
Of  grief  o'erUiie  ua,  ere  we  dream  them  ni^ 
Dut  night  ia  paat,  Ihc  long  and  lingering  houri 
Of  hope  delerr'd  are  o'er,  and  thots  of  blia* 
Muat  toon  succeed.    A  Aw  abort  momenta  moia, 
And  he  i>  with  us.     E'en  from  Ihia  delay 
I  angur  wet!.     A  council  held  as  long 
Mutt  be  to  give  ua  peace.     He  will  be  oura, 
Ferhipa  lor  yeara  our  own. 

fiat.  O  mother !  thna 
My  hopei  too  whilper.    Kigblt  enough  in  tewa. 
And  dayi  in  all  Ibo  aickuaaa  of  aaapanae 
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Oar  UUHHU  love  bstli  pui'd.  It  ii  full  lima 
Thit  wcii  Hd  monient,  st  «ach  ramour'd  UU, 
Each  idle  murmor  of  the  paople'i  Toioe, 
We  ibould  not  longer  Irembls,  tbU 
riri*  Ibought  ahonld  fatuot  oar       ' 

perdunca. 

He  Tor  whom  that  our  hearti  are  jetiaiag — diea '. 
AnL  Oil !  fevM  thought !— buj  fain  md  du- 

Uut  DOV  I 
Etob  joif,  my  dioghter,  miiat  be  bought  wiUi 

Hist  liioa  liirgDt  the  doy,  when  prondt;  led 
In  triamph  'midit  the  noble  aod  the  brB(«, 
Tbf  gloriona  f&ther  to  the  tooipto  bore 
The  buioera  won  in  batlJe  from  hi*  tbei  I 

Mat.  A  day  lo  be  remembor'd '. 

AaL  By  his  side 
Bach  Mem'd  inferior.    Every  breath  of  ait 
Swell'd  with  bis  echoing  iwme ;  tod  we,  the  nhile, 
Stition'd  on  high  and  tever'd  Stom  the  tlinHig, 
Oiied  on  that  one  who  drew  the  gaie  of  stl. 
While  with  the  tide  of  rapture  half  o'erwbclm'd. 
Oar  hearts  beat  higb,  and  wbisper'd — "  We  a 
hit" 
,       MaL  MaDienls  of  joy  ! 

AnL  What  hiTO  we  done,  my  child, 
To  nwHl  sDOb  T    UeaTcn,  for  so  high  a  fale, 
CboM  ns  ftoia  thoDsauds,  uid  npon  thy  brow 
Inscribad  a  lofty  Dame,  a  name  so  bright. 


For  enry  is  the  glory  oT 

And  we  should  weigh  ilf  joya  against  these  hour* 

Of  fsar  and  aanow. 

MaL  They  are  past  e'en  now. 
Bark!  'twas  the  sound  of  oars! — it  sweDi 

The  gates  odcIom— O  mother  !  I  behold 
A  warrior  clad  in  mail — be  comes,  't  is  he ! 
AtU.  Whom  shonld  U  be  if  not  himself?— my 
bosbaiul !  (Sit  amu$  foruttd.) 

{EiUtr  GoHXAOt  and  aOitn.) 
AM.  Goniaga !  —  whara  b  he  w«  laok'd  ibri 
Whore? 
Tbon  answerest  not!— O  beaTen!  thy  look*  are 

With  propbeciea  of  woe  I 

Oon.  Alaa!  too  true 
The  omena  tbey  reresl  1 

Mat.  Of  woe  to  whom  I 

Om.  Oh !  why  hath  aooh  a  task  of  bitlemsss 
Fallen  lo  my  lot  T 

^nt.  Tbon  woald'st  be  pitiliil, 
And  tbon  ait  cruel    dose  this  dnsd  suspense ; 
Speak !  I  edjara  thee,  in  the  name  of  Qod  I 
Where  is  nty  boibend  T 

Cm.  Heaven  snttain  yoar  souls 
With  rortilado  to  boar  the  Ule  !— 017  obiet— 

Mat  Is  he  retam'd  unto  the  Betdt 

Cm.  AJasl 
Thither  Ibe  wsrrior  ahall  return  do  mors. 
The  ■snalo's  wrath  is  <■>  bim.    H«  is  now 


MaL  TrensoQ !     Hi 
A  Uailor  '. — Oh  I  my  lather  ! 

.  Ant,  Haile  1  proceed. 
And  pause  no  ntore.    Our  bearU  ate  oerred  Ibr 

all. 
Say,  what  shall  be  hie  sentence  1 

Gan.  From  my  lipa 
It  shall  not  be  reveal'd. 

AaL  Ob!  heUsluinl 

Gob.  He  lires,  but  yet  hi*  doom  is  fix'd. 

AnL  He  Uvea  I 
Weep  not,  my  diughler!  'tia  the  time  lo  aeL 
For  pity'a  salie,  Gooiaga,  be  thou  Dot 
Wearied  of  our  aSiclious.    Heaven  to  thee 
IntroBls  the  care  of  two  fbnaken  ones. 

Ihy  friend — Ah  1  haale,  then,  be  our  guide  | 
Conduct  as  to  his  judgea.    Coins,  my  child- 
Poor  innocent,  come  wilh  me.    Tiiere  yet  la  left 
Mercy  upon  the  eartli.    Yes  !  Uiey  Ibemselvei 
Are  buibanda,  they  are  fathers!  When  they  aign'd 
The  fearful  sentcDce,  Ihcy  remembor'd  not 
He  was  a  Either,  and  a  husband  too. 
But  when  ihetr  eyes  behold  the  agony 
One  word  of  Iheiis  hath  caused,  their  bearla  will 

melt. 
They  will,  they  must  revoke  iL    Ob  !  the  ligbt 
or  moital  woe  is  terrible  to  man ! 
Perhaps  the  wsrrior's  lofty  soul  disdain'd 
To  vindicate  hia  deeds,  of  lo  recall 
His  triumphs  won  for  tbem.    It  is  Ibr  os 

To  w 

~       be 

And  wo  will  pray. 

Gim,  Oh  Heaven !  that  1  could  leave 
Tour  hearts  one  ray  of  hope !    There  la  no  ear, 
No  place  for  prayers.    The  jodges  here  are  deaC 
Implacable,  onkiiown,    Tbe  thunderbolt 
Falls  heavy,  and  the  hand  by  which  'tia  lancb'd 
Is  veil'd  in  clouds.    There  ia  one  oomlbrt  still, 
Tbe  sole  Bd  comfort  of  a  parting  hour, 
to  bear.    Ye  may  behold  him  yet. 


will  be  with  yi 
MaL  Is  there  not 
One  faopeT 
AnL  Alas !  my  child  ! 


ScBn  IV^A  PriMib 


Had  Ued  to  hear  tbe  tidings,  jet  tbe  hoor, 
Tbe  solemn  hour  of  Nature's  parting  pangs, 
Had  tbon  been  past    It  meets  ns  darkly  now. 
And  we  must  drain  its  draaght  of  biltemon 
Together,  drop  by  drop.     O  ye  wide  Gelds ; 
Ye  plains  of  flgbt,  and  thrilling  sonnda  of  arms. 
O  proud  delights  of  danger !    Battle  cries, 
And  ihou,  my  war^steed  !  and  ye  trunipei  Dots* 
Kindling  the  soul !    'Midal  jour  tumuhuoDs  joy* 
Death  eeem'd  all  beanlifiil.— Ahd  muol  1  than. 
With  sbrinking  cold  reluelBDi.e,  to  my  late 
Be  dngg'd,  e'en  as  a  lei  «,vn  the  winds 
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Vile  doubt !  That  1  cooM  cut  it  ftoo  mj  • 
Bslbreldie'— Butno!  Wbit  boot*  Udow 
Tliui  to  look  back  on  life  with  eye  that  tun* 
To  linger  wbore  mj  fbotslep  may  not  trod  T 
Now,  Philip!  tiiouwUtUiumidi!  Beitaol 
,  I  loo  hare  proved  such  vain  and  impjoua  joya. 
And  knoir  thdr  ralue  now.  But  oh !  a^in 
To  we  thoac  tared  oaem,  aod  to  boar  the  lait, 
Laat  acceati  of  their  vuicet !  Bf  thoaa  onaa 
Once  mora  to  be  enciroled,  and  froni  Ihenoe 
To  tear  myulT  ftir  e*er  !— Hark  1  tberoome!— 
O  God  of  Mercy,  from  Ih;  dirone  look  down 
In  pily  on  Ihoir  woei ! 

SciNC  V. 

AmwniTTi,  MiTiLM,  Gomiuii,  a*d  CtM- 


Axt.  My  huband ! 

Mat.  Oh  !  my  father ! 

Aal.  U  it  thua 
That  thou  rcturneat  1  and  ia  thia  the  boor 
Dsaired  ao  lonf  7 

Car.  O  ya  amictad  odm! 
Heaven  knom  I  dnad  its  pang*  Ibr  yon  aloi 
Long  have  my  thoughla  beui  oaed  to  loo 

Death, 
And  calmly  wail  hia  lime.    For  you  alone 


Tha  cooraga  to  lualain  them-    Ob '.  let  yoiua 
Equal  jour  eorrowa !     Lai  ua  yet  find  joy 
In  this  embrace,  'lia  atili  a  gift  of  Heavea. 
Thou  wrop'tt,  my  otiild  !  and  (bnu,  bolcvsd  wile ! 
Ah  !  when  I  made  Ihaa  mine,  thy  daya  Sow'd  on 
In  peace  and  glidneaa ;  I  united  thee 
To  my  diualroaa  late,  and  now  the  Ihoagbt 
Bmbiller*  death.    Oh !  that  I  had  not  aeui 


Tbew 


■  I  CI 


j4nl.  Huaband  of  my  yoeth  ! 
Of  my  bright  daya,  thou  who  didit  make 

bright, 

Raadlhou  my  heart!  Ihepangaof  death  are  Ihare, 
And  yet  e'en  now — I  woalJ  not  but  be  thine. 

Car.  Fuli  wall  Iknow  howmuch  1  loaein  thee: 
Oh  !  make  me  not  too  deeply  feel  it  now. 

Mat.  The  homicidei ! 

Car.  No,  aweat  Matilda,  Do  • 
Let  DO  dark  thought  of  rage  or  vengeance  riae 
To  cloud  lliy  gentle  apirit,  and  diaturb 
Theae  momeola  —  they  are  aacred.    Yaa !   mj 

Are  deep,  but  thou,  forgive  them,  aod  eoafaaa. 
That,  e'en  'midal  ail  the  Aiineaa  of  our  woa, 
High,  holy  joy  renwina.  —  Death!  death!  —  o 

tbaa, 
(rar  moat  relantleaa  foea,  can  only  apeed 
Th'  inevitabte  hour.    Oh  !  man  halh  not 
Invented  deatli  (or  man :  it  would  be  (Ana 
Midd'ning  and  inaupportable ;  frooi  Heaven 
T  ia  aent,  and  Heaven  dodi  temper  all  ita  pang 
With  aiioh  blea*  ewnfoft,  *a  so  mortal  power 


Can  give  or  take  away.     My  wife  t  my  diild  t 

Hear  my  laM  word* — they  wring  year  boaoma  ■«« 

With  agony,  but  yet,  aona  fiitura  day 

"Twill  aootbe  yon  to  ivcaU  then).  IJi«,mywtAI 

Smtain  thy  gnef,  and  live  !  thia  iU-atarr'd  girl ' 

Muat  not  be  reft  of  alL     Fly  awiftly  benoe. 

Conduct  her  to  thy  kindred,  ahe  ia  Ibeira, 

Oftfaeir  own  blood— and  they  aa  loved  Ihae  onca  t 

Then,  (o  their  fbe  tinited,  tbou  becanieat 

*      I  dear ;  ibr  leuda  and  wronga  made  warrinf 

Of  Careiagnola'a  and  Viaoonti'a  namea. 

But  to  their  boeonn  ihou  wilt  now  retom 

A  moamor ;  and  the  object  of  their  hate 

Will  be  no  more. — Oh  !  there  ii  joy  in  death  !— 

And  thou,  my  flower!  that 'midal  the  din  of  arm, 

Wert  bom  to  cheer  my  eoui,  thy  lovely  head 

Droop!  to  the  earth  !    AUa !  the  lempeM'a  raga 

la  on  thee  now.    Thou  trembleat,  and  Ihy  Iwaft 

(^on  Bcaree  contain  the  heaviiiga  of  ila  woe. 

I  teei  tliy  burning  leara  upon  my  breeat — 

I  feel,  and  cannnt  dry  them.     Lknl  thou  dain 

Pily  ftom  me,  Matilda  7    Oh  I  thy  aire 

Hath  now  no  power  to  aid  thee,  but  Uioo  know'al 

Thai  the  foreakcn  have  n  fetbor  atitl 

On  high.    Confide  in  him,  and  lira  to  daya 

■'notof  joy;  k ■  "    " 

eatinea.    Whei 
of  affliction  on  thy  youth. 
If  to  thy  lUtun  yaora  be  not  reaerved 
All  his  benign  eompiaaian  T     Live  !  and  aooth* 
Tby  anfiering  mother.     May  abe  to  the  arms 
Of  DO  ignoble  conaort  lead  Iher  atill  I— 
Goniaga  !  take  the  hand  which  thou  boat  preaaM 
on  in  the  mom  of  beltls,  when  oor  beaita 
Had  canoe  to  doubt  if  wa  abooU  meet  at  eva. 
Wilt  thou  yet  pre«  it,  pledging  me  thy  failk 
To  guide  and  guard  Ibese  nouinera,  tiH  they  jab 
Their  trienda  and  kindred  ? 

On.  Real  aaaured,  I  will. 

Car.  I  am  conlenL    And  if,  wlien  Ihia  ia  doCM, 
Thou  to  the  field  retumeal,  there  for  me 

,  brethren  ;  tell  them  that  I  died 
Ouiltleaa ;  thou  heat  bean  witnaaa  of  m*  dead^ 
Haat  read  my  inmoat  ihoughto— and  knovr'al  it 

wdL 
Tell  them  1  never,  with  a  trailor'a  ahame, 
Stain'd  ray  bright  aword. — Oh!  never — I  myaelf 
been  ensDared  by  treaohery.    Think  of  ma 
I  trumpet-notea  are  atirring  erary  heart, 
And  banner!  proudly  waving  in  tbe  air. 
Think  of  thiae  ancient  comrade !    And  the  day 
Following  the  combat,  when  upcm  the  Geld, 
Amidat  the  deep  and  inlamn  harmony 
Of  dirge  aod  hymn,  the  prieat  of  liujera)  ritM^ 
With  lifted  bando,  ia  ofiartng  lot  Ibe  alua 
Hia  aacriGoe  to  heaven  : — forget  me  not! 
For  I,  too,  hoped  upon  tbe  battle  plain 
E'an  ao  to  die. 

Ant.  Have  merey  an  oo,  Heaven  I 

Car,  My  wife !  Matilda !  Now  tbe  Immit  u  nigl^ 
And  we  mnot  part. — Farawdl! 

Jtfal.  No,  father!  nol 

Car.  Come  to  thia  breaal  yet,  yet  CDoa  mia*, 


and  th 
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Am.  No!  force  aloDs 
Sliall  tear  dm  boDce. 

{A  found  e/orm*  b  htard.) 
Mai.  Harli !  what  dread  aoand ! 
Ant.  Gml  God ! 

(  The  door  U  half  cpened,  and  amei 
ttUrr,  tht  datf»f<Bhom  adtanct*  la 
the  Cmtnt.    Hii  uift  and  daughier 
fall  itntrit**. 
Car.  O  God  !  I  Ihuik  thee.   O  mort  imrcifh] ! 
That  to  withdraw  their  lenM*  from  the  fugt 
Of  thii  dread  memenl'i  emifliet : 

Thou,  my  ftiend, 
Auift  them,  bear  Ibsin  ttora  thii  aeene  or  woe, 
And  leH  Uiem,  when  their  eja  nfain  oncloee 
To  meet  the  daj— that  Dought  ia  \efi  to  iear. 

NotwitTiitundintr  the  palhetic  beanliea  of  the 
laat  act,  the  •ttentioii  which  thU  tngeij  ha*  ex- 


The  wveritj  with  which  the  trigic  po- 
ela  of  that  coaalrj  hare,  in  general,  reslrlcted 
themaelvea  to  thoaa  rules,  haa  been  infficientlj 
remarkable,  to  obuin,  at  leaat,  temporary  diitinc- 
tion  lor  the  courage  of  the  writer  who  ahould 
attempt  to  violate  them.  Allhongh  thia  piece 
compriaea  a  period  of  aeienl  years,  and  tha^  loo, 
io  daji  ao  troubled  and  lo  "  fuH  of  fate" — dayg 
in  which  the  deopeal  pauiona  and  moat  powerful 


pubKe,  hoTe  been  lofflcienlly  prnerred  lo  gm 
an  impTOsaire  character  to  the  piece;  yet  DioM 
working)  of  paaiion  and  tendemeai,  wiUioul 
which  dijnity  aoon  becomea  monotonoua,  and 
heroium  annalaral,  hare  not  been  (as  in  the  tra< 
gedies  of  Allieri  upon  ainilar  aubjeclB}  too  rigidly 

The  powerfiil  chiraeler  of  the  high-hearted 
Cornelia,  with  all  the  oalm  collected  majeily 
which  otu  ideaa  are  wont  to  aaauciata  wilh  the 
name  of  a  Roman  loalron;  and  Ihs  depth  and 
aablimily  of  maternal  aflbclion  moie  particularly 
belonging  to  Iho  mother  of  the  Gncchi,  are  beau- 
tifully contraated  wilh  the  aolter  and  more  woman. 
uh  feetiogi,  the  inleoae  oniieliea,  the  lenailiva 
and  pauionato  atlachmcnl,  embodied  in  the  per- 
*on  of  Sicinia,  the  wifa  of  Gracchua.  The  ap- 
peals made  by  Graccbna  to  tho  people  are  full  of 
majetlio  eloquence,  and  the  whole  piece  leema 
to  be  animated  by  that  reelleaa  and  untameable 
sjHrit  of  ti«edam,  whooe  immortolized  atruggla 
for  aacendency  give  ao  Tirid  a  eolouring,  M>  ex- 
■Ited  en  intereat,  to  the  annala  of  the  ancient  re. 

T)ie  tragedy  opcni  with  the  aoliloqnj  of  Caiu 
Gracchua,  who  it  relnrned  in  aecrel  to  Rome, 
after  baring  been  employed  in  Tebaitding  Car- 
thage, which  Soipio  had  otterly  d< >'■--■ 


»  of  til 


e  called . 


lion  by  the  atrife  of  confliotin^  Intoreatai  thcra 
la,  nevertheleas,  as  great  a  deficiency  of  incident, 
u  if  "  to  be  bora  and  die"  made  all  the  history 
of  aspiring  natures  conlending  for  au^macv. 
The  character  of  the  hero  ia  portrajod  la  nords. 
Ml  in  actions;  it  doe*  not  unlbld  iUelf  in  any 
MnlC|le  of  opposite  tbaUnga  a^d  paasiaoa,  and 
the  inlareit  excited  Ibr  him  only  eommencci  el 
the  moment  when  it  ought  lo  have  reached  it* 
elimai.  The  merits  of  the  piece  may  be  summed 
Dp  in  the  occasional  energy  of  the  langugge  and 
dlgpity  of  the  thoughts;  and  the  Iralh  with 
which  the  apiril  of  ui*  ag*  i*  chancteriasd,  oa 
wdl  in  the  deTelopemenl  of  that  euspieiou*  policy 
diatinfuishing  the  lyslcm  of  (he  Venetian  gorem. 
ment,  a*  In  the  pictures  of  Ihe  fiery  Condottiari, 
balding  their  oonaciis  of  war, 

"Jaalova^bDAOir.  loddtBaait  qaickkiquBiraL** 


CAIUS  GRACCHUS. 

A  TSAOEDT. 
B»  MoMTl. 

TaiB  tragedy,  though  inferior  in  power  and 
iDlereiit  lo  the  Aritlodrmo  of  Ihe  same  author,  la, 
nereithelesa,  diitiaguiihed  by  beauliea  of  a  high 
order,  and  aucb  aa,  in  our  opinion,  fully  establiafa 
its  claims  to  more  general  attention  than  it  hai 
hitherto  received.  Although  Ihe  lollineaa  and  >e- 
rerity  of  Roman  manners,  in  the  diy*  of  the  Re. 


For  toil  halh  given  it  Teat ;  'tis  calm  and  pnre. 
Fir  no  remorae  hath  troubled  it     Meanwhile. 
My  brnlhcr'a  murderera,  the  patrician*,  bdd 
Inebriate  ligila  o'er  their  featat  boards, 
Or  in  dark  midnigbl  councils  sentence  me 
To  death,  and  Rome  lo  chnios.   They  little  deem 
Of  Ihe  untook'd-fbr  and  Iremendoui  foe 
So  near  at  hand  !    It  is  enough.    I  tread 
In  aafely  my  patemol  threabold. — Yea! 
Thi^  ii  my  own!     Oh  mother  1  oh  my  wife! 
My  child  1 — I  come  to  dry  your  tears.    I  com* 
Slrenglhcn'd  by  Ibree  dread  furica.  One  ia  wrath, 
Fited  by  my  country's  wrongs;  and  one  deep  lore, 
For  those,  my  boaom's  inmates  ;  and  Ihe  third — 
Vengeance,  fierce  vengeance,  tor  a  brother's  blood ! 

Hi*  Bolitoqur  ia  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of 
Fulvias,  hi*  fiiend,  wilh  whoM  profligale  cbane. 
id  unprincipled  designs,  he  ia  represented 
icquainted.  From  Ihe  opening  speech  mads 
by  Fulviui  (beliiie  he  is  swore  of  the  presence 
of  Csioa)  to  the  slave  by  whom  he  ii  allended,  it 
appears  that  he  is  jual  relumed  from  the  perpe 
tration  of  some  crime,  the  nature  of  which  i*  not 
isclosed  imtil  Ihe  second  act. 
The  •nspieiDnt  of  Caiua  are,  however,  awahni 
cd,  by  the  obscure  alluiinna  to  some  act  of  signal, 
'  '  secret  vengeance,  which  Fulvlus  throw*  out 
In  course  of  the  ensninR^  disewMon. 
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FuJ.  Thii  ii  DO  tiiiM  lor  grief  uii]  fteble  leu*, '  Shall  waka  the  mi^hlr.    Thoo  ihalt  im  I  o 


Bui  for  high  daed*. 

Cain*.  And  wa  will  miks  it  (uch. 
But  proTo  wa  firrt  our  alrength.    Declare,  what 

(ir  yet  mufbrtune  bath  her  ftieoili)  rcmatn 


Prepared  for  lU ;  uid  aa  I  track'd  tho  deep 
For  Rome,  mj  dan^en  to  my  apirii  grew 
Familiar  in  ita  miuiagi.    With  a  loice 
Of  wialh,  the  loud  wisda  Gercelj  i well'd ;  tho 


FuL  Faw,  fbw,  but  valiant  heaiti ! 


Hnller'd  ■renndi   Hearen  flaih'd  in  liglilninf 
faith, 
_  .  ^  ^  And  tlie  pale  aleenman  trembled :  I  the  while 

{Stood  oa  tbe  tomng  and  ^nilder'd  bark. 
Oh '.  what  a  obinge  i*  here !    There  waa  a  time.  Retired  and  ahrouded  in  tn;  mantle's  Sild*, ' 
When,  over  all  aupreme,  lli;  word  giTo  Uw  I  With  thooghtful  e;ea  cant  down,  and  all  abaorb'ti 

To  Dationi  and  their  rulera )  io  thy  prosence         |  In  a  far  dmper  dorm  !    Around  mj  heart 
The  Mnats  trembled,  and  tlie  ciliiena  Gslhering  io  aecret,  then  my  apirit  ■  powera 

Flock'd  round  Ibee  in  deep  rcTereaca.    Then  a  Held   council   with   themaeliee  —  and   od    mj 

word,  I         thought! 

A  look  Trom  Caiua — a  BBlola,  a  imile,  I  My  country  roae,— and  I  foreaiw  tbe  anarea, 

Fill'd  theni  wilh  pride.     Each  aougfat  to  be  tbe  Tbe  licacberie*  of  Opimins,  and  the  aeute, 

friend,  I  And  mj  fkiae  fiienda,  awaiting  my  return. 

The  client,  ay,  the  Ter;  bUtb,  of  him,  •  •  •  ■  a 

The  people'a  idol ;  and  beholding  them  r>  ■  -     >  .        . .  ^  .  .l  .  r 

Thu.V-f'la  in  thy  path,  thou,  thou  thyself,         f^"'™  '  ^  '^P* '  •»"  1''"?  """  ^^  "^  't?" ' 
Didat  bluih  to«»  theirTile;.e..!-Butlh/fortune^'  »  ™  '""K'"':'  "^^'^i!  "",^."!^k_ 
torn.  meU  ^F*'  wroog:'d  conn  t^.  and  of  h.m.  tj^  6™tbw. 

Whose  shade  through  ten  long  yean  hath  aUnUy 


Is  wanmg  now,  her  gla 

Into  dim  vapour,  and  the  earthly  god. 

So  worahipp'd  once,  trom  his  loraaken  shrines, 

Down  Io  llie  dust  is  huri'd. 

Coius.  And  what  of  this  ? 
'Hiere  is  no  power  in  Fortune  to  deprivs 
GracchuB  of  Gracchus.     Mine  ii  anch  a  heart 
As  meets  the  storm  oiultingty  ;  a  heart 
Whose  stern  delight  it  is  Io  atriie  with  fate. 
And  conquer.    'Trust  me,  fate  is  terrible 
Bnt  beCBuaa  man  ii  vile.    A  coward  first 
Made  her  a  deity. 


found  it  yeL 


Ririt  is  Mfill'd. 
Caiut.  And  how  7 
Ful  Thou  Shalt  be  fold. 
Coiu*.  Explain  thy  words 
FaL  Then  know-  " 
Cuius.  Wh^  thus 


Falters  thy  Toice  t    Why  speak'st  thoa  Dot  I 
I     J^W.  Forgire ! 

^E'en  friendabip  sometimes  hath  its  secret*. 
I     Caia*.  No ! 

Tme  friendship,  nerer ! 

I  Cains  aAerward*  enquirea  what  part  hia  k(»i 
Of  GV.cch..  1„  Itei,  h..n.-....d  .h.  Mh-  S'i'^iSiiL  '^'"""'  »  U»'JJ  l»  "M 
AI™.drn.™l»f,l.rihf»ioU..Hinj.l  »  U». -l^p™.! 

Fat.  A  biceie,  a  paaaing  breeze,  now  here,  now  i  U^  high  renown 

fiv"^  The  glorious  deed,  whereby  waa  eam'd  hi*  naaa 

Bomo  on  light  pinion— such  the  paople  a  love  I       Of  aecond  Afrioanus ;  and  tbe  blind. 
Yet  have  they  claima  on  paidot.,  for  their  faults     De«p  isreroQCe  paid  him  by  tbe  pemJe's  hearts, 
-"'"'■"■''-"'■' Who,  knowing  him  their  foe,  respect  him  strni 


Are  of  their  miseriei ;  and  their  feebleness 
It  to  their  woes  proportion'd.     Haply  still 
Tlie  secret  sigh  of  their  full  hearts  ia  thine. 
But  their  lips  breathe  it  not.  Their  grief  is  mute; 
And  tho  deep  pdleness  of  their  timid  mien. 
And  eyes  in  Gi'd  dcBpondence  bent  on  earth. 
And  sometimes  a  faint  murmur  of  Ihv  name. 
Alone  accuse  them.    They  are  hush'd,  for  now 
Not  one,  DOT  two,  tlieir  tyrant*  i  but  a  host 
Whose  numbers  are  the  numbem  of  the  rich, 
And  the  Patrician  Romans.    Ycsl  and  well 
May  proud  oppression  dauntleasiy  go  forth, 
For  Roma  is  widow'd  !     Diitanl  wars  engage 
The  nobloat  of  her  yoiilh,  by  Fubiut  led. 
And  but  the  weak  romaio.    Hence  every  heart 
SicheiH  with  Toicelesi  terror;  and  tlie  people 
Subdued  and  tmmbling,  tuin  to  Uioe  in  thought, 
But  yel  are  lileot. 

Caiu$.  I  will  mike  Ihom  heard. 
Rome  is  a  fJumbcTing  lion,  and  my  Tolca 


All  thiadiBlurbsme:  hardly  will  be  w._ 
Our  day  of  victory,  if  by  him  withstood. 

FuL  Yet  woo  it  sbiU.  be.    If  hut  this  thoo 
fear'st. 
Then  be  at  pAoe. 

Cmiu.  I  nDderstand  thee  not 

FuL  Tbou  wilt  ere  long.    But  here  we  vainly 

Onr  lime  and  words.  Soon  will  the  matniDg  bitak 
Nor  know  thy  Jriends  as  yet  of  thy  retoni: 
1  Sy  to  chear  them  with  the  tidings. 
Cain*.  6Uy ! 
F^L  And  wherefore  ? 
I     Caivi.  To  reveal  thy  meaning. 
I      FuL  Peacel 
I  bear  the  sound  of  steps. 

Thh 
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an  tbout  to  >eak  an  ■ajlnni  in  the  boon  of  Enii- 
lwh.i»,  bj  whom  Comelik  baa  been  wuiwd  of  lbs 
imininBnl  danger  which  menscei  tha  limilj  of 
her»a  from  the  Tory  of  the  pntriciuis,  who  intend 
on  the  (bllowincr  day,  to  ibrof  ate  the  laws  enaded 
hj  the  Gracchi  in  mour  of  tlis  plebeians.  The 
joy  and  emotiou  of  Gracchoa,  on  thna  meeting' 
with  hia  <a.miJy,  may  appear  •omewhat  incoiuia- 
[ant  with  hia  hsTing  lemsiaedeo  long  engaged  In 
political  dlacuKioo,  on  the  threahold  <n  Ibsir  abode, 
without  erer  having  made  an  enquiry  alter  their 
welfare  ;  but  it  would  be  aomewhat  uorsasonabie 
to  trji  the  coaducl  of  a  Roman  (particularly  in  a  lia. 
gedy)  by  the  laws  of  nature.  Before,  howerer,  we 
are  dispond  to  condenm  the  prineiptM  which  aeem 
to  bo  laid  down  for  the  delineation  of  Roman  char- 
acter in  dromilio  poetry,  let  oa  recollect  that  the 
Ecneral  hobita  of  the  people  whnaeinatituliona  gave 
irth  to  the  fearful  (rnmdenr  displayed  in  tbe  ao- 
tioDa  of  the  elder  Brutna,  and  wba»  towering 
■pirit  waa  fbatered  to  antboaiaam  by  the  contem. 
fjation  of  it,  muat  have  been  deeply  tinctured  bj 
the  austerity  of  even  their  virtue.  Shakapeire 
alone,  without  oompromiaiug  ths  dignity  of  bii 
Bomana,  baa  dinnoamberHl  them  of  the  formal 
•choUalio  drapery  which  aeenia  to  be  their  qSUial 
gnrb,  and  haa  stamped  tbeir  featurea  with  the  gene- 
ral attributaa  of  human  nature,  without  effacing 
the  ioipren  which  diatiaruisbed  "the  men  of 
iron,"  from  the  n>li(HU  who  "  atood  atiU  before 

The  firat  act  coDcIndea  with  the  parting  of  Caiua 
and  Fnlviaa  ia  wnlh  and  aiupiaion,  Cbrnelis  bav- 
iog  Bccuaed  tbe  latter  of  an  attempt  to  aeduce  her 

daughter  the  wife  of  Sclpio,  and  of  concealing  the 
moat  alrociona  dnigna  under  tfas  muk  bfiaal  for 
the  oanae  of  liberty. 


IHd'at  in  aucb  worda  diacourse  ofhim  aa  now 
■aure  me  thou'rt  hia  murderer.    Traitor,  apeak '. 
FuL  Ifthnahiafatodothweigh  upon  thy  heart, 

Thou  art  no  longer  Gracchus,  or  thou  raveat ! 

More  gratefbl  praise,  and  warmer  thanlu  might 

Reward  the  gen'rous  courage  which  hath  fVaed 
"  ime  Irom  a  tyrant,  Gracchui  from  a  Ibe  t 

Caiua.  Then  be  wii  slain  by  thee  } 

FuL  Uneratefbi  friend! 
Why  dost  Uioa  tempt  me  1    Danger  monaeea 
Thy  hoDDur.     Freedom's  wavering  light  is  dim 
Rome  wears  tbe  fetters  ofa  guilty  senate ; 
One  Scipio  drove  thy  brother  to  a  death 
Of  infamy,  another  aeeki  Iky  (all : 
And  when  ono  noble,  one  delonnined  stroke. 
To  thee  and  thine  assures  the  vict'ry,  wreaks 
The  people's  vengeance,  gives  thee  life  and  feme, 
And  pacifies  thy  brother'j  angry  ahade, 
Is  it  a  cause  for  wailing  7     Am  I  call'd 
For  Mis  a  murderer  '    Go ! — I  say  once  more, 
Thou  art  no  longer  Gracchus,  or  Uiou  raveat ! 

"  '    I.  Iknowtbeenow.bartarian:     Woolc'it 

My  cause  with  crimes  7 

Ful.  And  thoMi  of  that  proud  man 
Whom  I  have  elain,  and  thou  dost  mourn,  are  Ihti/ 
To  bo  forgotten  7    Halh  oblivion  then 
Shrouded  the  alorn  destroyer's  mthlcM  work. 
The  famine  of  Numanlia  7    ^cb  a  deed, 

name  the  world's  deep  curses  drew ! 
Or  the  four  hundred  Luiian  youths  betray'd, 
And  with  Ibeir  bleeding,  mutilated  limbs. 
Back  to  Iheir  parec'         "  "     '   '"    ' 
Go,  ask  of  Cartbag 


No  virtue— and  thy  boast  is,  to  be  free  '. 
Oh !  leal  for  liberty  !  eternal  maak 
d  by  every  crime  ! 


In  the  aeoond  act,  the  destb  of  EmJIianiis  is 
nonnoed  to  Opimius  the  consul,  in  the  praaence  of 
Gracchus,  and  the  intelligence  is  accompanied  by 
a  rumour  of  his  baving  periabed  by  aasanination. 
The  m^ateriooa  expreniona  of  Futvius,  and  the 
aeeaaation  of  Cornelia,  immodialely  recur  to  (he 
mind  of  Caiua.  Tbe  following  scene,  in  which 
hia  vehement  emotion,  and  high  aenae  of  honour, 
are  well  contraated  with  the  cdd-blooded  sophistry 
of  Fulviin,  is  powsriiilly  wrought  up. 

Cmit*.  Back  on  mjtbooghlj  tbe  wordaof  Ful- 


Tbon  com'st  in  time.    Speak,  thou  perfidioi 

Scipio  lias  murder'd  on  hia  bed  of  death '. — 
Who  alew  him  ? 

J^  Ask'st  thou  nM  ? 

Caiua.  Thee !  tbee,  who  late 
47* 


Back  to  (heir  parenta  aent  7  Is  this  fi>rgot  7 
Go,  ask  of  Carthage  I — bid  her  wasted  shores 
Of  him,  tl^is  reveller  in  blood,  recount 
The  lorriUe  achievements  I — At  the  cries. 
The  gmana,  th'  unutterable  pasga  of  (hose, 
''^-    more    than   hundred    tliousand   wretches, 

(Of  every  age  and  aex}  to  Are,  and  aword, 
And  fetters,  I  could  marvel  that  the  earth 
In  horror  doth  not  open  I — They  were  foes, 
They  were  barbarians,  but  unarm'd,  anbdoed, 
Weeping,  imploring  mercy  !     And  the  law 
Of  Roman  virtue  ia,  to  apare  the  weak, 
Ihe  bny  !    Bot  in  other  lands. 
Why  should  I  seek  for  records  of  bia  ariniea, 
If  here  the  sufiering  people  ask  in  vain 
A  little  earth  to  lay  their  bones  in  peace  7 
If  the  decree  which  yielded  to  their  claim* 
So  brief  a  heritage,  and  ibe  which  to  Hal 
Thy  brother'a  blood  waa  abed ;  if  this  remsin 
Still  fruitleas,  still  delusive,  who  was  be 
That  mock'd  ita  power  7— Who  to  all  Rome  if 

Thy  brother's  death  waa  just,  waa  needful  7— Who 
But  Scipio? — And  remember  thou  tha  words 
Which  burst  in  thunder  from  thy  lips  e'en  then 
Heard  by  the  people  T    Caioa,  in  my  hear*. 
They  have  boon  deeply  Ireosored.    He  must  die 
(Thus  didst  thou  apeak)  this  tyrant      We  hkva 

That  be  should  perish ! — I  have  done  the  deed 
And  nll'at  thou  ma  his  mnrderer  ?    I T  the  blow 
Wa*  fuilt,  then  fiUu  art  fuilly.    From  Ihy  lim 
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Tlie  KntcDca  mbw— Uw  crime  ii  Uuim  t)iac. 
I,  Ihf  deioted  friend,  did  but  gbaj 

lliy  diuidale. 

Ceiui.  Tliou  m;  friend  !    I  UD  not  uM, 
To  «ll  a  f  illiJD  friend.    Let  tliundera  friDght 
With  fulo  *nd  death,  ewake,  to  icatter  thoae. 
Who  brin^iog  liberty  Ihnjueb  pMhaof  blood 
Bring  cbiina  '. — dcgradine  Freodom'e  lofty  Mlf 
Delow  e'en  Slarerf '■  IsTel ! — Saj  thou  not. 


Wretch ! 


e  sod  the  {tnlt  were 


I  ttiih'd  Lim  slain  !— 't  ii  eo— but  by  the  txe 
Of  high  and  public  jurlice ;  that  whoae  tlroke 
On  th;  vilo  beul  wilt  Tall.    Tboa  bait  diagraoed 
Unutlerably  my  Dane — I  bid  (bee  tmnUe  1 

FuL  Cmui,  let  inadh  eeaae,  i  countel  thee, 
Let  iniult  ceaae ',     Be  the  deed  jiut  or  guilly. 
Enjoy  iU  fruili  in  silence.     Force  ne  not 
I'o  uUer  more. 

Caiut.  And  what  baft  Ihon  to  lay  I 

Ful.  Thai  wbidi  I  now  BDppreia. 

Coiue.  Hon !  are  tbere  jret. 
Perchance,  more  orimea  to  be  revesTd  T 

FuL  I  knoir  noL 

Caiut.  Thoa  kiunr'el  not ! — Horror  obiU*  laj 
curdling  Tinm: 
I  dare  not  au  tbee  farther. 

Fat.  Thou  deal  weU. 

Cain*.  Wbatsaid'atlhoaT 

FuL  Nothing. 

Ciuuj.  On  my  heart  the  worda 
Preaa  heavily.    Ob !  what  a  (WM  light 
BnraUo'er  my  soul!— Uaat  tboueeoompliaM? 

FbI,  loaanaate  I  ask  me  ooL 

Caiat.  I  muBt  be  totd. 

f\iL  Away  ! — then  wilt  repent. 

Ciiui.  No  more  of  this,  (bi  I  wtU  know. 

FuL  Tbou  »iilT 
Aak  tbsii  thy  ainer.  [Exit. 

Caiut  (alune).  Aak  my  ei>terr— WkU! 
b  ahe  a  murdereea? — liatb  my  aiiter  aliui 
Her  lord  I— Ohl  crime  of  darkeitdye!— Oh !  name' 
Till  now  anatain'd,  name  of  the  Graochi,  thua 
Conaigo'd  to  infamy  ! — lo  infamy  7 
The  very  hiir  dotb  riae  upon  my  head, 
ThritI'd  by  tha  thoaghtl— Wtiera  ^U  I  find  a 

placo 
To  hide  my  aharoe,  to  lave  the  branded  atuna 
From  Ihia di>haaoiir'd  brow? — Whatahould  IdoT 
There  it  a  voioo  whoae  deep  tremcndoot  looet 
Uurmur  within  my  heart,  u)it  ttarnly  cry, 
"  Away  ! — and  pauaa  Dot— elaj  Ihy  g«illy  aiatN- !" 
Voioa  of  lout  hsnour  of  a  noble  line 
Diigriccd,  I  will  obey  thee ! — terribly 
*rboa  caU'tt  lor  Uood,  and  iJuhi  ibi^  be  appetaed. 


WiioKV«R  hot  Btlentivety  etudied  the  worka  pF 
■lie  lulian  pnel*.  from  tha  dayt  of  Dante  and 
Pclratcli  li>  time  of  foscoki  and  Puulemonto, 


mutt  hare  betn  attack  with  tboaa  ailuaiona  to  Um 
giorj  and  Um  fall,  the  renown  and  the  degrtda- 
lion,  of  Italy,  which  giie  a  niolanehal;  intereat  to 
their  pegaa.  Amidst  aU  the  liciHitodM  of  tbat 
deToted  coantry,  tho  warning  voice  of  her  bard* 
ha*  stilt  been  heard  to  prophety  the  impepding 
itomii,  and  to  call  up  iuch  deep  and  apirit-atirring 
rtcoUectiona  fcom  the  gloriaoa  past,  aa  have  rv- 
touoded  througb  the  land,  notwithtlending  tfaa 
loudeet  tilHiulta  of  tluee  ditcordt   which  have 


dealioed  never  to  T»ain.  The  ainina  in  which 
their  bigb-lon*d  lecTingt  on  Iliit  anbject  are  ro- 
eordcd,  produce  on  our  miodt  the  ume  efiitct 
with  the  aong  of  the  impriasned  bird,  whoae 
moiody  ia  fraugiit,  in  our  imagination,  with  racol- 
Icctioot  of  Die  groen  woodlatul,  th*  free  air,  and 
■nboonded  aky.  We  tnoa  grow  weary  of  tbe  per- 
petual tiottU  and  zephgit,  whoae  cloying  awed. 
neae  pemdea  the  tonncU  and  caBacni  of  the  mi. 
nor  Italian  poett,  till  we  are  ready  to  "  die  in 
aromatic  pain;"  nor  ia  our  intereat  much  more 
excited  even  by  tbe  everlasting  Inuel  whicb 
inapim  Ibe  enamoured  Petnroh  with  »  inge. 
uioui  •  variety  of  ctnttOi,  aa  might  reaaonabfy 
saiue  it  to  be  doubted  whether  tin  beautilial 
Laun,  or  tbe  emblematic  tree,  ii  the  nial  object 
of  tbe  hard'*  affection;  but  the  moBieDt  a  palriotie 
chord  ia  struck  nur  feelings  are  awaluDed,  aiMl 
ipathiie  with  the  emoticHU 
irmonded  by  the  roina  c^ 
tbe  capitol ;  a  Venetian  vh^  con  tern  pUling  lb« 
proud  trophies  won  by  hiaancesUstat  Byiaolinm; 
or  ■  Florentine  amongst  the  torab*  <^  tbe  migb^ 
dead,  in  the  chanth  of  Santa  Crooe.  It  ia  not, 
perhaps,  neu,  the  time  to  {dead,  with  any  efibel, 
luse  of  Italy  ;  yet  cannot  we  consider  Ibat 
1  at  altogemcr  degraded,  whoae  literature, 
tlie  dawa  of  its  majeMio  immortaMty,  ha* 
been  oonaocrated  lo  the  nurture  of  every  genereu* 
tiaciple  and  ennobling  reooUection  ;  and  whoa* 
choice  and  maetu  apirila,"  nnder  tbe  b — '  "* 


tyraDlt"of  tbe  land  bava 
failed  to  qoencb  it*  briglitnett.  We  present  oBr 
rcedert  with  a  km  of  the  minor  effution*,  ib 
ho  indignant  though  unavailing  regreti 
,  who,  to  use  tha  word*  of  Alfieri,  are 
yet  stilt  tiuiigiHnt  slavco,'*  bave  been 


icquainlance  with  Italian  literature. 
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And  ■h4dawi,  bora  of  (error  and  detpair — 
Sbtdow*  of  death  have  dimm'd  thj  {lorioal 

Itslti !  lib  <  'Italia,  lunv  do  mora  I 

For  Uieo  my  lean  oT  ahgmo  aod  anguub  doir; 
And  the  glad  itruini  mj  tjre  was  wont  to  pour. 

Are  changed  to  dirn-nolea:  but  m j  deepeM  wm 
la,  that  baae  herda  af  thine  own  md*,  the  while, 

Babcdd  thy  miaeriea  with  i»iillin(  amjle. 


VfNCBNZO   DA    PILICAJA 


Whih  from  the  maoBlsin'i  brow,  the  fatbering 
■hadei 

Of  twilight  fall,  on  one  deep  thought  I  dwaU : 
Day  beama  o'er  other  londi,  if  here  ahe  him. 

Nor  bidi  the  noiTerae  at  once  fiirewelL 

Bat  thou,  I  erj,  mj  country !  what  a  night 

Spreada  o'er  Ib^  gloiie*  one  dark  aweeping  palt ; 
Thy  tbonaand  trionipba  won  by  nlour'a  m:ghl. 

And  wiadom'a  TMce — wlal  now  tenuuna  of  all  T 

And  aeaat  tbon  not  th'  a 

Bunt  thniogb  thy  darkncaa,  redd'oing  fron  afiir? 

b  not  thy  miiery'a  eridenoB  comptete  J 
But  if  endurance  can  Iby  fait  delay. 
Still,  itill  codure,  deToted  one  !  and  »ay,  '  „     •*"">=' 

If  it  be  viotory  thua  but  to  retard  defeat  T  D™gK  a  f""".  from  Ireedam  and  dominira  harl*)!, 

I     Sound  by  the  tiair,  pale,  hambled,  and  e'ercoma. 

t  >ee  her  now,  diamantled  of  her  atate, 

I     Spoil'd  of  her  aoeptre;  croaching  to  thegroana 
CARLO  MARIA   MABOI.  .  BeMath.  hoetile  oar,  and  k,!  the  weight 

Ui  lettara,  her  impenal  neck  aroondj 
''to  arido,  ■  iridorv  ABofae  mi  wua.**  4a. 
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And  blue  Tynbena  •'  Let  him  BrM  rooaed  from  "  Ven^nce.  Italia  !•'— in  the  buining  thought 
,!„,„  •  Loaiur  my  griofi  but  'tie  '■■'  ■-""►■i-  —— 

hath  bow'd  I 


Btarlle  the  next !  one  peril  broodi  o'er  etL 

It  nought  avoila  that  Italy  ahoold  plead, 

Forgetting  nlour,  aiakiDg  in  deapali 


«|d  thee !    Diaoord,  del hfiil  eaae, 


feet!- 


trlandia 


lorUr; 


Nor  teera,  nor  prayera,  can  cheek  amhition'i 
In  Tain  her  fkdcd  ebeek,  her  humbled  eye, 
For  pardon  sue ;  '1  ii  not  her  agony. 

Her  death  alone  may  now  appeaae  her  Ibca. 
Be  theirs  to  lufler  who  to  combat  abon  ! 
But  oh  !  weak  pride,  thua  fbeble  and  nndone. 

Nor  to  wage  baUte,  uor  endure  repoaa  ! 


ALBBBANDRO   HARCHETTI. 


JraLu  I  oh !  no  more  Italia  now ! 

Scarce  of  her  form  a  veatigo  doat  thou  wear  { 
She  waa  a  queen  witli  gtory  mantled ; — Thou, 

A  alave,  degraded,  and  compeli'd  to  bear. 


TUr*  ia  that  V 


PKAITCBSCO  MARIA  DB  OONTI. 

THE  BUOBE  OF  AFRICA. 

"Op^Twrin,  efaL  dwdtI  vmBii  U[iaiaD,"4u. 

FiLuaia  1  wfaoaa  iteps  thoae  deaort  aanda  explore. 
Where  Tordure  nerer  apreidi  ila  bright  array ; 
I  Know,  'twaa  on  thia  JDhoapitable  ibore, 
I     From  Fompey'a  lioart  the  llle-blood  cbb'd  away 
I'T  waa  here  betray'd  he  fell,  neglected  lay  ; 
I      Nor  Ibund  Ail  rolici  a  Kpulchral  atnne, 
jWhoae  life,  ao  long  a  bright,  triumphal  day. 
O'er  llber'a  wave  aiipreme  in  glory  ahone ', 

TboOiltranger!  iffrombarbaroiMClimei  thy  birth. 
Look  round  eiollinglj,  and  blesa  the  earth, 
I     Wbera  Roma,  with  him,  aaw  power  and  virtna 


Cbdua  gird  thy  banda  and  feet ;  deep  donda  of  Bat  if  't  ia  Roman  blood  tliat  Rita  thy  veina, 

«an  \  Then,  aon  of  h«ro«a !  thiak  opon  thy  ehaini^ 

Tla'kctt  thy  brow,  once  radiant  aa  thy  aUaa ;     |     And  bathe  with  teara  the  grera  of  life«ty. 
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Be  enatillon;  or,  tht  eru&atirrs* 


A  TRAGEDY. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONA 
iUmn  Di  CbiITIUaii,  .  .  A  Frtnei  Sanm. 

ArMn, Hit  Brotker. 

Melcch, A  Sataetn  Emir. 

2rM.i«,  i j^**^ 

Girron, A  Vanal  v/RaimtT'i 

VtuK, A  rrinl. 

StDI, 

HoBiiia* DaughttT  tf  Abba. 

KtugiU,  jlroii,  Ciltnn*,  4rc. 


ACT  THE  FIRST. 


URBAN,  parESTS,  CITIZENS,  al  il>re>'«-    OUkb 
Iwkinf  frnm  lbs  nalli  iboie. 

Vrh.  (lo  a  Citizen  on  tin  mlU  abovt.)     Van 
•eg  their  lances  g:lut«iiing  1    You  lan  teU 
Tbe  «b;  the;  Uke  I 

Cif.  Not  yet    Their  much  ia  alow  ; 

TitejiMJt  notreacb'd  Ihe  jutting  cliS;  where  first 
mi.      'n  path  diTidee. 


Shula  o' 

It  ii  the  beniKr  of  De  Cfaatillon. 

{Very  ttoa  and  mournful  miJttory  munc 
tBithmit, 
This  wty  1  tbe;  come  this  wit  ! 

Vrb.  All  holy  niiOi 

Grant  that  the;  pan  us  not '.  Those  martial  Kiunds 
Paxe  a  atrange  lone  of  sadness !    Hark  1  the; 

rrondl;,  yet  iiill  of  sorrow. 

[Smglllt,  SMitTt,  IfC  rtittT,  with  Rjtuau 

DE  ClltTH.LOH.] 

Welcome,  knights  I 
Ye  brinf  us  timcl/  aid !  men's  hearts  weni  full 
i>r  doubt  end  terror.    BtaTe  De  Chstillon  i 
True  soldier  of  the  Croas !  I  welcome  thoe ; 
I  ETeel  thee  with  alt  blesainv  !    Where  thou  art 
There  U  deliverance  1 

Km.  Ibtnding  (o  r<e«tee  (At  PritH't  Utnatg.) 
Holy  man,  I  come 
From  a  lost  battle. 

Vrh.  And  thou  brin^'at  the  lieart 

Whose  spirit  yields  not  to  defeat 

Aef.  I  bring 

111  bthershier. 


h.  Hisbier!— ImenrelDol 

«  jour  brow  ihoa  darten'd  : — And  be  died 

As  he  hnd  li«ed,  ia  arms? 

Rai.  {gloomily.)  Not,  not  in  arms — 

His  war.cry  had  been  silenced.    Haie  ye  place 


— Uebi 
His  dual  to  slumber  liere. 

Uri>.  And  it  shall  sleep 

Beetde  our  noblec^  while  we  yet  con  call 
One  holy  place  our  own  '. — Heard  yon,  my  lord, 
Thai  tbe  fieice  Kaled'a  host  is  on  its  msrch 
Afsinrt  oar  city  7 

Rai.  {yiilh  tnddtn  ezsilafuii.)    Hut  were  joy 

That  were  proud  joy ! — who  told  it? — tbera'i  a 

That  must  be  heaTed  from  off  my  troubled  heut 
By  the  ilroog  tide  of  battle  t—U>lod !— Ay, 
A  valiant  niD»  ' — how  heard  you  1 

Vrb.  Nay,  it  seem'd 

As  if  a  breeze  linl  bore  the  rumour  in. 
I  know  not  how  it  rose;  but  now  it  cornea 
Like  fearful  truth,  and  we  were  sad,  thua  left 

HopelesB  of  aid  or  counsel— till  we  saw 

Bau  (fiattily."]    You  have  my  brother  ben  } 
Urh.  (icitii  tadernUMUiU.)     We  have  —  but 

Hoi.  But  be — but  he  '. — Aymer  de  Chatilkm  1 
The  Gery  knight— tbe  very  sool  o'  the  field— 
Rnahing  on  danger  with  liie  joyooa  step 
Of  a  hunter  o'er  tbe  hills !— ia  UuU  a  tome 
Wherewilii  to  speak  of  Aim  7—1  heard  a  tal»— 
If  it  be  true — nay,  tell  me  1  ^ 

Urb.  He  U  here; 

Aak  Aim  to  tcU  tbee 

An.  —If  that  tale  be  true— 

(Af  tttrni  tuddenly  ta  kit  eompammu.) 

■Follow  me '. — give  tbe  noUe  dead  bia  rite^ 

nd  wa  will  have  our  day  of  rengesnce  yet. 
Soldiers  and  friends  1  [  Gconl  eaaiw* 


AYHER  DE  CHATILtX>K-HORAlHA 

ihr.  (tmdia;  over  a  conct  en  isAicA  An-  tre 
lAtr  i»  tUtping.    He  sleep*  so  cslmly  dow 
the  soft  wind  here 
Brings  in  such  lulling  sounds ! — Nsy,  Ibiofc  joa 


,Google 


DE  CMATILLOH. 


Jkgm.  {turnUig  amni.'i   ItwMnjriwixd  whicli 

The  woand  be  dim  Iron) ! 

JH*r.  Did  from!  ny  notso! 

The  brothof  of  my  chlUlnod  uid  mj  foath, 
Hj  hwt'i  firM  tViend  t — Oh  '.  I  baio  been  loo 

I  htve  delij'd  loo  long  '. — Hr  conM  Dot  tat. 


(Tb  oKendoat.)    Leave  met  I  know  why  be  t 

Tbe7  ihell  not  pan  tu !  QMkiag  lath  en  JHsrainM 
a*  kt  gaa  But.) 

Wliat  a  lilent  grace 
FIoBts  roODil  ber  form  ! — They  shull  not  pari  iia  I 

10 :  [£Liil— &»>  doee*. 


Yon  hare  bean  gsolle  with  Ml  "t  it  the  weifht. 
The  bitter  feeling,  of  oaptivilf 
Which  preyi  upon  hia  luo ! 

Aym.  Yoa  wodld  go  beneel 

JUor.  For  Alt  nke ! 

Aym.         Ydq  vould  leave  me !  't  ii  too  late  '■ 
YoD  lee  it  Dot — jaa  kaotr  not,  that  your  totce 
Ilsth  power  in  Iti  low  nMumAihien  to  abake 
Mine  inmoat  aool  T — That  yon  bat  tooli  on  me, 
With  the  soft  darkneet  of  your  eimeat  eyes, 
And  bid  the  world  (Ue  &om  me,  and  call  op 
A  tboiuand  paaaionate  dreama,  which  wrap  my 


lift. 


le  Tery  aound 


Of  iti  doep  lendcrDoaa  1 — You  know  it  Dot  I 
— Moraimal — epeak  to  me  ! 
Mtr.  imvenng  htru^  wiU  ktr  tMil.)    1  ma 
but  weep ! 
Ii  ileroneo? — thi«  lore  wai  bom  for  teara! 
Ajvetl  I  oan  bat  weep!  {gahtg  toUatt  kin,  h» 
drtaint  her. 
■Aym.  Hear  me,  yet  hear  me  f — I  waa  rear'd  in 

And  Ibe  pnuid  Uaat  of  trampala,  and  the  afaooli 
Of  hannor'd  aimiea,  thaaa  were  joy  to  mo, 
Enoogfa  of  joy  I     lit!  you-— 1  leok'd  on  yon — 
We  met  where  iworda  wore  flaahing.  and  Ibe  light 
or  buminif  towera  glared  wildly  en  the  alain — 
Andthwft 

Jfor.  (AvmnUy.)    Yea !  than  yon  asmd  mo ! 

Aym.  Then  I  knew 

Al  oooe,  what  apringa  of  deeper  hapfiinoaa 
Lay  Ikr  within  my  aoul — and  tbey  buret  fiiflb 
Troubled  and  daah'd  with  Icar— yet  eweat !— I 

Horaima  !  leave  ma  not ! 


KAUIEB  SE 

RaiMiK  (wattin;  U  and /re  impatimtly.) 
And  now,  too,  now!    My  father  unavenged. 
Oar  holy  placca  threalea'd,  every  beirl 
Tiak'd  to  ita  atrength  T    A  knight  of  Palettioe 
Nma  lo  tarn  dreamer,  to  mell  down  hie  aont 
In  lovelom  aigha  ;  and  tor  an  infidel ! 
— Wilt  tie  lilt  up  hia  tjea  lo  b>ok  oo  mine  T 
Will  he  oot— hnah  ! 

(AvHEa  mttri.     Tiiy  leak  cm  racA  etitr  fir  a 
metnenf  loilAaul  making.) 

Rat.  {tupfrriring  hit  tmolim.)    So  brother* 
meet !  vou  know 
Wberefijre  1  come  1 

Aym,  It  cannot  be, 'I  la  vain. 

ell  rne  not  of  it !  *^ 

Alt.  Hav !  you  have  not  Mird  T 

livminf  from  jUm. 
Re  hath  to  abut  the  world  out  wilh  Jiia  dreama, 
The  lidinga  have  ittA  reach'd  him  !  or  perchance 
"ave  hccn  Ibrgotlen!     Yon  have  captivea  helc7 

Aifm.  (AurriFdty.)    Yea,  mine  !  my  own — woo 
by  the  right  of  arma  ! 
Yon  dare  not  queation  it. 

Kai.  A  prince,  tbej  aaj, 

nd  bii  fair  elatcr — i*  the  maid  ao  fair  t 

Aym.  (fuming  tuddenty  iipra  jUhl)     Wbt^ 
you  wank)  kq  lior ! 

RaL  (mon/uUy.)    I !— Oh,  yea!  to  quell 
My  aoul'a  deep  yeaminga .'  —  Let  ma  look  oa 

-Boy,  bmr !  recall  yonraelf  I — I  come  to  you 
With  Ibe  lait  bleaaing  of  onr  fioheri 

ii  lost! — how  mean  you? — la  he 

""  Dead? — yea!  dead. 


Dead  I — and  upon  yotir  hntul  !- 

ejee— 
While  I_be  apoke  of  u 


■  Tat  doMd  hii 


Ob !  ia  t  not  ukiof  aoirow  to  our  hearta. 
Binding  bar  there. — I  know  net  what  I  my ! 
How  ahall  I  look  upon  my  brotlier?    Hark  1 
Did  be  not  call  T  (ube  got*  w  (e  the  eaacA.) 

Aj/wi.  Am  1  beloved  T    She  we[ 

With  a  liiU  heart !— I  am  !  and  aoch  deep  joy 
I*  ^nd  un  earth  I     If  I  ahould  kxe  her  now .' 

If  BOgbt (m  mtltndanl  lattn.) 

'IhmCtmdaitt.)    You  eeek  mel  why  ia  tbia  I 

Au.  My  Lord, 

Your  bCDlher  and  hii  knighiK 

Aym,  Han '.  are  (hey 

Tbe  knighta— my  tmlut— aaid'at  Ihoo  T 

Att.  Yea,  my  Lord, 

Andha  woald  apeak  with  you.  Tlelmighlbaveckiaed;  and  yet  be  anrely  though 

Aym.  I  ae»-.I  kwmr.        That  you  would  couw  lo  him  I    Uo  oJlM  en  m. 


With  inch  deep  love '. 

g  ever  loved  you  meet ! — Ua  apjrit  Mem'd 

}  lingar  for  your  coming. 

Aym.  What!  be  thooght 

That  I  waa  on  my  way  ! — He  look'd  for  Die  I 
And  I 

JZai.  You  oame  not ! — I  had  aent  to  yon. 
And  told  you  he  waa  wounded. 

<4yn.  Yea--bnt  nut- 

Not  awrttlfy.' 

"  '  'T  waa  not  tbat  outward  w       ' 


SL 
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mtS.  HEMASB-  WORKS. 


When  hullMMEhU  wuider'd !— Ay,  the  vmjp  night 
Tbe  ittj  henr  be  died — Mme  bulj  step 
Enlcr'd  bu  chunber — and  bo  Niaed  bi*  bead, 
Wilh  a  flint  ligbtniof  in  bii  ejea,  and  wk'd 
If  it  were  jounl — Tbit  bope'i  biief  uoDMnt 

paa'd— 
Ibeank  then. — 

Jyia.  (fliTOtringliimtdfujiamliUbrMlur'tntti.) 
Brolher!  lake  mo  to  hie  gn*«. 
That  I  may  kned  there,  till  mjr  bnming  lean, 
With  the  rUang  paaaion  of  repeDtaut  hire. 
Wring  Ibrtb  a  voiM  la  pardon  om  ! 

Rau  Yoo  weepi 

— Tear*  tar  the  garlaiHia  no  a  roaiden'i  |raTe  I 
Yon  know  not  iow  be  died ! 

Aym.  Not  of  hii  woond  T 

Aoi.  Hia  wound ! — it  it  the  ailent  apirit'a  wonnd. 
We  cannot  reach  to  heal '. — One  burning  thougbl 
Prcy'd  on  hia  hoart 

AvK.  Not — not — be  bad  not  beaid — 

He  Moa'd  au,  Raimei  1 

Bqu  Have  70a  flnng  nwaj 

Your  Urtbrigfat  I— Ym  !  he  bleat'd  jou  I— hut  be 

died 
,— He  wboae  name  ilood  for  Victoiy'i — be  belierad 
The  ancient  booour  from  hia  grej  head  fall'Q, 
And^iad^be  diod  of  tiamt  ! 

Aym^  What  rereriih  dieami — 

JIai.  (U&Munfly.)    Waa  it  nut  loit,  tbe  war- 
rior'a  lalert  field, 
The  noble  city  beU  tor  Paleatine 
Tdiu— tbe  Croea  laid  h>w  T— 1  came  too  lata 
To  tnro  (be  tide  oT  (bat  diaaatraoa  fight, 
llut  not  to  reacne  hlin.    We  bora  bim'tbeooa 
WoUDded  QpoD  hia  ahield— 

Ayn.  And  I  waa  k*rt ! 

SaL  He  call  one  hmh  bock  on  hia  harainK 

Tlien  threw  the  red  award  of  ■  bandrcd  tietda 
To  the  earth — and  hid  hii  boa ! — I  knew,  I  knew 
Hi*  heart  wia  broken !— Such  a  death  Ibr  liim! 


—Tito  waatinE — Iba  lick  loathing  of  tha 
Lot  the  fbe'a  atarnr  trample  out  mj  Ufa, 
Iiet  me  not  dio  ofuanw  ■' — But  we  will  hai 


trample  out  mj  UJe, 

mw .' — But  we  will  haTe- 

Aym.  igratping  hi*  hand  tagerly.)    Yea  1  ^ 


Alone  wilh  Heaven'a  bright  atari,  1  took  that  tow 
For  lolh  hia  iodb  !— Think  of  it,  wiian  the  night 
li  dark  around  you,  and  in  teMira  balla 
Keep  your  loul  hoab'd,  and  think  of  it '. 

{A  late  cla»t  offttaaU  Beicaa,  kttrd  from 
Miini  tiU  actiua.) 
Fatrn  ia  the  flower  of  lilam*i  race. 

Break  ye  (he  lanoe  be  bore. 
And  looae  hi*  war-il(«d  from  ita  plaoc^ 

Kiiftr  twice.)        •      No  more ! 

Weep  fix  him  mother,  aiilar,  bride ! 

Ho  died,  with  all  hu  fama— 

i&MfU  iuUe.)  He  died '. 

Aym.  (PuJniing-  la  MtmUte,  and  tagtrl^  tpeat- 

ing  It  iii  ocUaJnU,  vie  tnun.} 

•.amo  U  not  thenco  I— EodoK  what  eotindi  are 


In  a  moaacnt  ailenoed !    (Siltm*  Military  m 


SaL  (Jalltning  Ajmem  and  gratfJag  Ut  ra.' 
Aymerl  ther^  look  there 
It  la  your  fitber*i  bier ! 

Jjn.  irHundng.)    He  blew'd  me,  Baimar? 
Yon  beard  him  bloaamel — Yea!  jr*«  doaad  hia 

ejw. 
He  bok'd  lor  me  in  nin ! 

tUigMt  UiauHtr.ltdbtmdM—vil, 
caetring  Uajbcc) 


ACT  TUE  8ECX>Na 


■AIHEB.  ATHEB.  KBltMi,aHiiBUadlaOMMn. 

A  KmiglU.    What !  with  oar  wtuy  and  dia. 
tracted  bandi 
To  dare  another  field  I — Nay,  gin  tbem  mt 
Sai.  {impatUnlty.)      Real!  and  that  ale^dia 

thooght 

XayAf.  Tbeae  walla  hare  itrcngth 

0  baffle  aief«.    Let  (be  fiie  gird  oa  in— 
'e  muBl  wail  aid ;  oar  aoldtara  moat  forjat 
Thi(  laat  diNitroua  day. 
JZai.  (cowiiy  ftrward.)    If  they  forget  It,  to 
(he  oombat'a  preaa 
May  their  apeara  &il  then ! 
KnigiL  Yet,  bethink  Ihoe,  diieC 

JIbi.  Wbea  /  forget  it  — bow!  you  lee  no^ 
knlghtal 
Wbimce  we  moat  aiN  dnw  ilreogtb.  Send  itown 

your  tbona^t* 
Into  the  very  ^Aba  of  grief  aitd  ahama. 
And  bring  back  oonrap  llcMct .'  To  talk  Otnatt 
How  do  they  reat,  nnbnrietl  on  (heir  field. 
Our  bretbrea  ■lain  by  Gaia  T    Had  we  time 
To  give  them  foneral  ritea  t  and  a^  we  now 
Time  taforgtl  their  lali !    My  lather  died— 
I  cannot  ipoik  of  him  I     What!  mAftrgrt 
1\»  inlidd'i  fierce  trampIiDg  o'er  our  dead  T 
FargH  hii  eoco^fnl  alioul  T    Giro  bottle  now, 
While  the  thoogbl  liraa  aa  fin  liTva !— a*r«  liaa 

■tiength  ! 
Hold  the  dark  memoty  Aat !    Now,  now — dui 

Aymer,  you  do  not  apeak ! 

Aim.  {atartimg.)  H«*e  I  iM  i«id  T 

Battle ! — yea,  gtre  na  battle . — room  to  poor 
Tbe  troubled  ajHrit  fimb  npoo  Iha  winda. 
With  the  tniBiFet'i  ringing  bleat !    Way  Ibr  t» 


.yGoQt^le 


»E  CHATILLON. 


Alt  lie  SmgliiM.       Ann  !  Huven  willi  it  lo 

Jtui.  Gatlioi'  jintr  force*  to  Ihs  weclem  nle ! 

Let  DODO  fbrEel  that  day !    Oar  6«U  nu  bal, 

Out  citj'i  atrength  laid  lov — ooe  mij^j  bsut 

Broken !    Let  ocoe  tbrget  il !  (£z«iat> 


MORAIHA. 

JHn.  Yei!  hi*  lut  look — mj  brotber'*  djinjp 
look 
BepnMch'il  ms  u  it  failed  IhHD  hi*  faoe. 
And  I  lieeeiTed  il !    Had  I  not  giiren  mj 
To  (he  wild  gaUly  pleadiii|[*  of  my  Iwart, 
1  night  have  won  hi*  finedom !    Now,  1  ia  pait 
lieu  free  Dowl 

[AT>n  tnUrt,  »rm§d  *»fir  battU. 
Aymer  !  yaa  kiok  *o  cbuifad  ! 

Ayi».  Chuged  1 — il  maj  be.    A  atorm  o'  tlw 
WKiI  goe»  b; 
Kot  liks  a  brse» !    There  '*  inch  a  feaTfiil  |T**P 
Fii'd  on  toy  henri !    Speak  to  me — lull  rnurea,' 
Elid  me  Ikrewell '. 

Jbr.  Ye*l  itmis(befki«wel]! 

No  other  word  but  that. 

Aifln.  No  other  word .' 

The  paaaioiute,  baming  word*  that  I  coaldjpMir 
From  id;  bean'*  depth*  !  T  i*  aiadiie**  1  What 

To  do  with  love  I    I  aae  it  alt— the  mirt 
I*  goat — the  brifht  m'M  gooe !    I  im  the  woe^ 
The  ruin,  the  Jsapair  I    ADd  yet  1  lof% 
Love  wildly,  fatally  !— But  ipeak  to  me! 
Fill  all  my  aoul  tatta  man  with  reokle**  joy ! 
That  blened  voice  aaaia  1 

JUor.  Wliy.whyuthi-T 

Oh !  Mud  me  to  my  &ther !    We  miut  port 

Apn.  Pan'. — yea,  I  know  it  all!  I  coatdDotpi 
Till  I  bad  seen  yoa ! — Giie  me  ods  farewell, 
The  laat — perchance  the  laat! — but  ooe  brcwell, 
WhoM  moamfnl  mniic  I  may  take  with  m« 
Through  lomull,  horror,  death ' 

[AaitUiU  ..- 

JTor.  (afertiiY.)  Yoa  go  (o  battle! 

Ai/M.  Hear  yoa  not  that  aeond  T 

Yea !  I  |o  titrt,  where  dork  and  itonny  thooghta 
Find  Ibcu  fiee  path ! 

JUer.  AjnMr!  who  lead*  the  foe T 

(Coufiati.)    I  meuti — I  mean — my  people! — 

Who  i*  he. 
My  peo^-e  leader? 

Aym.  Kaled.  {iMting  at  Aer  tufpi. 

deudy.)    How ! — yon  *eem — 
The  Dame  diiAarb*  yon! 

Jbr.  Hy  laitbrotber'aiMiiie: 

Aym.  Fear  not  my  iword  for  him ! 

liar,  (tandag  «H>ayO    If  they  *bo9ld  otaet ! 
I  koow  the  TOW  ho  made.    (71  Arala) 

If  thoQ-ir  li*> 
Sbould'at&ll! 

Ayin.  Moraima!  tbaa  yoor  bla*aod  leara 

Woiud  flow  fur  DM  I  thcD  too  would  weop  for 


'.In 


t  weop  taua  of  vtry  ebame — and 


If — if  yotir  word*  have    been  lure'* 

Grant  me 

A*k  it,  and  hold  ita 
Aa  the  la*l  toheo, ' 
So  deep  ind  *ad. 

Jbr.  Fledge  me  yonr  knigbtly  Sulhl 

Afm.  My  knighUy  faith,  mj  life,  my  hixuMn 
— ^ 
I  pledge  thee  all  to  grant  it  I 

Ifiir.  Then,  tMlay, 

Go  not  UUi  day  to  battle !— He  i*  there. 
My  brother  Kaled  ! 

Af/n.  (mUb/.)    Bare  I  flung  my  aword 


[OMng  U  Iroe*  ker—^ii  4rtaiat  Aim, 

Mer.  Oh !  your  name  both  alin'd 

Hia  aoal  omldit  fiia  leDti,  and  he  had  Ta«'d 

Long  ere  we  met,  to  croea  hi*  (word  with  yoniSi 

Till  one  or  both  ebould  falL    There  hath   bem 


dnot  b 


irljel  tl 


|ghl! 


?*?•" 


Of  a  brave  man  atrike  me  to  the  very  dl.  . . 

Ay,  this  ia  »i«ne.  [CBotring  kitftet^  .. 

(TWrning' wtUfy  Id  JforanH,)    Yo«  scorn  me  ti>oT 

Away : — She  doe*  uoC  kiiow 
What  ahe  bath  done  1  [BmAtt  mO. 


BAIMEK,  REKMAN.  Kalghu,  Ucn^I-anna,  ^ 

Htr,  Tie  peat  the  hour. 

Rai,  (loaking  oat  aaxiaatlj/.)    Away  !  "t  i*  Ml 
Ihj  bonr '. 
Not  yet !— When  waa  the  bailie'*  boor  delay'd 
For  a  Chllillim  T    Wa  mnat  have  come  loo  1000  i 
All  nro  not  here. 

Htr,  Yoa,  ail. 

RaL  They  oame  too  aaon  t 

(Onw  up  to  lie  knigUt.)    Omei,  De  Foil,  D« 

Homay — here,  ul  here  ! 
And  ht  the  laat !— my  brother  I    (3ba&Mifr.) 

Where  '*  yoqr  lord  T 
(T^nrii^  oww.)    Why  ahouU  I  oak,  when  that 

&ii  inGdcl! ^Atmse  cntera 

The  Saracen  at  oar  galea — ud  ytta  the  loal  I 
Come  on,  remomber  all  yool  bnm '. 

AyM.  [coming  firraard  iagrtat  agiloiimu)  Mj 
fame! 
— Why  did  yon  lare  me  from  the  Payiiim'i  nrotdi 
Id  ny  Aral  battle  1 

Rai.  What  wild  words  are  IbeaeT 

^yn.  Yoti  aboold  bava  let  n>e  perkh  tbav' 
yea,  tie*; 
Oo  IQ  yonr  Geld  and  leave  me ! 

Kmighti  (lltrmiging  mtni  tut.)    Laan  ytia ' 

Rmi.  Aymer! 
Waa  it  y«iiT  voice? 

Aym.  Mm  talk  to  dm  of  fiun*  ■ 

Ten  me  of  all  my  warlike  oi 
Andof  n)T  bther'x' 


.  „Gooj^lc 
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lJ«*er  dU  pllfrini  fbr  the  GmihIuiu  diint 
Al  1  Ibr  thii  daj'i  laigeaaae  '. — To  jniu  ti 
—J  Dij  not  ga  i 

Hoi.  ((BrativyraM  Mm.)    The  iiams  hit  NCe 


Will  jou  IJM  uid  ir*d  dithoDoor 

lijm.  (coDcrii^  Jku/sM.)  Let  the  gnTe 

Tike  me  and  cover  ine ! — 1  tDOrt  go  dowD 
To  ill  nat  withoat  my  ewoid  ! 
Rai.  TJnre  '■  aonie  dirk  ep^  DpoD  hin  t  Ay. 
mer,  brother ! 
Lot  nu  not  die  of  ihimet— He  that  dMd  eo 
Tnrn'd  sickeaing  (roia  the  aDn ! 
Afm.  Where  ibonld  1  (urn  T 

(Oting  up  sbnpUy  to  tin  Inigili. 
HerimB—Do  Homij  !  ye  hira  (toad  wilh  me 
1'  the  bdttte'e  front — ya  know  ne  ! — ye  htte  eeen 
The  Sery  jm  of  dangsr  bear  me  on, 
Aa  ■  wind  the  atrow  '. — Lore  me  now — t  b  pectl 
RuL  (witk  biOentett.)    He  cam«a  from  itr!— 
the  ioGdel  bath  muled, 
DonbtJeM,  Ibr  Ihia. 

Aym.'^  I  ahoald  have  been  toJij 

Where  bWAi  By  Ihiekeat,  and  the  croaiing' surorda 

,.  Cumol  tlaah  out  for  blood  I~hirk  !  you  are  calPd ! 

{WUd  Tkrkidi  «<t*ic  Arard  wit/umt     Tie 

baci^rmmd  ^  Ue  fetae  iatrmn  mor*  m 

moTf  ervnedti  toifA  onaf d  men. 

Lay  luice  in  real ! — wave,  noble  tnnaen,  wave ' 

(  TktttttMg  down  hi*  wand. 
Go  from  niff !— leare  the  fallen  \ — 

■JAr.  Nay,  hot  the 

Tell  a*  the  caiue ! 
Boi.  (onroaeAJN;  Aim  ind^^nonCly.}      Tour 
■word — your  cmted  helm 
And  your  knight'e  manlle — cail  them  down! 

]■  in  the  dut ! — oar  fither'a  name ! — Iha  eaoee  T 
—Tell  it  not,  teU  it  not ! 

(T^rni^  (a  d«  fuldten  and  uunn^  U*  tond. 
Sound,  trumpets,  aoond  \ 
Go,  hnau,  <br  Ibe  Croa ! 

(AfiliMry  nunc.    Am  lil«  failf  iM*  msrcit  out, 
h»  leeb  ladb  le  Atmu. 

I  wonld  not  now 

tUI  beck  my  noble  IWier  fhim  the  de«d, 

If  I  coald  with  bat  a  breath ! — Soond,  tnimprti 

■aaid !  [£cniQ(  ktnghtM  and  aalainx 

Jym.  Why  ihonld  I  bear  thii  ahame? — Hi 

not  too  late ! 

(JlnaUw  mfitr  tlm— 1«  nddnify  «iedb 

My  fiitli !— my  knightly  ftith  pMged  to  mjrIUI! 


Pmiae  to  Dm  Seiila !— I  taw  Da  Chitilka 
Fiffating,  aa  if  Dpon  hia  aingle  araa 
The  &le  o*  the  diy  were  aet. 

3d  CiL  Sbame  li^  ea  tkaH 

That  etrike  not  with  him  in  their  jriaee  ! 

let  Cit.  You  laeu 

Hia  brother  7-~Af ,  ii  't  not  ■  feufnl  IhiDg 
That  (on  of  rach  a  imoe — a  bmie  one  too — 
Should  hate  thna  (alien  f 

Sd  Cit  Thoy  lay  the  captive  pirl 

Wbooi  be  so  loved,  halh  wen  htm  from  bii  faith 
To  the  vile  Fiynim  creed. 

Aym.  (nd^M^  enrtin; /oruard.)    Who  daiti 
ny  libit  r 

low  me  wbo  duea  mt  that  t 

H.Ihal        ■■        ■• 


! — to  make  yonr 


\B. 


Vl^ii|Tom»d,  ajid  laanlnf  oa  hli  aword. 

IriOil  ^9d:)    nan  the  walk  T— how  foe« 

ihe  balttal 
U  «(.  W«U  «ll  well. 


To  ^ay  whh  ■ 

cw-bom  men  ait  by  a  tomb,  and  jact 
a  dead  warrior!  Where'"  *'""  '" 
Speak! 


The  Paynim  diiaf  < 
atk  the  night 


There  '•  ■  vdw  callin|:  me- 
My  laiher'il— TwM  my  fli 
tJoaeen,  yet  with  nil — (earful ! 

(Loud  timila  wiilttui,  ia  raaitf  /irwi  d  *M- 
vUiBglu. 

Tialbeabeot 
Of  victory  l—Wa  have  triamph'd ! 

Wt. 


inio  a  triaa^lmiU  marei.  Knigiu  an. 
Itr  IB  yrefaaaiwi,  aeitA  bauntrr,  tereA- 
ieorar*^  S^  7ke  galtt  ^  tie  cbtrel 
•re  Umm  (pra,  and  lie  ailar,  (amli, 
4«.  mitUn,  ore  aeem  ifhtmiiiatfd. 
Xoig'jUf  fuatter,  mmd  ntlar  tt*  «WcA 
Oia  tf  Hum  laku  a  l»rek,  4ti>d  lifl*  it  tt 
Aywur'i  fan  m  ftmiw.  Ht  ttrikm 
I   doieii  mlh   a  taenf;  ti 


RiTHn  appmaeJt,  dn 
■  igr'V*^  Ramb  by  1 


rd;  am  tnmg 
KtbnNrd,  ami 


Afm,  (groifiag  ftABiiB  by  tie  m«»IT«^  aa  le  u 
atauf to Doaa.)    Biolhar!  IbnakemeDot! 

Am.  (mMea^  irmtmg  kU  nurd,  and  it»» 
tag  it  IttM.)  My  •word  is  red 

With  vielary  and  revenge !— feok— dynl  to  tfaa 

.     wd  Me  fwerd  U  lit  tmti 
iMmL)  Tboae  •Mfwod  loMha! 
— the  dead,  the  g ktriooi  dead, 
"nink  jtm  th*/  aleep,  and  know  doI  oflbeii  aana 
In  tberoyaterioaigrneT— Welaid  limlhmc' 


—Wei 

«>lM»lii(«Mi 
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sat 


id  jou  uk  lU$ ! 
W«ka  liim  lo  heu  me  aiMwer  !~luiVB  y«i-J*o ! 
— Yon  hara  not  dared  to  think  it. 

(BreaitfTom  ttn,  ui^  ^«M  (kI. 
JlaC  (fntrtiag  tht  elaack,  and  htndxng  tttr 
Mt  »( Iht  taubi.  Nat>etkitt! 

Not  }tat  all  lost  1 — He  ihEll  ba  thine  agiuD ! 
So  abilt  tbou  tlavp  in  pcuN ! 

(JHiine  anii  cAoru*  of  voicx  /rooi  lie  ctiirci. 
Fniie,  praiM  to  Heavap  ! 
Sing  of  the  conqnet'd  &cld,  thePeynim  Qyin^i 

Light  up  Ibe  (hhoee,  md  bid  the  btDoen  ware ! 

Siog  of  ma  wairior,  tbir  th»  nA-ccom  dying, 

Chaiuit  a.  ptood  lequicm  o'er  bia  holy  ^nve ! 

Pniie,  pniea  to  Hearen  \ 

Ptaiie  i— 4i(l  Ibe  aong  tbiougli  pight'i  nfoand- 

Peace  la  the  valiant  for  the  Croaa  that  die  I 
Sleep  aoll,  ye  braTs  ! 


ACT  THE  THrRD. 


If  be  wwe  1/kt,  lud  my  life'a  blood  that  taiat, 
Thia  hwd  abnuld  pMir  it  Ml  ^-U«  ie  set  tImL 

Hit.  Not  yet. 

JRai.  Not  yet,  not  am  I— Let  mo  die 

I  a  loet  battle  fint  1 

Hsr.  Huh  ha  let  j^ 

Name— kindled— Jhwooi' — fcc  an  inMal, 
And  will  be  grasp  bi«  Aitb  T 

SaL  lajitr  a  glB»«iy  fmuMt.)  That  whiob  bee« 
poieon — ebMiM  it  not  be  ciaeh'd  1 
What  thongh  Ibe  weml  k>»k  level/  ? 

{Saddettly  addret*ing  amaflh*  JMgAtt. 
Yon  have  eoc« 
My  nalira  balli,  Du  Hoinay,  fu  avay 
In  LaoEuedocI 

Knight.  I  was  your  &ther'>  ^eod — • 

1  knew  tbein  well. 

BaL  {licugh^iiUg.)  TbettoiidtofgloMBtbat 


Wttb  a  dull  wied  bwunp  the  n)*  tapeatriei. 
Why,  loouldleHyoo— 

(Csnriof  «I«*B'  to  lie  Slight. 
TlM ■  'b  a  darLred  ■po'- 
Grain'd  in  Ibe  floor  of  one— yea  kaow  the  tale  T 
Knighl,  I  may  baTe  beaid  it  i—ii— —;-»—  «-— 


Eel|ble  eDtflrlBf. 

Air.  (la  me  ef  l&e  KnigiU.)   Yon  vonld  idead 
for  him  1 

BnigiL  Nay,  reaeinbcr  all 

Hie  paal  renown ! 

Hn-.  I  bad  a  ftiand  in  yoath— 

Tbii  Aynei'i  father  bad  Aim  ebamed  Jbr  leM 
Than  Ua  *on*B  fkutl— hr  leaa  i— 
We  maet  accoM  hioi — he  mort  ttave  bia  akieU 
Eeveried — bia  name  degraded. 

KaighL  He  might  yet— 

Ali  tie  KnigliU.    Hmt  hia  ahanie  cleave  to 
B*r— We  cut  bin  fbrtb— 
We  will  DU  bear  it. 

RAimeS  eoiera. 
Rai.  Knighta !  ye  apeak  of  Aim — 

My  brotlKi^waa  *t  not  aol— AU  ailant  1— Nay, 
Give  your  tboughte  breath  ! — What  aaid  ye  t 

Htr.  That  bit  nan 

Hual  be  degraded. 

Sai.  Silence !  ye  diaturb 

rhe  dead — thou  hear'al,  my  father  1 

(,Otitig  up  iitdigimnlij/  to  lAe  JCnigAl*. 
Which  of  yt 
Shall  Grat  aaenae  blm  1    He  whoae  bold  Hep  wot 
The  breach  at  Asealoo  ore  Ayoier'a  itsp^ 


gende  give 

iSbfM  minda  n  deeper  toBi. 

(TbHiKMAN.]  IfjM  bad  heard 

That  tale  i'  the  abidowy  tower—  — 
JAr.  Nay,  Idl  it  new 

Sai.  Thsy  aay  lb«  i^ao*  ia  bauMoA— Dutning 

CamB  thence  at  midnigbt  —  aouzide  <f  wonan'a 

And  you  believe 

I  bat  believe  tbeda^ 
Done  there  of  oli    I  bad  an  anoealor — 
Bertnod,  iha  lioo^hieF— wbeae  bm  went  fifftb 
(A  youngor  aon — I  am  not  of  iie  line) 
To  the  ware  of  FoleeUne.  He  fought  there  wal^ 
Ay,  all  bia  raoo  were  brave ;  but  be  retam'd. 
And  with  a  Payni 


Ibr. 


Tbeta 


et  bun  apeak 
'.« Ibat  plungi 


.   .  plunged  deeper  throogh  the  atormy  fight. 

Thence  lo  rodeani  the  banner  of  the  Croaa, 
On  Csiro'i  plain,  let  him  apeak  firat !  or  he 
Whoee  aword  burst  awiftor  o'ei  the  Sancan, 
r  the  rescue  of  oiu  king,  by  Jordan'a  wavea, 
I  aaj,  let  bim  apeak  fint ' 


i£ai. 


labeu 


How  bore  your  ai 

Sai.  Wall  ni«r  T'*'  tiii^ 

It  ohaled  him— bMt  he  bore  k— for  tbe  love 
or  that  fair  aon,  the  child  of  hie  oU  age. 
He  pined  in  heart,  yet  gave  Iba  iaUel 
A  place  in  bia  own  halla.  / 

ifar.  BUdidtbiaUatl 

Sai.  How  $hmiid  it  lattt    Again  tbe  trunpvt 
blew. 
And  men  were  eummtsi'd  fram  tbair  fintnea  to 

The  oily  of  Ihe  croaa.     But  Al  aeem'd  Ooli^ 
11191  yeulb!  be  ahunn'd  his  Alher'a  eye,  and  looli 
No  aimoDT  froax  the  walla. 

Hir.  Bad  he  then  iUlMi* 

Waa  his  laith  wavering? 

SaL  So  Ibe  itttai  Giat' J. 

Utr.  ir/bi4b«andiUlallM^ 


iglizedoyGOOglf 
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'.  Nt;,  what  did  l«r 
i  Whil  did  the  lion-chierT 

(TWirinf  to  Du  Houui. 
tjbiv  but  nen  the  Terj  ipot  of  blood 
dark  Boor  1 — Ha  ilaw  the  Psynin)  bride ; 
not  wdll    (/ft  Imb  at  lAtm  attttOhdif, 
'    -  '        tt  out  exdaim* — ) 

tSj  bfotber  mtut  not  &U  ! 


Why, 
On  Ihe 
Wu 


Mar.  (Uaaxtig  eeer  « iKOnunrntat  pOUr,  wfticA 
lat  bttn  latdf  rmiaid.)    A  u  kt  rejl — and 
I — ii  there  no  povef 
In  pisf  to  win  fbr^Tenen  from  the  dead? 
When  iballl  real?  ilmrk !  a  itep— Ajnwr'i  itep ! 
Toe  thrilling  loaDd ! 

(iSt«  Mkriaif  Met  M  rtpnadting  Ktritlf. 
To  feel  lAat  jaf  even  hert ! 
Brother !  oh,  pardon  me  1 
JIat.  (fnUring,  and  alaiely  looking  rwnuL)    A 

A  place  toi — la  ahe  not  an  inSdelT 
Wm  ahall  due  call  it  mnrdar  T 

(A  odvaWM  to  ktr  tlow^,  and  looko  el  her. 


The  deeper  e 


Maid,  joa  have  Ihooght  oT 


lllidBt  theM  cJd  tomba  T 
Mor.  (^rinldng  from  Aim  frmfaUi/.)    Thta  i> 

my  brother'!  grave. 
Jlai.   3%«  brothei'e!  —  that  a  warrior'a  ffTave 
haddcaed 
O'or  ntna — the  free  and  DoUe  kni|[bt  he  wa 
Aj,  that  the  deeert-eandt  had  ehroaded  hiai 
Belbre  be  look'd  on  Ibea  ! 

Ify, 

J^  No  !  whjr  tlUm  ahoaldit  fear 

The  very  duit  o*  the  roooldenng  eepnlchre, 
If  it  bad  liTed,  and  barm  bia  name  on  earth  ! 
Heai'at  thou  I — that  dual  hatb  atin'd,  and  found 

And  *aid  that  thoD  moat  die  1 

Mar.  {eUngng  to  tit  pilUr  at  it  approaeket,) 
Be  with  me.  Heaven  ! 
Too  will  not  murdrr  me  1 

RaL  (luraing'  aioay.)    A  gxiodly  word 
To  join  with  awarrior'i  name! — aaoaiid  to  make 
Mcn'i  fieah  creep.    What!— for  Paynim  I 
IKd  he  itand  lUlering  thus.— my  aoceatof- 
In  that  old  tower  I 

IHf  again  tpproackit  ker — aia  falU  on  ier 

JVvr.  So  yonngv  and  thoa  to  die  I 

Meniy— hare  mercy !     In  your  own  far  land 
ir  there  be  lore  that  weeps  and  watchea  for  too, 
Aud  ftrfluwa  you  with  prayer— even  by  thai  lore 
^bani  me— for  it  ia  woman'i !    If  Jtgjit  atepa 
flaw  boonded  Ibare  to  meet  jou,  dining  uma 


Hung  on  yoar  Deck,  fimd  tesra  o'erflow'd  yom 

ebeek. 
Think  open  thoaa  that  loved  joa  thna,  fer  tfani 
Doth  woman  Ion!  and  ipare  me!  —  think  on 

They,  loo,  may  yet  need  mercj !  Aymer,  Aymel 
Wih  tAtm  not  bear  and  aid  mo  ? 

Rai.  (itarting.)  There's  ■  name 

To  bring  buck  atrength  t    Shall  I  not  aliika  t> 

Hia  honour  and  bia  lift  1    Were  hii  B/t  all 

Kar.  To  aave  bi*  life  and  bonoor! — will  my 

death 

{Sht  met  and  ttandt  More  1dm,  cmnitg  lat 

Do  it  with  one  rtroko  !  I  may  not  live  lor  him ! 
iiai.  (trili  (urpritr.)  A  woman  meetdeilhlhna! 
Mor.  (muaBtring  ha-  ey«.)     Yet  one   thu( 

I  bare  aietera  and  a  father.  Chrintian  knight ! 
Oh  I  by  yonr  molher'a  meroory,  let  tbem  kmnr 
I  died  with  a  name  ontUin'd. 

Sat.  {ti^Untd  and  $tirprilti.)    And  such  Ugb 

Ihoughta  from  Aer .' — an  inlidr] ! 

And  ahe  named  my  motlier ! — Once  in  early  yonth 

From  the  wild  wavsa  I  anatch'd  a  woman's  life  ; 

My  mother  bleaa'd  mo  for  it  (ileieljr  draping  Ua 

daggtr,) — eren  with  teara 
She  btesi'd  me.    Slay,  are  there  nu  other  meanal 
{Snddadu   raoUteting   himttlf.)      Folluiir    moi 
maiden !    Fear  not  now. 

Nor.  Bnt  be- 

But  Aymer — 

Rai.  (Ueriily.)    Wonbt'et  thou  periab  T — nasM 

Look  notaa  if  tboa  woald'al !    ThiDk'allhoo  dark 

thonghta 
Are  blown  away  like  dewdropa,  or  I,  like  bin, 
A  leafto  ehake  and  tam  i'  tbia  changing  wind  7 
Follow  me,  and  beware ! 

{Sir  btndi  OBir  the  lttmbforamonttnt,aiii 
faUoat  him.     Athi*  enter*,  and  ilimlj 
comn  faraard  from  lie  backgroand. 
Aym,  For  the  laat  time — ^ca '.  it  mtut  be  tbe  lut 
EarUi  and  heaven  aay— the  kal !     Tba  very  deac 
Riae  up  to  part  na  I — 'Bui  one  took— and  titen 
She  muatgo  hence  for  ever!    Will  ahe  wecpT 
It  had  been  little  (a  have  died  for  her — 
I  have  borne  ahame. 

She  ahall  know  aU !- Moraima  !— aaid  they  not 
She  would  be  found  here  at  her  brother'a  grare? 
Where  ahunld  ahe  goT — Moraima! — there's  the 

Of  her  Btcp— whal  gteama  beaide  it  T 

(Seeing  lAe  dagger,  ht  latn  it  am. 

Dark  deeds  with  thinei  like  this ! 

<£MHiig  tnUljr  and  anxtoady  armnd. 

(Ltolting  at  the  dagger. 
Slain'd  '—it  may  be  (Vom  battle — 't  ia  nul— wet. 
{Loahi  TOand  inUnlly  Utttirinff,  then  agaiM 
exanmirt  tht  apot  and  n  ddmig  eiclaimt — 
—what  ii  tliii ! — another  alep  in  the  graaa  !— 
and  anolber't  step '. 

{Ht  rssAei  into  the  egpreio  grtmt 


„t,i.a,G00glt' 
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SO 


SAIMEK  -  BB&M  AN  -  Kali hti 
UylDf  ulds  tbtlr  Ai 

Hir.  (cm 

U  it  dooe  T 

Rai.  (loilA  di*giiH.)  Wb>t!  70a  tbirat 

For  blood  aa  de^T  T 

ibr.  (tnii^iuiKIy.}  HiTe7oaBtTiKlt,U]dMl 
The  honMir  of  your  boowT 

Jbi.  (Hemgh^aUy  to  kautif.)   The  HgU  V  the 


!■  Rich  ■  wmTattng  thing  !- 


Bidi 


A(k  HM  not ! — Nanr  ihall  the;  neei  sguD. 
Ii  't  not  cnoDgh  1 

(Aran  mttn  kanit^  mti  tit  daggrr, 
and  gon  up  wiCA  U  ta  ttatral  ^  tAe 
biif  Ml,  via  ht^n  U  gBtiiB-  Tvaid  tkt 
fmL 
Aym.  V/\Kme  ii  thii  dagger  I 

Rai.  (jamuig  forward  and  Ukiag  it)    Minn. 

Jjnn,  Yuan!  joanl — sod  know  jouwhero 

Jloi  (ahwt  («  tk*atkt  it,  bat  tttppiiig.)    Oh ! 
700  do  well 
81J  to  remind  me !— Yn  1 — It  mint  hiTe  Iud 
Id  the  Moalem  burUI-grouDd — umj  that  tiU  diut — 
Uenoa  with  it ! — 'tUdefited.  {Thrmer  it  from  him. 

Aym,  If  inoh  &  deed — 

— Brother!  where  iigbsT 

Sai.  Who  7— whit  knight  bith  toil 

ALadrftJoTB? 

Aysi,  Could  he  >peak  thm,  ind  weir 

Th(t  ■oorolnl  calm,  ir— no ! — he  ia  not  cilm — 
Whil  have  you  done  T  ' 

Ynl  iheiihalldietohim' 


I  lo*ed  her,  eo  she  peri>h'd^-AII  the  eartli 
Hith  not  another  Toiee  to  reach  017  eoul, 
Nov  bera  ia  ailent  I — Nerer,  nerer  more  S 
Ifihe  had  but  aaid— farawell !— {BnriUtrmf.)  Tl 

grawi  ao  dark  ! 
Thia  U  aome  fearful   dream.    When  the  mora 

eooKi,  I  shall  wake. — 
— H7  Ule'a  bright  houra  ara  done ! 
JIai.  I  moat  b«  firm 

(7Um  a  hantterfiom  tht  obU,  and  bringi 
it  ta  Amin. 
Have  700  rorgolten  tkitJ    We  Ihoaahl  it  loat, 
Bat  it  roae  proodiy  waving  o'er  the  Ggbt 
Id  a  wamor'i  hand  again! — Yoora,  A7nier, 
TMtrat 

Brother !  redeem  7onr  fkme ! 

Jyn.  (.putting  it  fnm  him.)    The  worthleaB 

Fame ! — iht  ia  dead '. — gin  a  king'i  robe  to  one 
Stretch'd  on  the  rack !    flencc  with  your  pogeanU 


riet, 


'  the  diut ! 

The  banner  of  the  Crcaa ! 
n  the  recreant  1 — Caat  him  from  ual 


[aide. 


■>■    >■■■ 

tjnng  ha 


SaL  VoD  ahonld  know  the  late 

or  our  dark  anoeitor,  the  Lion-Chief, 
And  hii  wn'*  bride. 
Agm.  Man  1  man !  70U  nmrder'd  her  ! 

{Simiiiig  hade. 
Il  icrowB  BO  dark  arnnnd  me !     She  ia  dead ! 
iWildly.)  Ill  not  belieie   it!  — No!  abe  nerer 

look'd 
Like  what  oonld  die ! 

iCaming  up  t»  Ui  Iratiar. 
If  rou  hare  done  that  deed — 
Kal  (aKralyO     If  I  have  done  il,  I  hare  flang 
off  aharae 
from  my  brave  ftther'a  honae. 
Aym.  (in  a  lev  voice  to  hima^f.)    So  yonng, 
end  dead ! — beoaoae  I  loved  \ttt — dead '. 

(TbRarim. 
Where  it  ihe,  marderei  7    Let  me  >eo  her  faoe. 
Yon  think  to  hide  it  with  the  doit ! — ha  !  ha  ! 
The  dual  to  cover  htr!    Well  mock  yaualitl: 
lrlotllherbw3k,ahe-l]come!    Wbcreiaabe?— 


•hakea  their  armour  on  the  inill*i 
Hurmuring  nf  glorioai  deeda ;  lo  ait  and  weep 
Hert  tor  ui  Inlidel !    My  fathcr'a  aon, 
lame!  ahsme!  deep  thame  ! 
Knigkti.  Ajmer  de  Cbatillan ! 

Go  from  us,  leave  at '. 
Aym.  (itarting  up.)    Leave  you!  what!  je 
thoaght 
That  I  would  aUy  to  breathe  the  air  »■  breathe  !— 
And  fight  bj  70U !    Murderera!    1  burst  all  tieat 
(TAfOTM  hit  ttBord  on  lie  gmind  befort  tAtm 
There  'a  not  a  thing  of  the  dcaert  half  ao  free ! 

(TbR^iNO. 
Yon  have  no  brother !  live  to  need  the  lore 

heart,  and  eteep  7oar  tool  in  fame 
To  itill  ila  reatJeaa  7camiiiga '.    Die  atone  1 
'Midst  all  your  pompa  and  trophiei — die  alene ! 

'  (Ooing  out,  Ae  mddady  refnnu 
Did  ahe  not  call  on  me  lo  auccoar  hcrT 
Kneel  lo  yon— picid  far  Ufe?— The  Voice  ofBlood 
Follow  you  to  your  grave  '. —  [£xil 

Sai.  (leitA  moliaii.)  Alu!  my  brother 

The  lime  hath  been,  when  in  the  face  of  Death 
I  have  bid  him  leave  me,  and  he  would  not ! — 

{Diming  la  tiU  KnigMt 
Knighta 
The  SoldsD  marchea  for  J 
We  '11  meet  him  on  tt. 


ACT  THE  FODRTH. 
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Sadi.  Thou  far'it  th«  word 

pcTsre )  it  hath  been  done— thsj  an  gcKM  Torth. 

UcL    Would  tliut  m;  wmiI  oduM  wiog  lliein  1 
DidMlhoabeed 
To  ny  liii  lift  7 — I  Ml  bave  mj  own  matgo ! 
Yet!  I  would  UM him  iniDlanatlier'i  band! 
Thou  uid'*t  ba  mnit  be  biongltt  tlirel 

Sadi.  1  heard 

Th7  will,  and  I  obey'd. 

itil  He  itew  my  aon— 

That  WBi  in  battle— but  to  abed  A*r  blood ! 
My  child  Moraima's!  CooldbeaeoaiMlatrikeheir 
A  Chrialion  aee  her  face,  loo  1    From  my  bonae 
The  oroirn  ii  gone !    Who  brought  the  tale  I 

audi.  A  ikve 

Of  Tour  Ula  lOD'a,  oicaped. 

JbL  Have  I  a  aon 

haHI  npeakilhealaToofwhieh?  Katcd  itgone — 
And  Octar  gono — both,  both  ltd  fallen — 
Both  myyoUDg  atatcly  treca,  and  aha  m;  Sower — 
— No- hand  but  mine  aliRll  be  upon  biin,  nons! — 
{A  Hand  ojfeitwt  nuMte  irilAout. 
What  mean  they  there  I       (An  atlrndant  tnttrt. 

Au.  Tidinji  of  joy,  my  chief! 

Mtt.    Joy !— is  the  Chiiatian  talieo  1 

(MoRAiHa  (fllETi,  and  limsa  hmdf  iat« 

]for.  Father!  Rither! 

I  did  not  think  thia  world  had  yet  ao  much 
Of  aaght  like  happineaa ! 

MA  My  own  fair  child  1 

U  it  on  tjUe  I  look  indeed,  my  child  7 

(TWttuu-  to  cUendanU, 
Awa?,  there  ! — f^aie  not  on  ua  '. — Do  I  hold 
7%*e  in   my  arma ! — They  told   me  tlioa  wert 

RaJmer  de  Chalillon,  they  aaid 

JITor.  ihurritdly.)  Ob,  no  I 

Twai  he  Ibnt  aent  thee  back  thy  child,  my  father  '. 
Jffci.  He :  why,  hia  brother  Aymer  atiU  raAiacd 

A  moDirch'a  rnnaom  (hr  thee '. 
Har.  {teilka  numtnlary  delighi.)     Did  ho  thus  1 
{Saddad}!  chrekiag  hendf. 

—  Yea!    I  knew  well!  —  Oh!  do  not  apeak  of 

Utt.    What!  hath  he  wrong'd   tliee?— Thou 
haat  auScr'd  much 
Amongtl  these  (^riatiana !    Than  art  changed, 

my  child. 
There'a  a  dim  ahadow  in  thine  eye,  where  once — 
— But  they  ahall  piy  me  back  lor  all  Ihy  leata 
With  their  beat  blood. 

Mar.  (nlarmcd.)  Father  \  not  so,  not  so ! 

Tbey  atill  were  gcntta  with  inc.     But  I  aat 


Follow    me,   gentle    child !      Thoa   look'at   i 


Thy  dyinE  brother'a  couch ! — jea,  tliou 


Wept 

Mat       Thy  dyine  brotl 
Wort  ererlruD  nnd  kind  1 

Mir,  (oooartnif  Ittrfatt.')     Oh !  praiee  ne  ml ! 
Luok  gentt;  on  ma,  or  I  aink  to  oartli ; 
Not  thut. 

Mat  Kupraiacl  Uioo'n&int,myoMld,Bnd' 
The  ;«Di|lh  of  way  haUi 


Utr.^hMiTTudly.)  Tbewewywajr-ttedeaarfB 
biininf  wind — 

{Laying  ktr  }uttid  aa  lam  aatie  gtetomL 
Think  then  no  «til  of  Iboee  CbriatiaBB,  fatliv  !— 
They  were  atill  kind. 


KAIBIEB  DE  CRATILLON— Knigtals  —  Satillen. 

Jim.  TbeyB|W«hoftrHee? 

Tilt  Knigklt.         Etcb  am    Of  trace  betwMB 
The  BoldaD  and  oar  Kio{. 

Rai,  Lot  him  who  lean 

Lent  Ihe  cloae  helm  ahonld  wear  hia  locka  awaj. 
Cry  "  truco,"  uud  oaat  it  offl     1  haTe  no  will 
To  change  mine  armour  tor  a  maaqtwr'a  reba^ 
And  ait  at  ftatiTala.    Halt,  lancca,  there ! 
Warrlora  and  brethren  '.  hear. — I  own  no  tnice— 
I  hold  my  lite  but  ae  a  weapon  now 
A^inat  the  infidel  \     He  shall  not  reap 
Hia  lield,  nof  gather  of  hia  Tine,  nor  pray 
To    hia    falao    godi — No !    kits    by   trcmbUtig 

Wbilat  I  can  graap  a  aword  !     Wherefore,  DoUe 

Think  not  of  tmee  with  mc !— but  tltink  to  qoaS 
Yoor  wine  to  the  aoond  of  trompeta,  and  to  leat 
In  yoar  girt  hauberka,  and  to  hold  your  atecds 
Baib'd  in  the  halt  baaide  you.— .\uw  turn  back, 

[HiUtmMatpttrVittlttgraitKd  hrfdrrtlUm, 
Ye  that  are  weoty  of  your  armaar'a  load, 
Paaa  o'ar  the  apear,  away  ! 

They  all  tkaat.  A  Chattllofl  ! 

We'll  lollonr  thee, all!  all! 
iiai.  A  ■oldier'B  thankfl ! 

[  TVra*  avMt/fnm  them  agilaled. 
There's  MO  ft«:  rone,  and  thata  brother'a!  C'ilni^) 

War!— 
War  to  the  paynim — War !     March  and  act  np 
On  our  alronKhold  the  banucf  of  the  Croaa, 
Ncirar  to  aink  !— 

[  Truntpeia  aound.     Tiiy  ntarek  on,  mnding 
iMraugh  Iha  raeka  taiik  miiUmj  matie. 


You  come  st  Iwt ! — Ajad  abe — whera  left  yea  her  1 
I'he  Paynim  maid  } 

Oat.  I  found  bar  g-aidee,  ny  lar^ 

Of  her  own  race,  and  left  bo'  on  lb*  way 
To  roach  bar  &lber*a  tenta. 

RaL  Speak  low  '—the  Ido 

Maat  rest  with  ua.    It  mnat  be  tbooghl  aha  Sad 

Gaa.  Yoar  fttber  Iraated  Me, 

Alt.  lie  did,  be  did!— my  bihef!    Yon  bna 


zee  .y  Google 


DE  CHATiLLON. 


LoDS  abimt,  uid  yoD  kriag  >  Iroublsd  eje 
Back  witb  you.— GoitoD!  heud  yen*  oofLt 

Go*.  Wbom  meuis  nir  loldl 
RoL  (n^Mlirady.)    Old    man,  joa  know  too 
well— 
Aymer,  my  brotber. 
Cm.  I  ban  a«aii  him. 

Bai,  Haw  I 


Com. 


Andbcr  than  a 


:  qoichly. 

OoM.  In  Ihe  deicrt,  a*  1  journey'd  back, 

A  band  of  Arab*  inet  me  od  Iba  way, 
And  I  became  their  captive.    Till  last  night — 

JZn.  Go  OD  I— Laat  nicbt  T 

Gat.  They  arumber'd  by  their  Area— 

7ooald  not  aleea  whes  oaa — I  Ihougbt  him  dim 
O*  the  tribe  at  fint,  cane  Qp  and  looaed  my  bosda, 
And  Isd  ma  fhim  tba  abadow  of  the  tenia, 
Foioliu  iny  my  in  lilenca. 

JIat.  Well,  and  be— 

Too  thooflit  him  OB*  of  the  tribe. 
'    G««.  Ay,  till  we  atoed 

b  the  deal  mooBlight  forth  —  and  then,  mj 
lord 

JW.  yeudaniiMttnHinaAyiser? 

On.  WoaandAaiM! 

It  waa,  U  waa 

"  '  InlbeiinlBnrlrloo. 

Tea, 


Bgvnil  Araht  tatcr  wHh  ATMEH. 

Jroi  Chitf.    ThoD  boat  Toocht  brarejtri  *'i*^ 
eer ;  now,  coine  on 
To  n^ire  the  ipoil. 
JjM.  I  reck  not  of  it.    Go, 

Arab.  Well.  Ihon  hast  eara'd  Ihy  real 

With  a  red  aabra.    Be  it  aa  then  wilt. 

{Tkev  ga  out.— He  lAratH  ktmuif  uHin  « 
poIni.(rM. 
Aym,  Thia  were  an  hour — if  they  would  an- 

—  They  Trom  wboao  fiewkai  World  no  HMrer 

To  hear  their  whiipering  Toiesa.  Wonldtteyhal 
Ipeah  once,  and  ny  they  loved  < 
[f  f  ooidd  bear  thy  thriUiBf  Toiee  once  mutt. 
It  wonld  be  well  with  ma.    Horoima,  apeah  ! 

(Siimn  nWrra,  dtagaind  oa  a  ii«raiaB 
Moraima,  apeak  ! — Mo  !  the  ifead  cannot  loTe ! 
liai.  What  doth  tbe  itnager  here  T— ia  IbaN 
not  mirth 


In  (hail  vilB  prb  loi 


Totbas'd  and  rshed  like  them. 

Jtai.  Wt>at !— did  be  apeak  T 

Goa.  No  word,  but  wawd  hi*  hand. 

Forbidding  apeeeb  to  me. 

Btn                               Tell  ma  no  more!— 
Loit,  hiat~fDr  erar  loat !— He  that  wa*  reor'd 
Under  my  iatber'a  roof  with  me,  and  f  row 
Up  by  my  aide  to  glory — loat ! — i*  thia 
My  work  1 — who  daiea  to  call  it  mine  I  And  yet, 
Had  I  not  dealt  ao  aternly  with  hia  jnol 
In  ita  deep  angniab What!  ha  weara  their 

b  the  ftoe  of  HeavenT    Yon  anr  die  tnrhan 

on  him? 
Te«  ebovld  bare  atruck  him  to  the  earth,  and  ao 
Pnt  oat  our  abame  liir  enr ! 

Ou.  Lift  my  aword 

Againal  yoar  fttbet'e  aoni 

Jin.  My  fitfher'a  am  ! 

At,  and  ao  loved ! — that  yearuof  tore  for  Imm 
Wu  the  laat  thing  death  otmqner'd  !  aee'at  then 
IbereT 
(T^tmfHTO^lJtaCraaaiarmawi  M  lib 
JMreat. 
The  Tery  banner  be  redeem'd  for  oa 
I'  the  Rgfat  al  Cairo !    No  1  by  yon  bright  sign 
He  riiaJ  noC  periah  t — thia  way — fiillaw  me — 
I'll  tell  thee  of  a  thought 

(Saddmlii  rtopytng  him. 
'I^k«beed,ol(lmant 
ThoQ  haat  a  Aar ffal  aeeml  in  thy  graep : 
Let  me  not  aee  Ihea  wear  myateriooa  looka — 
But  no :  (hoD  Io**b1  oar  name !— I  'II  truit  thee. 


Mirth  T— nwey  I — 
do  wilb  uirtb— begnna ! 

They  ten 
WiUialsaby  thatied  tight;— wooldat  tba«  not 

r  aaalem  marrelal 

Aipa,  Ranee ! — I  heed  them  not. 

Alt.  Nay  Iban,  bear  aMf 
Ai/M.  Tin ! 

SaL  Yei^IkDOWftlak 

Wilder  than  Iheira. 


Jliri.  [uHiamt  miitdiKg,  eeMimiM.)    A  tale  aT 

Who  flung  in  madneaa  lo  the  recklaaa  deep 
A  fen  beymd  all  priM. 

Aym.  Sfy  day  ia  eloaad. 

What  ia  aught  bnman  onto  n>e? 

Rm.  Yet  mark ! 

lie  name  waa  of  tba  noblaal— dnt  tbo«  heed  T— 
^Ton  in  a  land  of  princely  chivalry ; 
Iriebtneae  waa  on  it-~bat  he  caat  it  down. 
Aym.  IwilliMtbaai — apcak'it  lieit  of ebrvabrf 
Sm.  Yea  !  I  haTO  been  mpoo  thy  naliia  hitta-— 
Tbve'a  a  gr«7  diff  jnta   prouiUy   from  their 


with  bareual  towana — BememI 


And  there  'a  a  ohapel  by  the  masning  aea 
Thou  know'at  it  well — tall  pinea  wbto  ever  it. 
Darkening  the  heavy  bannera,  and  ttie  tombac 
la  not  the  Croaa  npon  Ihy  tathen'  tomba  7 — 
Chriatian !  what  doal  thoa  htrt  1 

Ayn.  (atwlmg'  tip  inHgilaiidf/.)    Man '  m. 
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Aim  in  the  fuU  drtu  if  a  Cmwiter.)    Hj 
birthright  1 — look  ! 
Aipn.  BniUieil 

{Rilrtatittg  fT«m  kirn  wUk  JUrror.) 
— Her  blood  ij  oo  jour  huid* '. — keep  back  1 
Alt.  {teontfulii/,)    Htj,   kc«p  tbe  Pajpntoi'i 
garb  from  touching  miiMi — 
Aniwer  me  Iktne*  ! — what  dart  Uioo  hen  1 

Aym.  You  ahrink 

From  your  own  work  ! — you,  that  htva  made  ms 

Wbcrelbre  are  you  here  T    Are  yoQ  not  afraid 
To  lUnd  beneath  the  awtbl  midniglit  iky, 
And  joa  a  murderer  I     heave  me. 

RaL  1  lift  up 

Vo  Diarderer'i  brow  to  HeiTcn  1 

Aym.  You  dart  ipeak  thiu ! 
Do  Dot  the  briglitatars,  with  theiraoarehiDg  rays, 
Strike  through  your  guilty  wull      Oh,   no!  — 

tie  welT, 
Pawing  well!    Murder!    Make  the  earth'*  hat- 

leeti  grow 
With  Faynim  blooi '.  — Heaven  willa  it!  — The 

The  lunnhine — I  forgot — they  were  not  made 
For  infideU.     Blot  out  tlie  nico  from  diy  ■ 
Who  talke  of  murdrr  T     Murder !  when  yoo  die, 
Qiim  jour  soul'i  place  and  happincn  i'  (iiename 
Of  that  good  deed!        (Jr  a  toiu  itf  iUep  fttUng. 

If  you  had  lo*ed  a  flower, 
I  would  not  bare  dealroy'd  it ', 

Bai.  (leilA  (iRoluHi.)  BrMber! 

Aym.  (tmjKJuout'jr.)  No! — 

Na  brother  now  !— ihe  knelt  to  yon  in  iiiD ; 
And  thil  hath  Kt  a  eull- — ■  bouodieu  gulf — 
Between  onr  ■oUla.   Your  lery  faea  ia  changed — 
There  'b  b  ted  cload  ahadowing  it :  jour  lotelieBd 

The  marki  of  blood— Aer  blood  '. 

{Ia  a  trnimiAanl  tone. 
Bat  you  prerail  not !    Tou  fasTe  made  the  dead 
The  mighty — the  viclorioua  I    Yea !  you  thought 
To  duh  her  image  into  fragmente  down, 
And  jou  bnre  gireo  it  power  —  auch  deep  aad 

I  ace  nought  eke  on  earth  t 

Jtai.  (atide.)  I  dare  not  lay  ahe  lirei. 
( To  Aiati,  iloUii^  up  Ike  crot*  of  Ait  laard. 
Yov  eee  not  tMa.' 
Once  by  our  Kthcr'a  grave  I  aak'd,  aud  hero, 
r  the  ailence  of  the  waste,  I  aik  oDce  more 
HiTB  you  abjured  joui  Giith  ? 

Aym.  Whyareyouoomo 

Tu  torture  me T    No,  no,  I  have  Dot.    No! 
But  you  have  aent  this  Isrrent  through  my  aoul. 
And  by  their  deep  atrong  roots  lorn  fiercoly  up 
Thingi  that  wore  part  of  il — inbc^n  feelinge— 

thought) — 
1  know  not  woat  1  ding  to ! 

Am.  Aymer !  yet 

IleiTen  hatn  not  cloaed  ita  gate*!  Return,  retom, 
■Mors  the  shadow  of  (be  palm.trce  fades 
r  the  waning  moonlighU      Heaven  gives   lime. 

Return, 
Mj  hidlhcr  !     Bj  oui  early  days — the  love 
Tint  nurtured  us ! — tte  holy  dual  of  thaw 


Tbatsleepi' the  Imnb!— Sleep,  do,  tbej  cotuul 

Doth  the  night  bring  no  voioos  from  the  dead 

Back  on  your  soul  I 
Aym.  (txTnijig  from  Mm.)    Yes — 1ct»  .' 
Sai,  iindignaaity  (umin^  ^.)    Why  shoald  I 

Why  doth  it  cost  toe  these  deep  throes  to  6ing 
A  weed  off7—  (Cirdtng  Umri^. 

Brother,  hath  the  stranfur  coma 
Between  onr  hearts  for  ever  T    Yet  return — 
~7in  back  your  fame,  my  brother! 

Leave  me  the  desert '. — leave  it  ma :     1  liate 
Your  Use  world's  glillering  draper  iea,  that  press 

The  o'erlabour'd  bean !  Tliey  bare  cmsh'd  n 


Fame  again  I 


Your 


And  halbiw.tounding  words  are  wasted  n 
Yna  should  adjure  me  by  the  name  oT  hi— 
That  slew  his  son's  young  bride !— our  aneeatot-— 
7^(  were  aspell!    Fame!  fame! — jow  band 

hath  rent 
The  veil  from  off  your  world !  To  speak  of  &ma, 
When  tlie  soul  ia  psrch'd  like  mine  !     Away  ! 
I  have  join'd  (bete  men  because  they  war  witb 


This  it  the  desert,  where  Irvc  wcsiJs  may  Tts« 
Up  unio  Ileovcn  i'  the  stillQeas !    Leave  il  me— 
The  free  wild  desert !  (Anb  Cliitf  enters.) 

Stranger,  we  have  shared 

The  spoil, forgetting  not A  Christian  here! 

\lo  \  aoD*  of  Kedar  l—'l  is  De  ChatUioD  ! 

This  way ! — surround  him  I    There  "s  an  Emu*! 

t  on  his  lifi!  I     Come  on  1 

(iSeeeral  Arahi  rmk  tn  and  SBrratiad  Rai. 
Mu,  teliQ,  aftrr  vcinJy  nufrnEaiiriiy  Is 
force  Ail  uojr  tknug\  tkm,  it  nade 
pritoner.  At  tkry  an  Itadirg  iam  Kcay, 
Ather,  who  hai  tfood  far  a  mtmemt  as 
if  btaiUtrtd,  ntitt  fortoard,  mad 
ilriiti  dtum  ane  of  (As  Arab*. 
RaL  And  he  stands  the*« 

)  see  me  bought  and  sold !    Death,  death !— iwC 

j4jrm.  Off  from  my  brother,  inBdel ! 

ITht  BthtT*  Avrry  Raimki  away, 

(RtealUeling  himtelf.)    Why,  then.  Heaven 
Is  juat! — So!  now  1  see  il!     Blood  for  Uood! 

(Again  nuAing /erasard. 
No!  he  Khali  feel  Ttmont!—!  'II  reMue  him, 
And  make  him  weep  f<>r  her !  [He  gae*  aari. 


ACT  THE  nFTH. 


Ksifbra  llstenliif  to  a  Troubadoar. 
Hit.  Ko  more  suft  slrains  of  love.  Good  TidJ^ 


.y  Google 


DE  CBATnXON. 


Tba  ImpriMm'd  wurior'i  Uy.    Then  '■  >  pmud 
or  loftj  MdiKH  in  it 


And  I  Chritlian  boti  in  iU  pride  ind  power, 
TJirnufh  IIm  piM  beneith  him  wound. 
CeaM  kwhile,  clarion  !  clarion,  wild  and  ihrill, 
Cc*M  1  iet  Iheni  liear  Um  uptiTs'a  loioe — be  ililL 


"  I  un  here  witb  m;  Iwit;  chain ! 
And  I  look  on  a  toneol  iweepin^  b;. 
And  an  eac le  ruihing  to  tba  ak;. 


"  Mml  1  pine  in  my  fellera  hare  ? 
With  Ibe  wild  wave'a  loain,  tad  tlw  Iree  bird'a 

fli|[ht, 
And  the  lall  ipean  ^lancinf  on  my  light. 

And  the  trumpet  in  mine  ear  1 
Ceaaa  awhile,  clarion  I"  iui,  lea, 

AYHEB  sntui  hucrledlj. 
t.  SJIsDce,  thou  miiutrel,  aUaiice  ! 

Ajmer,  here 
And  in  that  guh '.    Beize  oo  the  leaegide ! 
Knirhta,  be  moiit  die ! 

Aifm.  (fcarn/iiUy.)      Die  1   die !  —  the  fbarful 


r-' 


To  be  Ihrut  oot  of  tbii  nune  blcMed  world, 
Tonr  world — lU  joura  1  {Fitretty.)    But  I  wil 

not  be  made 
A  thine  to  circle  with  jnar  jmrnpt  of  death. 
Year  chaini,  and  goardi,  and  ■oafibld* !    Back 

inidie 
Aa  the  free  lion  die* ! —         {Draaing  kit  tahre. 
Htr.  What  aoek'it  thoa  here  T 

Aym.    Nanght   but  to  give    your    Chriation 

iwordi  a  deed 
Wtxlhier  than— wbore'e  ToarcbiefT  in  tbe  Pay- 

nim'a  bocidi ! 
Hade  the  wild  Arab**  priie  ! — Ay,  Hea«eo  ia  joat ! 
If  ye  will  leacue  liim,  then  lollow  me; 
I  know  tbe  way  they  bore  him  1 

Htr.  Follow  tliea! 

Beoreent !  deMttar  of  thy  bouie  and  faith ! 
To  tbink  true  knight*  would  tbllow  (Am  a^ain  i 


TiiiUaome 

Alp*.  Some  inara  1 — Heuea !  HeoTen 

le  my  name  aunk  to  (Jiia  I     Huat  men  firat  cruab 
Uy  aoni,  then  ipum  the  ruin  they  have  made  T 
—Why,  lot  him  periahl — blood  lor  blood! — mart 

In  Tain? — -Wine,  wine,  we'll  rerel  here! 
On,  uinatrel,  willi  thy  eoog ! 

(Knffrel  Miiti«i«  tht  tmtg. 
"llley  are  fonc,  tboy  have  tU  paaa'd  by  ! 


They  in  wboae  wara  I  had  borne  my  pai^ 
They  that  I  loved  with  a  brolher'i  heart, 
Tbey  hate  left  ma  here  to  die ! 
land  a^ain,  clarion  !  chu'ioo,  pour  thy  bliit ! 
lund,  for  the  captive'i  dream  of  hope  ia  paat  !* 
Aym.  {lUtrting  vp.)   That  wa*  the  lay  be  lored 


He  ehall  not !— Follow  me  !    I  oay  your  chief 
Ia  bought  and  aold  '. — la  there  no  geoeroua  tniat 
Left  in  your  aoiila  ?    De  Foil,  I  aaved  your  lift  ■ 
At  Aicalon  !    Dn  Momay,  you  and  I 
On  JaSa'a  wall  togrether  aet  our  hreoeta 
A^ioat  ■  Ihoniand  ipean  !  What !  hare  I  fbogU 
Braide  you,  ahorcd  your  cop,  otepi  in  your  tenta, 
'  ye  cait  tbink —        (i>a«Ai^  ^  kit  (Hrlaa. 
Look  on  my  Durning  brow  I 
Read  if  there 'a  bliehood  branded  oo  it— read 
The  mark*  of  treacliery  there  ! 
Kmghtt  [gatkering  raunJ  kirn,  cry  ouL)    No| 

Tothenncue!  lead  oi  on !  we'll  trait  tboeetUll 
Aya.  Follow,  then !— this  way— If  I  die  fin 


MEI-ECH  and  8AM. 
Utl.  It  moat  be  that  theae  aennda  and  aigbti 

Shako  her  loo  gentle  nalnre.    Yea,  her  cheek 
Fadea  hourly  in  mj  eight  ■     What  other  caoa*— 
None,  none  ! — She  muat  go  hence  !    Chooae  flvn    . 

thy  band 

brsTGit,  Sad! !  and  the  longeit  tried, 

1  will  »ond  roj  child 

nee  viithiiat.  Where  ia  your  chieft 

[Arab  and  TWrHii  S<iditrt  ralar  wit*  Ds 
Chatilloh. 

rah  Chief.  The  oone  of  Kedat'a  tribe  ban 


Sadi,  their  f  ocrdoo — gire  it  them  -the  jiold  ! 
'-'  me  the  vengeance ! 

(LooHttg  at  RAi>n,  leha  iaUt  the  umr 
fragmenl  of  It*  ttwrJ^  and  •<«■«  (eel 
<n  Jjumgil.)    Tfaie  i«  he 
That  Blew  my  firat-bom  ! 

Rai.  {I«  himtilf.)  Sorely  there  leap'd  np 

brother'!  heart  within  him  !    Yea,  he  atruck 

To  Iho  earth  a  Fn^im 

MtL  {raiting  iu  twice.)    Cbriatian !  thou  auM 


I  have  not  liied  In  vain  I 

MtL  Thoo  bear'at  thyaeV 

With  a  oonqDeror'a  mien !  What  ia  thy  hope  How 

An.  A  •oldier'a  death. 
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Aai.  Fnr!- 


Tbw  tboD  if*Mlil*st/aar 
Bsn'i  oWD  ■[■rit  bid  not 


Ta  Duhe  Kia  dcilh  i  triaiDph !  Wiile  aat  owiU; 
I^  my  bkud  bailie  thina  own  nwaril.     Infidel ! 
[  (lew  ikj  Kin !  {LookiBg  at  hU  bnttn  twmd.) 
Aj,  there'*  Ilie  red  mark  liere ! 
HU.  {appraQdiiag  him.)    Thou  iateA  lo  tell 
me  ihia!    (A  (umulr  Atari  mOaul,  emeu 
eryiag — A  ChatiUnn  ! 
Sai.  Mj  brollier'i  voica !    Hi  if  asiwi .' 
Jtd.  (aiaitig.)  Whil,  ho !  mv  guvda ! 

(Xran  tTUtrtteith  thtkaigUi  fighting  Ihrir 
may  through  niixcii'B  tolditn,  tdn  art 
Aiwn  MoTf  dUm. 
Agm.  On  inih  Iha  wit-erj  of  oar  ascienl 

For  Ihe  Croaa— I^  ChalillDn  I 
(fn^tlt  thaal.)    For  (he  Croai— De  Chatillan ! 
(RiiMxa  allemptt  U  brtali  fnm  hit  gHardt. 
Sadi  etiftrt  uJlA  mort  nldurt  to  lAe  at- 
titlanee  of  Helich.      Atuu.  and  li> 
Knighti   art    mtrpcnherrd,    .  Atmu   ta 
wmaided  aitdfalU. 
MA,  JbXnt  (ettera — bind  tha  captives '. 

-■  '--    nio.1! 


{Breaking  fraia  Rii  guaidt,  lit  goa  up  l« 

BrotlieT,  my  brother !  hart  Iboa  pardon'd  me 
Tlut  which  I  did  toaaTS  thee  1    Speak  1 — ror^ive ! 

Afm.  (furaing  from  him.)  Tfaoa  aeo'it  1  die  for 
thee  '. — She  ta  aTenged ! 

Bai.  J  am  DO  murderer! — hear  me! — lorn  lo 

Wa  are  parting  by  the  gn.<e! 

(MoaAiHA  fultri  veiled,  and  gta  np  t» 

JB».  Father:— Ul   look   sot  atemljr  on    (by 
child. 
I  nnietopleid.    Thcyaaidthoahadatcandemii'd 
A  Cbrialian  knight  (a  die 

MA.  Heiio»—lo  Ihy  t«ii(  I 

Away — begMw! 

^ym.  (nUem^ling la  riaa.)  Uoraima! — balhhar 

To  make  dealh  beaatifnl  ?    Moraima ! — aposk. 


-.  Ilw 


-Aym. 


(Sf  mtlut  ta  Aim,  thratting  aiide  her  veiL 

Aym.  Thou  [iiesl— thou  Lveat '. 

I  knew  Ihoa  cnuld'i(  not  die '. — Look  on  me  alUL 

Tbon  liro>(! — and  makoat  thia  world  ao  full  of 

But  Idepart ! 
MeL  {appnttt3dag  itr.)  Moraima ! — bence !  ia 


Har. 


forUi 


Away !  away ! 
a  place  but  thia  for  mo  on  aarlh  ! 
Where  ahould  I  go  1    T'bere  ia  no  place  but  Ifaia ! 
Hj  aoul  ia  bound  to  it  1 

JU.  ((*  tU  Gaardt.)  Bock,   almea,   and   look 

not  on  her  1    (  Tiej)  rttriat  to  the  btctgrouMd. 

T  waa  for  Uiia 

Hbe  droop'd  la  the  earth. 

Aym  Motaima,  lare  tbee  Weill 


Oh! 


Urn 

Mar. 

Whal  wnuni'a  lore  ia !     Aymer,  A^ mei:.  aUJ  1 
If  I  could  die  lor  tbee !    My  heart  u  grown 
So  atrong  io  ita  deapair  t 

BaL  IfaTmtgfrtm  titm.)     Aad  all  the  put 
Forgo((en '. — our  yoong  daya !— Jfb  Uit  tbooghtt 

Tbaln&iera! 

Aym.  (Bid  a  eiolfltf  ^>t  bm^  tU  ktud 

mtwt^     Tboa  an  no  nonterai !    F<*c« 

Belweeu  ua — paaca,  mj  bcoUwr ! — Ku  ouf  ikatlw 

SaHhaUiiigllu  tram  ^oittKordh^irt  Urn.) 
Look  yet  •■  IhH ! 

Aym.  If  thou  hubtonlr  told  uwlbalabe  lived! 
—But  our  hearta  meet  at  leal ! 

(Preaaea  tie  ertm  t»  lot  Uft. 
Moraima !  aava  my  broUwr  !    Look  ou  me ! 
Joy — littn  ia  Joy  m  daatb '. 

(ift  dio  ea  RAiioa'a  araa. 

Mar.  Bpeak— apeak  gaee  inaiv* 

Aymer !  how  i«  it  that  I  call  on  time, 
AildUiBttbouanBwereatiwt?   Hits  we  nolliiraitl 
Oealb  1  death !— aitd  Uua  i>— death  ! 

JZoi.  So  thou  art  gme^ 

Aymer !  I  neirer  thoaght  to  weep  again — 
Bat  now  — &re»ell!  — Tbouwart  tha  hnMtk 

Thai  e'er  laid  lanoa  in  feat — and  thou  didat  wear 
The  nobteat  lam  that  erer  wenwi'aen 
Dwell  on  with  lore  ;  and  till  that  &tal  dnmi 
Came  o'er  tbee ! — Aynwr !  Aymer !  thoa  wert  affl 
The  moat  Irue-beoited  brother  !— (hero  Iboa  art 
WhooB   breaat  waa  onea  my  aUeld  1  —  I  Me*etr 

thought 
That /bea  aJHiatd  aee  nw  weep!  hat (iiere Aoo ar^ 

Aymer,  my  brother! 

Mar.  [aiuUoi^  riatag'.)    Wi*  kfa  kal,  kat 
breath 
He  bade  ma  mat  hi*  brothsr ! 

{Falliiig  U  ItrrfiMar'tfaii. 
Father,  apara 
Tbe  ChriitiaD— apara  Um ! 

MA  PorU)rHlceap«aMi 

That  alew  thy  ftlher'a  *on  I— Sbuue  lo  thy  race ! 

(TV  Oa  SaUiart  in  Hu  ian^raaarf. 

Soldiera  1  come  nearer  with  your  levdTd  apaaia  I 

Yet  nea/er;  —  Giri  bim  in!  —  m/  boy*!  yaawg 

la  on  bia  aword. — CJ>ria>iaB,  ah^ia  (hy  fulk, 
Or  die — thina  hour  ii  eooie  ! 
i£ai.  (tarmi^aailJbmaiivtiiaael/'eaUiaaaa. 
pom  Y  t^  Saldiara.)    ThMi  bMt  mine  as. 
•wer,  Infidel ! 
<CaIlii^- afMtd  fa  lAa  fa^lta  aa  ie/aSa  ImL 
ICaighta  of  Fiuco  ! 
Hsrnwn !  Da  Foil !  Dn  Momay .  in  ye  atroag ! 
Faar  hour  will  ooma! 

Must  Ihe  old  war-ery  oaaae  t 
(Half  raiaiag  Umta^,  mad   waaiof  tia 
Crow  (riamplaiMjy. 
Ftf  tl»  Craea— De  ChalilloB  ! 

(,nt  CntUinfalk.) 


.  „Gooj^lc 


THCNKZHTS  BVKINO  SKaOIESS. 


THOUGHTS  DURING  SICKNESS, 


I^-IKTEIXBCTUAI.  POWERS. 
O  TaonaBT !  O  Mamor? !  eema  Tor  e<er  heaping 
Tligh  in  Ihe  itlaminad  cbunben  at  (he  mind. 
And  Uioo,  diTine  Ima|inaUon !  koeping 
Thjr   lauip'i  Umm  itu  'mid  iladoyij   horts  en. 

■hiined ; 
Ban  in  one  moment  rent  and  diaentnined. 
At  FcToi'i  fierj  lauoh,  apart  they  fall, 
Your  (lorioM  comhinnlioiu  1 — broken  all, 
Ab  the  Mnd  pillar*  by  the  desert's  wind 
ScaUcr'd  to  wliiilin^  duat  1 — Oh,  aoon  uncrown'd ! 
Well  may  your  partinB  awift,  your  atraoja  return. 
Subdue  the  nul  to  lowlineu  profound. 
Guiding  itt  diaaton'd  TJiiou  to  diacem 
How  bj  meek  Fklth  flMfeii'a  portala  muM  be 

Era  it  can  hold  your  gifti  inalienably  Sut. 


II.-«ICKN£9S  LIKE  KIGHT. 
Tbou  art  like  Night !  O  Sichneaa  !  deeply  itiltine 
Withm  my  heart  the  woiM'a  dialurbing  sound. 
And  the  dim  quiet  of  my  chamber  filling 
With  low  aweet  voires  by  Life'i  tumult  drown 
Thou  art  like  awM  Nighl ! — Ihon  galher'al  round 
The  thing!  that  We  nnnon— Iboufh  clow  they 

lie,— 
And  with  •  troth,  dear,  itartUDf,  and  profound, 
GiTotI  their  dread  pcMcnee  t«  our  mental  eye. 
— Tbou  art  like  atart]r,*pirilaal  Night! 
High  and  immortal  tboitfhl*  altfod  Ihy  waj. 
And  retelatioiu,  which  tfie  coamon  light 
Bring!  not,  though  wakening  with  lla  nn;  ray 
All  outward  life : — Be  welcome  then  thy  rod, 
Betiwe  whoae  loooh  n^iovl  uaibUa  kaelfto  God. 


For  Him  with  petmanency  1— who  make  Ibon 

Of  blighter  lite,  that  odour  hii  lone  dream% 
Immortal  thing*?— Let olhen  Iremiluv  b«W, 
Ang^  of  Deatti '.  before  thee. — Not  to  tboee, 
Whoae  apirita  with  Eternal  Trntli  repose. 
Art  thou  a  faaifiil  ihape  1— and  oh  1  lor  ma. 
How  full  of  welcome  would  thine  aspect  abinct 
Did  kot  the  corda  of  alroDg  affiKtion  twins 
So  Oat  around  my  asul,  it  amnM  af«inf  la  OimI 


IV.— REMEMBRANCE  OF  NATURE. 

w,  NiTDkll  thou  didst  rear  me  for  UiiuaowD, 
With  thy  free  singing-birds  and  mountain  brook*  ^ 
Feeding  my  tbongbts  in  primroac-hounlcd  nooba^ 
With  &iry  ftntaaies  and  ^ood-dreao»  lone ; 
And  thou  didat  leach  me  erery  wandering  tone 
Drawn  Irom  thy  many-whiqiermg  inwa  and  wave* 
Apd  guide  my  steps  to  founts  and  sparry  cavea. 
And  where  brig}it  mosses  wove  thee  a  rich  throne 
'Midst  the  green  bills  :  snd  now,  that  far  eatnmged 
From  all  sweet  sound*  and  odour*  of  Ihy  breath. 
Fading  I  lie,  within  my  heart  uncban|rad, 
So  glowa  the  lore  oflhee,  that  not  Ibr  Dcsth 
Seems  that  pure  peasion'a  ierfonr — but  x^ain'd 
To  meet  on  brighter  aborea  thy  Mujealy  lUutain'd 


v.— FLIGHT  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 

Warma,  ob !  whitber  will  than  wbg  Iby  naf  t 
What  solemn  re^on  fitet  upoa  iby  oght 
Shall  break,  nnieil'd  for  terror  or  delight  1 
What  boiU,  msgnificeitf  in  dread  amT  T 
My  spirit !  when  thy  priKM-heuaa  of  clay, 
AHor  k>ng  strife  is  tentt— fbnd,  fruiUeas  gneatl 
The  unfledeed  bird,  wKhln  his  nari«w  nest. 
Sees  but  a  few  green  branches  o'er  htm  play, 
And  Ibrongh  Uieir  paiUi^  leavaa,  by  file  leroal'd. 
A  gkmpse  of  anranicr  aky  ;— oor  knowe  the  field 
Wberein  hia  dormant  powers  mual  yet  be  triad. 
—Thou  art  ttiat  bird !— of  what  beyond  tbea  lie* 
Far  in  the  ontraok'd,  immeasoAble  ikisa, 
Knowing  but  Ihir— that  Ihov  shall  find  tby  Gnids : 


VI.— FLOWERS. 
WcLoam,  O  pure  and  lovely  ftirms,  agam 

Unto  the  shadowy  atillnesa  of  my  room ! 

For  not  alone  ye  bring  a  joyooa  train 

""         mer-lhoughts  attendant  on  your  bloom— 

of  freahnew,  of  rich  bowery  gloom, 
OF  Iho  low  mormnra  filling  ra 


Of  at 


Tk^binUiH  nt^tJlfltfOuik 


■t  that  look  don 


m  your 


fbldedbelk 


Through  dewy  leoTea,  of  manv  a  wild  perflimi 
Greeting  the  wanderer  of  ibe  hill  and  grore 
Like  sndden  mumic ;  more  than  this  ye  brings 
Far  more ;  ye  whisper  of  the  ill-fbateriug  lore  . 
Which  thus  hatli  clothed  you,  and  whose  da>» 
like  wing 
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Dili  Ihsn, 
To  halUe  n 
Toiioko'i 


TIL— EBCOVERY.* 

inoe  mart  to  bnMt  tbe  wan*  at  lib, 

ogiiiut  tha  anoeiaing  ■P'*7> 

irwearisd  in  the  itormj  itti&, 

1  itrifs  (gun :  yet  no  my  way, 

mtill,  Ukm  li^ht  of  better  day, 


Barn  in  the  Iiaan  orionaUncM,  and  yon, 
Y«  childlike  tboeghti,  the  boly  and  tlie  tra% 
Ye  that  came  bearing,  while  nibdued  1  lay, 
Tbe  &ith,  tbe  iiuigbt  of  lile'a  vernal  men 
Back  on  my  loal,  a  clear  bright  aenae,  new-bom, 
Now  leare  nte  not  1  but  a«,  pnilbaDdly  pore, 
A  Uue  atream  mahe*  through  a  darker  lake 
Unchang'd,  e'en  thua  with  dm  your  joutnef  tab* 
Wafting  Bweet  aira  of  luavcn  through  thu  km 
world  obecore. 


aeirctiono  from  Sttiwnfir  yortne. 


[In  thla  collected  edition  of  tlieTarloai  writing! 
of  Hn,  Memani,  chronological  arraagcmcnt  liaa 
been  adhered  to,  in  lo  &r  as  any  uaefal  parpoae 
'd  be  attained  by  it ;  and,  when  departed  " 


have  already  hinted,  into  two  aeperale  erai,- 
flrat  of  which  may  bo  termed  the  eUtttieal,  and 
oomprehenda  the  prodnctiona  of  her  pen,  from 
•■  the  Realoratioo  of  the  Worka  of  Art  to  Italy" 
and  "Modern  Greece,"  down  to  the  "HiMoric 
Soenea"  and  the  "  Tranalationa  from  Camoena," 
^-•nd  the  laat  the  renSMtie,  which  commenoea 
with  tlw  "Fnreat  Sanctuary,"  and  ioclndea  "  Re- 
oorda  of  Woman,"  together  with  nearly  all  her 
later  oflbrta. 

In  point  of  pa6tical  inerit,  there  can  be  little 
doubt  tlial  the  laat  aection  &r  IranaccDda  tlie  lirat, 
and  Ibnaa  the  gronndwivk — whether  we  regard 
ooncoplion  or  eiccution— on  which  her  peculiar 
ftme  will  be  tcslod  by  poeteritr.  Tbe  former 
KTtoa  of  poemi,  howeTer,  mnat  be  alwayi  reck- 
oned valuable,  not  only  in  thcmaelrea  oi  compo- 
aitiona,  but  oi  ahowing  tbe  progreei  of  an  inlnn- 
■ically  poetical  inind  lowarda  ila  maturity. 

But  aa  noonday  baa  ila  morning,  eo  even  theee 
vore  only  the  bloaaoma  from  antecedent  fauda ; 
4nd,  as  matter  of  literary  curioaity,  wa  have  ap. 
peoHed  a  aelection  froni  Mra.  Hemana'f  really 
jDtenilo  effuils,  aufficient  to  ahnw  the  Grat  expan- 
aion*  of  that  geniua,  which  time  and  eierlion 
afterward!  ripened  into  "  the  bright  conaummate 
Bower."  Eren  after  the  curly  poeticil  atlcmpta 
of  CowleT  and  Pope,  ofChattcrton,  Kiike  While, 
BiM  llyron,  lonio  of  the  following  outpontingi  of 
enolicai  NOtiinenl  may  be  )«ad  with  no 
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ON  KY  MOTHER'S  BIHTHDAY. 


Cud  in  all  their  biightsat  green, 
Thia  day  the  verdant  fieldi  are  eeea  ; 
The  tanefbl  birda  begin  their  lay 
To  celebrate  thy  Oalal  day. 

The  breeie  ii  atiH,  the  wa  b  calm. 
And  the  whole  acene  combuiea  to  chaxw; 
The  dowera  reriTp,  thia  charming  May, 
Becanae  it  ia  thy  natal  day. 

The  iky  la  blue,  the  day  eemia, 
And  only  pleaaura  now  ii  aeen; 
Tha  toae,  the  pink,  the  tulip  gay. 
Combine  to  bleaa  thy  natal  day. 


A  PRATER. 


On .'  God,  mj  Father  and  my  Frien^ 
Ever  thy  bl^inga  to  me  aend  ; 
Let  me  have  Virtue  for  my  guide, 
And  Wiadom  always  at  my  aide  i 
Thua  cheerfutl*  threngh  life  I  '11  (o. 
Nor  ever  feel  the  ating  of  woe  ; 
Contented  with  the  hnmbleat  lot, 
ilappy,  tboDgh  in  tha  meaneal  ool. 


„t,i.a,G00glt' 
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ADDRESS  TO  TBB  DEITY. 


Thb  iofiDt  mwe,  Jabonfa !  vonld  wpu* 

To  iw«ll  tbs  idotilion  of  the  Ijra : 

Bonroa  of  ill  pxxl,  oh !  bnch  my  voieo  to  dng; 

Tbw.  ftMU    wbom  Nitoro'i    genaiiHi  beaoliei 

•prinsi 
Tbee,  God  of  Iruth,  ammpolBnt  tmd  wise, 
Win  didit  to  Chuii,  "  let  tbs  earth  ariae." 
Ob  !  lathor  of  the  rioh  luiuriant  joir. 
Love,  Truth,  and  Msrey,  io  tfar  worki  appear: 
Within  thair  orba  tho  i^Dcta  dott  Thou  koep. 
And  a'on  hut  limited  the  mighty  deepL 
Ob !  coald  I  oomber  thy  inapiring  wiya, 
And  wake  the  ndM  of  aDirntted  prairc ! 
Ab,  no  [  the  theme  aball  awell  a  oberub'a  note ; 
To  Tbea  celealial  bymiM  of  laptnre  floaL 
*Tia  ngt  for  me,  in  Wiy  atniua,  to  linf 
Thae,  God  of  mercy, — hoaTcn'i  immoiw  Kiog. 
Tel  to  that  happineia  I  'd  fain  aapiro ; 
Oh  t  Gil  mr  beort  with  derated  lire : 
With  ■ngel.HUlEa  an  artlSH  Toice  ahall  bland. 
The  gntefol  offering  ahall  to  Tbee  aaccnd. 
Tea!  tboD  wilt  breathe  a  apirit  o'er  my  lyre. 
And  "  fill  my  beatinff  heart  with  ncred  nra  I" 
And  when  to  Thea  my  youth,  my  life,  I'to given, 
Baiw  Die  to  yxa  Elin,*  bleat  in  HeiTea. 


SONNET  TO  MY  MOTHER. 


To  Iboe,  maternal  ^rdian  of  my  youth, 

I  pour  the  E^nuiiH)  numbers  free  from  wt ; 
The  liya  inapired  by  jratilude  and  trutb, 

For  tfaou  wilt  priie  the  effoaion  of  the  heart 
Oh .'  be  it  mine,  with  sweet  and  piooa  care. 

To  calm  thy  boaom  in  the  boar  of  grief) 
With  Boothing  tcnderaeie  to  choie  the  tew. 

With  fend  eodeamMnU  to  impart  relieC 
Be  miiM  Ihj  warm  affection  to  repay 

With  dDlMNn  lore  in  thy  declining  bonri ; 

My  filial  hand  ahall  atrew  unfading  flower*, 
Poreanial  roaea  to  adorn  thy  way ; 
Still  uay  thy  grateful  children  round  tliee  amile, 
Ibeit  jrieaaing  eare  afliction  ahall  begnila. 


T 18  iweel  to  think  the  qnrita  of  the  Uert 
May  hover  round  the  virtuom  mao'a  repoaa ; 

And  in  in  naiooa  animala  hia  breast. 
And  acenea  of  bright  baalitud*  diaclu«. 


Hie  minialera  of  HeaTen,  with  ptfte  ooolrolt 
Hay  bid  hia  aarrow  and  amotion  caaae, 

Inapira  the  piooi  lervour  of  hia  ooal, 

And  whiaper  to  hia  booom  hillow'd  peace. 

Ab !  tender  tbougbl,  that  ofl  with  awoet  relief. 


Aad  peniive  pleaiuro  with  derotion  Uand. 
While  oft  he  fanciei  moaic  aweellj  &int. 
The  airy  lay  of  lome  departed  aunt. 


RURAL  WALK& 


When  flowera  of  apring  the  moaay  aeat  adun; 
And  iometimoa  Ihroogh  tho  lonely  wood  I  atraf 
To  oull  the  tender  roaebuda  in  itiy  way; 
And  aeek  in  arcry  wild  secluded  dell. 
The  weeping  oowalip  and  the  aiure  bcD  i 
With  oU  the  Uoaaomi,  fairer  in  the  dew. 
To  form  the  gey  (eatoon  of  varied  hue. 
And  ell  I  aeek  the  cultivated  green, 
Tlie  terlite  meadow,  and  the  village  acene; 
Where  roay  childron  apoit  around  tbe  cut. 
Or  nlber  woodbino  from  tbe  garden  apoC 
And  there  1  winder  bj  the  cheerful  rill, 
That  mormura  near  tbe  oaiera  and  Iha  mill; 
view  the  amiling  peaaanta  tarn  tbe  bap. 
And  liitea  to  their  pleaaing  leative  lay. 
1  lore  to  loiter  in  Uie  apreadbg  grove, 
Or  in  the  mountain  scenery  to  tore ; 
Where  anmmita  riae  in  awful  grace  aroond, 
With  hoajy  mosa  and  tnlted  verdure  ormro'd ; 
Where  cli&a  in  aolemn  majealy  are  piled, 
"  And  frown  npcm  the  vole"  with  gnndcur  wild 
And  there  I  view  the  mouldering  tower  aublims, 
Amy'd  in  all  tbe  blending  ahadea  of  Time. 

Tbe  airy  npland  and  the  woodland  green, 
Tbe  valley,  and  romantic  mounlain^cena ; 
The  lowly  hermitage,  or  fair  domain, 
Tbe  dell  retired,  or  willow-ahaded  Inne; 
"  And  every  apot  in  lylvan  beauty  dreat. 
And  every  landscape,  charms  my  yoathful  ItfeuL 


When  dews  descend  on  every  lingnid  flower. 
And  awect  and  tranquil  i*  Iho  aummer  gala 

Tlien  let  me  winder  by  tbe  peaceful  tide. 
While  o'er  the  wave  the  breeoes  ligblly  fUj  ■ 

To  hear  the  waters  mnrmor  u  they  gUde, 
Tr  mark  tin  iidbg  saiile  ol  clnains  dav 
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Then  let  nfl  linger,  blcH  b  n 

TiU  the  •ofl  moonbeBini  tremble  m  um  mu  i 
Wliilo  meltlDg  ■otmdi  deemf  on  ftnoy'i  ear. 

Of  aiij  miitie  floating  on  tbe  bneae. 
For  itill  when  erenins  sbedi  the  geoM  <l«w«, 
That  penain  lioDi  b  wned  to  the  moaa. 


MRS.  BEMANr  WORKS. 

■adeiri 


Fram  _  , 

'  Pttwtt,"  bg  Felicu  DoaoTVu  Bkowmk.    Pni- 
U*lud  in  1813. 

TO  MY  MOTHER. 

Ir  e'er  for  Hainan  blJM  or  WM 
I  feci  the  lympathetic  glow  i 
Tf  e'er  in;  heart  hti  leiim'd  to  know 

TliB  jon'roua  wiah  or  prayer; 
Wlu  aow'd  the  g«nn  with  lender  hand  T 
Who  mark'd  its  inAnt  ]ea.tn  eipand  I 

H;  mother's  fbateriitg  care. 

And  if  one  Sower  of  charms  reflned 
Mij  grace  the  fsnjen  of  my  mind  ; 

■T  waa  shB,»ho  nursed  it  there : 
She  lored  tn  cheriah  and  adorn 

Each  blossom  of  the  soil ; 
To  baniib  ererj  weed  and  thorn. 

That  oil  opposed  her  toil ! 

Andd 


In  Lte'a  remola  and  wintry  Tale; 
Then,  ss  tha  wild  XiAaa  lyn, 

-Cemfdiins  with  sail  entrancing  tram bsr 
Wlien  the  lono  atorm  makes  the  wire. 

And  bids  BQchantment  oeaae  to  aiomber. 
So  filial  b*e,  with  aaodiing-  mice. 
E'en  Ihen,  ahall  teaoh  tbee  lo  rejoice ; 
E'en  (Am,  ahali  aweeler,  milder  sonnd. 
When  sorrow's  tempest  ra>ca  around ; 
Wliile  dark  iniatbrtane's  gales  dertroy 
The  (tail  mimosa-buds  of  hops  and  joj ! 


TO  MY  YOUNGER  I 


If  e'er  I  wish'd  the  (filtering  st 
That  Fortune  on  hor  fty'rile  pours] 
'T  was  but  that  weshh  and  litme,  if  mine, 
Eound  Thte,  with  streaming  rays  might  sb 
And  gild  thy  suD-bri^t  days ! 

Yet  not  that  aplendour,  pomp,  and  potmt. 
Might  then  irtadiate  ercry  hoar ; 
For  these,  my  mothar !  well  1  know, 
On  thee  no  rapturea  could  bestow  ; 
But  could  thy  bounty,  warm  and  kind, 
Be,  like  thy  wiahas,  unenn/itud ; 
And  fall,  as  monoa  ftom  the  skies, 
And  bid  a  train  of  blessings  rise, 

Diffiuing  joy  and  peace ; 
The  tearjlrop,  grateful,  pure,  ond  bright. 
For  ihee  would  beam  with  softer  ligll^ 
Than  ail  the  diamond's  cryitat  rays, 
Than  oil  the  emerald's  lucid  Uaia  ; 


Onote  . 
Then,  oh '.  may  Kea^ 
fiaatow  the  mvn  ' 
Mike  Tktt  ita  m  . 
I'o  light  tlie  cloud/  pulh  of  woo ; 
1'o  Tjai:  Uje  desoticd  cell, 
Whvre  indigenes  is  doom'd  to  dwell ; 
To  raise,  wlnn  drooping  to  Uio  earth, 
Tlia  liloiwama  of  nogkcttd  worth ; 


Thocob  dark  are  the  proapects  and  heavy  tba 

Tliough  life  ia  a  deaett,  and  cheerless  the  way 
Yet  slill  aholl  affection  adorn  it  with  flowers. 
Whose  fragrance  shall  never  decay  '. 

And  lo !  to  embrace  tbee,  my  Brother !  At  Bita, 
With  artless  delight,  that  no  wwds  ou  bespeak  t 

With  a  sunbeam  of  Iranaport  illuming  bar  eyas. 
With  ft  smile  and  a  glow  on  bar  CM«k ! 

From  tin  Uophies  ofnar,  from  the  spear  and  (b* 

From  acoDM  of  deatmction,  ftwn  perils  anUest ; 
Oh !  welcome  again,  to  Iho  grove  and  the  Geld, 
To  tbe  vatc  of  retirement  and  rest 

T'hen  warble,  sweat  muss !  with  the  tyra  and  tha 

d  sportive  tbe  sti 
y  spirits  n ' 
9,  my  Brother  '.  again. 


How  conatant,  how  fcivent,  bow  pore  waa  my 

That  Ileaven  would  pnilect  Iheo  fev  danger 

iThntangela  of  mercy  would  shield  tbee  with  ew^ 
I     In  the  beat  of  tbe  combat'a  alarm  ! 

^  How  sad  and  how  oflen  descended  tbe  tear, 
'      (Ah  '.  long  ihalt  remembnnCD  tbe  image  retain) 
How  mouniful  the  aigb,  when  1  trembled  with  tmt 
,      I  might  never  bobold  tltas  again  1 
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But  IM  ffjtr  ma  iccapUd,  tba  •orraw  b  o'er. 
And  uie  IMT-drop  U  Sed,  like  tb«  dsw  on  tba 

Tfay  dangsn,  oar  tnn,  hvHi  endsa^d  tbM  Iha 
And  mf  boMin  with  teadenMM  gtowa . 

And  ob !  urban  lbs  dnaia*,  tba  mohuitiiiMiU  of 

Bn^ht  and  triMlent,  Imtb  fied,  like  fiw  nlit- 

My  ■Bectioo  fur  thee,  atUI  unlkdliig  la  troth. 
Shall  DeTer,  oh !  never  den;  l 

Ho  time  <an  impair  It,  im  ebiaga  eatt  deftroy, 
Whtle'et  b«  the  lot  I  am  dft^ed  to  afaare  i 

It  will  imile  in  the  annahioe  or  hope  aad  of  joy. 
And  baaailbcon{b  the  dead  of  despair ! 


TO  HT  ELDEST  BROTHER, 

(Wm  TBI  niTISH  ucm   lit  KHtTTOitl.) 

How  many  a  da/,  in  varioua  buei  airaj'd. 
Bright  with  gtj  nuuhinB,  or  ecKpaed  with  ahade. 
How  many  aa  hour,  oa  aileat  wing  ii  pait, 
O  ray  loied  Brother !  siaoc  weaaw  tlioe  hwtl 
Since  l4n>  haa  cliildhood  ripeo'd  iato  yo< 
I  aobei 


Perennial  joy  ahould  harmontze  thy  breai^ 
No  Btraggle  rand  thee,  and  n  '    " 


Still  ahall  it  live,  with  pare,  anclouded  Hi 
Id  atornia,  in  aunAine,  ftr  and  near — the  aaina. 
Still  dwotl  eatfarooed  withia  th'  anraryinj^  beait 
And  firu  and  vilqj— bnt  with  Hfe  dapull 


II  bare  fli 


irtrath; 


And  fancy'* 
Her  aplendid 

Aa  aage  einerieaoe  waved 
Yet  ttiU  thine  abacDcs  wakea  the  tender  ligb. 
And  the  tear  tremble*  in  affEotion'i  hto  ! 
Wbeo  ahall  we  meet  agaia  I — with  gmwiag  ny, 
Heart-HMtbinr  hope  illomea  aame  futnie  day ; 
Qieeke  the  nd  tboaght,  beruilea  the  itartinx  tear. 
And  alnn  banigoly  >tiU — Umt  day  ii  aear  I 
She,  wilb  bright  eye,  and  aoul-bewitehinc  Toiee, 
WiDi  aa  to  amile,  inapire*  na  to  icjoioai 
Telle,  that  the  hour  approachea,  to  reoton 
Our  eheciah'd  wanderer  to  hia  home  once  more ; 
Where  lacred  tiea  hi*  manly  worth  endear, 
To  Buth  elill  true,  affection  atill  liocere  1 
Then  the  past  woea,  the  future'a  dubiooa  lot, 
In  that  bleat  muctioE  ahall  be  all  fbrgot ' 


Now  diatant  hr,  amidal  the  intrepid  hart, 
Albion'a  lirm  ions,  on  Lueitania'i  coaat, 
(That  gallant  bond,  in  countleaa  danger*  tried. 
Where  slory'i    pcds^tai  beima  their   ooDatont 
fuide.) 


Don  laney  ofl  in  biuy  day-dreama  roont, 
And  painl  the  greeling  that  awoiti  at  home  ? 
Doe*  memory'*  pencil  ofl,  in  meUaving  hoe, 
Dear  aoclal  aoenea,  departed  joya  renew ; 
It  aoHer  tinta  delighting  to  lelrace 
Kach  tender  image  and  oseh  well-known  bee  T 
Yea  1  wanderer,  yea  ',  thy  spirit  Sie*  to  thoac, 
Wboea  lore,  unaiter'd,  warm  and  fkiihM  glowi. 
3M  49 


Oh,ll 


Soft  Ibmale  char  ma  and  grace  relined. 

With  acienee  and  with  light ! 

Ccleatlol  maid !  *ho«  ipirit  aMr'd- 

Beyond  tliisnie  oftear*; 
Whon  clear,  enllghten'd  eye  ex^otad 
The  lore  of  yoara  1 

Daughter  of  Hearen  !  if  herr,  e'en  htrl. 

The  wing  of  towering  thought  was  IhllM 
If,  on  thit  dim  and  mundane  aphere. 
Fair  (ruth  illmn«l  thy  bright  career. 
With  morning.star  divino; 
How  moat  tliy  bl^'d  ethereal  aod 
Naa  kindle  in  her  noon-tide  ny  ■ 
And  hail,  unfoEter'd  by  control. 
The  Fount  of  Day  ! 

E'en  HOW,  perhapo,  tliy  aertpb  eraa^ 

Undimm'd  by  doubt,  not  veil'd  by  fear, 
Babold  a  chain  of  wonder*  riaei 
Gate  on  tlie  nooa-beam  of  the  akiee, 
Tranaoendanl,  para  and  clsar! 
E'en  n«w.  the  lair,  the  good,  tba  irtM, 

From  mortal  eight  CMiaeal'd, 
Blee*  in  one  blaie  thy  raplnred  Tiew, 
In  light  reraal'd  1 

If  lera,  the  lore  of  diatant  time. 

And  learning*!  flowera  were  all  thine  VWB 
How  mnit  thy  mind  aaceud  mblime, 
Matured  in  beaven'a  empyrval  dime, 
To  lighl'a  oecloiided  throne ! 
Perhapa,  o^en  nets,  thy  kindling  glonoe, 

EUoh  orb  of  liiing  Gre  aiplorea ; 
Dart*  o'er  erealioa'a  wide  ef  ponae, 
Admire* — adore* '. 

Oh  !  if  that  Ilgblniug-eye  aurreya 
Thia  dark  and  aubloniry  plain , 
How  mu*t  the  wreith  of  human  praiw 
Fada,  wither,  Taniih,  In  Ihy  gaie. 
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Whila  on  thine  ejM  with  lueid  ilraun. 
The  nin  of  fflorf  poon  bii  beMD, 


THE  SILVER  LOCKS. 


Thodoh  joath  idbt  bout  the  earli  tiitt  Sow, 

lo  lann;  wave*  of  subam  glow ; 
At  {riceliil  on  thj  hoary  hotd, 
Hu  time  the  robe  of  honour  apread, 
And  there,  oh !  •oil);,  M/tly  ibed 
Hi*  wreUhofnuwl 

A>  frott-work  on  the  treee  dJBplair'd, 

When  weeping  Flora  Icbvm  Ihe  shsde, 

E'en  more  tJiin  Flora,  cliarma  the  Bight; 

E'sD  »  Ui;  loclu  of  purimt  white, 

SuniTe,  in  age'i  (nut.  work  bright, 

YouUi'i  Teniil  roee  decaj'd  ! 

To  grace  Iho  njmph  whoae  tmecs  play 

Light  on  the  Kporliva  breeu  of  Ma; , 

Let  other  bardi  the  garbod  twine. 

Where  iweeli  of  eier;  hue  combine  i 

Thoae  locki  revered,  uiat  ailver;  ihine, 

Invils  mj  In  J I 

hum  white  the  lannner-cloud  gublimo, 
LcM  while  tho  winter's  fringing  rime; 

Nor  do  Behndu's  lorelier  lecni, 

(A  Poet'a  bhat  im  mortal  theme,) 

Than  tliino,  which  wear  llie  rauoulight  beun 
Of  ret'rend  Timo ! 

Long  m*7  the  gracefal  hononn  amile, 

Like  moM  on  lonte  declining  pile ; 
Oh !  much  levered  >  maj  filial  care, 
Around  Ihee,  duleoua,  long  repair, 
Tbj  joya  with  lender  bliaa  to  share, 
Tliy  paini  beguile ! 

Lon?.  long,  ye  anowy  ringlet*,  wave, 

I^ng,  long,  your  maoh-loved  beauty  aive ! 

Hay  bhia  your  latent  evening  crown, 

Diurm  life's  winter  of  ita  frown. 

And  aoft  je  hoary  hair*  go  down. 

In  gladoeaa  to  the  grave ! 

Add  aa  the  parting  beam*  of  day. 
On  moDntain-anowa  reflected  play. 
And  liols  of  roleale  lualre  ahed ; 
Thus.  OQ  the  anow  that  crawna  thy  head. 
May  joy,  with  evening  planot,  shed 
Hi*  mildest  ray  ! 
AiMsil  IBIh.  laXL 


THE  RDIN  AND  ITS  FLOWERS. 

tlwim  of  (he  wild  I  that  breathe  and  Uooro, 
On  Ihi*  lone  tower,  (hi*  ivied  wall; 

Lend  lo  tha  gale  a  rich  perfume. 
And  grace  the  rain  in  ili  M ; 


Tfaongh  doom'd,  rcmot*  from  cutlen  er*- 
To  smile,  to  flouriah,  aod  lo  die, 

Id  Kilitude  niblime. 
Oh !  raer  may  the  spring  renew 
Year  balmy  scent  and  glowing  bne, 

To  deck  the  robe  of  time! 

Breathe,  flvgrance  1  breathe,  enrich  the  oir, 
Thongh  wasted  on  it*  wing  unknown  ! 

JJlow,  Bow'ret* !  Mow,  though  vainly  Oir, 
Neglected  and  alone ! 

These  Bowers  that  long  withstood  tha  blaa4, 

Theae  moaay  lowera  are  mouldering  faat. 
White  Flora's  children  aUy— 
To  mantle  o'er  Ihe  lonely  pile, 
To  gild  Deatruction  with  a  amile. 
And  beautify  Decay ! 

Sweets  of  the  wild '.  uncultnrcd  blowing. 
Neglected  in  laxuriance  glowing; 
From  Ihe  dark  ruins  frowning  near. 
Your  charma  in  brighter  tints  appear. 
And  richer  bloah  aaanme ; 
You  *mi)e  with  wfler  beaoty  ctowq'iIL 
Whikft  sll  is  desolato  around, 

IJke  annahine  on  a  tomb ! 

Thon  hoary  pile,  majealic  still, 

Memaolo  of  departed  liune ! 
While  roving  o'er  Ihe  moss-clad  hill, 

I  ponder  on  Ihine  ancient  name! 

Here  Grandeur,  Beauty,  Vsloor  eleepv 
That  here,  so  oil,  liavo  ahone  suprema  i 

While  Glory,  Honour,  Fancy,  weep. 
That  TUish'd  is  Uie  golden  dream  ! 

Where  are  Ilia  banners,  waving  prond. 
To  kia*  the  nmroer-galo  of  even- 
All  purple  a*  Ihe  n)OTning.cloud, 
All  streaming  lo  the  winds  of  Heavan  t 

Where  is  tha  harp,  by  rapture  atning. 


To  lovelinea*,  or  glory  T 

Lorn  echo  of  these  monldering  walla. 
To  thee  no  ftalal  meaanre  calb  i 
No  music  tbrongh  the  desert  halls, 
Awakes  thee  to  rejoice  1 

How  atill  they  alccp !  a*  death  profbnnd, 
A*  if,  within  this  lonely  round, 
A  step — a  note— a  ahUprr'd  taund. 
Had  ne'er  aroused  thy  voioe! 


Thou  hear'al  Ihe  lephyr  mnrmurtng.  dying. 
Thou  hear'st  the  foliage  waving,  sighing: 
But  ne'er  again  Bhall  harp  or  aong, 
These  dark  deserted  courts  along, 

Dislarb  thy  calm  repoee; 
The  harp  ii  brokr,  (he  song  i*  fled. 
The  voice  i*  huah'd,  the  bard  i*  dead : 
And  never  ahatl  thy  tone*  repeat, 
Or  Iol>y  strain,  or  carol  aweet. 

With  plaintive  dose ! 
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JOVENILE  POEMS. 


Prood  Castle  !  Ihaugh  the  dijri  are  flown. 
When  once  tby  towen  in  glory  ihono ; 
When  niiuic  thnnigh  thy  turiEt*  rung, 
When  bannen  o'er  thy  rampaiti  hang, 
7*hoiigh  'midil  thine  archoa,  ftoirning  Ions, 
Storn  DijwilBlion  raar  hia  throne  ; 
And  Silence,  deep  and  avrul,  reign, 
Wbero  ccbo'd  once  the  cliotiil  strain ; 
YL-t  oft,  dork  Ruin !  lingering  here. 
The  Mu»  will  hail  llioe  with  «  tear  ; 
Here  when  Ih«  mooQli^ht,  quir'ring,  beuni, 
And  through  the  fringmg  itv  atreaaii. 
And  BOl^a  every  ahude  aublioie. 
And  maliowi  every  lint  oT  Time — 
Oh  !  hero  ahall  Coalemplalion  loTe, 
Unaeen  and  undisturb'd,  to  rora; 
And  bending  o'er  acme  moaay  tomb, 
Whero  Valoor  alceps,  or  Beantiea  bloon, 
Bhall  weep  for  Glory'a  traruient  day, 
And  Grandeur'a  eraneacent  ray  '. 
And  liat'ninf  to  (tte  awelling  blut. 
Shall  wake  iha  Spirit  of  the  Poet, 
Call  up  the  fiinna  of  agei  Sed, 
or  warriora  and  of  minatrela  dead ; 
Who  aought  the  Geld,  irho  ilraek  the  lyre, 
With  all  AmlHtion'i  kindling  Gre ! 

Nor  nilt  Ihon,  Spring '.  refbaa  lo  bmihe 


Sweeta  of  the  «IU,  oh !  ever  bloom. 

Unheeded  on  thia  ivied  nail ! 
Lend  to  the  gala  a  rich  perfume. 

And  grace  the  Ruin  in  tta  &11 ! 

Thoa,  roond  Mialbrtnne'a  boly  hcsd 
Wepld  Pily  wreolha  of  honour  epread ; 
Like  you,  thoa  blooming  on  thii  lonely  piln, 
She  Keki  Deapair,  with  heart-reviving  amile  '■ 


CHEISTMAS  CAROL. 

F«ni  Gralilude  '.  in  strain  aublime. 

Snail  high  lo  Heaven  Ihy  twasfiil  tul  i 

And,  hailing  this  auapicioo*  lime. 
Kneel,  Adoralion  1  kneel! 


For  lo!  the  day.  111'  immortal  day. 
When  Mercy's  full,  benignant  ray, 
Cbaa^d  every  gathering  cloud  anay. 

And  pour'd  the  nowi  of  light! 
.,  i._  ■ — m: ling,  giowin 


Raptnr 


be  kindling,  mounting,  g 

■       lariafl. 

wight ! 


Sowing, 


Mesnah !  bo  thy  name  adored, 
Eternal,  high,  redeeming  Lord ! 
By  gralofuT worda  be  antbema  pour'd! 

Emanuel!  Prince  of  Peace ! 
Thia  day,  from  Heaven's  empyreal  dwelling. 
Harp,  lyre,  and  voice,  in  concert  atvelling. 

Bade  discord  coaae ! 

Wako  the  loud  pnan,  lune  the  voice. 
Children  of  heaven  and  son*  of  earth  ! 

Serapha  and  men,  ciult,  rejoice. 
To  blcsB  [he  Saviour'a  birth ! 


Devotion !  light  tliy  purest  fira  I 
Transport!  on  chcrub-ivlng  aspire  ! 
Praise!  wake  to  Him  thy  golden  lyre. 

Strike  every  thrilling  chord  ! 
While  at  the  Ark  of  Mercy  kneeling. 
We  own  thy  grace,  reviving,  healing, 

Redeemer !  Lord ! 


Tnaa  on  thia  day,  oh,  Love  Divine! 

The  Orient  Star's  effulgance  roM ; 
Then  waked  the  Morn,  whose  eye  benign 

Shall  neTcr  never  cicae ! 


THE  DOMESTIC  AFFECTIONa 

Whehok  art  those  tranquil  joys  in  mercy  ^van. 
To  light  the  wilderness  with  beams  of  heaven  T 
To  soothe  our  cares,  and  through  Iho  world  diRlut 
'Tlieir  tamper'd  sonshino,  and  ccleslinl  hues  T 
Thoae  pure  delights,  erdain'd  on  life  to  throw 
Gloama  of  the  Uisa  cdiercel  natures  know  T 
3ay,  do  they  grace  Ambition's  regal  throne. 
When  kneeling  myriads  cb]1  the  world  his  own  I 
Or  dwell  with  Lui'ry,  in  Ih'  enchanted  bowen, 
Whero  taste  and  wealth  exert  erealiM  powers  I 

Favonr'd  of  Heaven!  O  Genius!  are  they  thins^ 
When  tonnd  thy  brow  the  wreaiha  of  glory  ahina 
Whilo  rapture  gazes  on  Ihr  radiant  way, 
'Midst  the  bri^lrealms  of  clear  and  mental  dayT 
Ho',  ucredjoys!  'tiayouralo  dwell  en^ined. 
Most  fondly  chorish'd,  m  the  purest  mind ; 
To  twine  with  flowers,  Ihoae  loved,  endearing  lio^ 
On  earth  so  sweet— so  per&ct  in  the  akica ! 

Nursed  on  Uie  lap  of  solitude  and  shade,        * 
Tlie  violet  smiles,  embosom'd  in  the  glade : 
There  ahcds  her  spiril  on  the  lonely  gale. 
Gem  of  seclusion  1  treasure  of  the  vale ! 
Thus,  Kir  retired  from  life's  lumnltuooa  toad, 
Domestic  Bliss  has  Ri'd  her  calm  abode. 
Where  ballow'd  Innocence  and  sweet  Repoae 
May  strew  her  ahadowy  path  with  many  a  rose : 
As,  when  dread  timnder  ahakes  the  troubled  sky 
1'he  cherub.  Infancy,  can  dose  its  cjo, 
And  aneetly  smile,  uuconseioua  of  a  tear. 
While  vicwtcBB  angcia  wave  their  pinions  near 
Thus,  while  around  the  storms  of  Discord  roll. 
'  Borne,  on  rcsistleoa  wing,  from  pole  to  pole ; 
I  WhUe  War's  red  lightning  deaolato  the  ball, 
:And  thrones  and  empires  m  destruction  fall. 
iThcn  eilm  as  evening  on  the  silvery  wave, 
[When  the  wind  slumbers  in  the  ocean  cave. 


D,9   zed  oy  Google 


MRS.  BEMANS*  WOHK& 


For  bar,  ineel  Nitora  wem  her  loreKeit  bloonM, 
Add  •Oder  (unihiiw  ncrf  Msne  itiamea, 
Wb«Q  Spring  MTkke*  the  spiril  a(  Ibe  brscM,    '' 
WfaoH  light  wing-  ondntitn  Ihfl  Blei|nng  lui ; 
When  Sammar  wiiing  her  crrativo  wand, 
Bidi  verdnra  amile,  and  slowinf  Ufa  expand  : 
Or  Auluma'a  pencil  iheda,  oith  mafic  traoe. 
O'er  fidln^  laiclinaaa,  R  moemlight  graca ; 
Oh  I  atiU  fbr  her,  thloagb  Nalnro'a  bcnndleM 

nign. 
No  diann  ia  loat,  do  Wutj  blooma  in  nin ; 
Wbila  roenul  peace,  o'er  eTorr  proapect  bright 
Tbrom  nielEowing  tinti^  and  narmoniiing  li^ht ! 
Lo !  borne  on  clouda,  in  ruahinj;  miglit  aubluae, 
Stem  Winler,  bunUng  from  the  polar  clime, 
Triampbinl  waioa  hie  aignal-lorcb  en  high. 
The  Uood.red  meteor  or  the  norlhera  Aj '. 
And  high  through  darkneaa  reara  hia  giant-fbrni, 
Hia  throne  the  billoir,  and  hia  Bag  the  alorm  ! 
Yet  than,  when  bloom  and  aanahine  are  no  more, 
And  the  wild  aurrea  foam  along  the  ahore ; 
Donwatk  Bliaa,  tiy  beiven  ia  atill  aerene, 
Thj  atar  nncloudM,  and  thj  myrtle  green ! 
Tbj  &ne  o(  real  no  raging  atormi  inTids, 
Sircet  paaee  ia  thine,  (he  aeraph  of  the  ahade ! 
ClBar  through  the  day,  her  light  around  Ihee  glowa, 
And  gilda  Uie  midnight  of  thy  deep  repoaa! 
— HailtncredHeaie!  wheraaoflAKeclian'abaDit, 
•Wilh  flowera  of  Edeo  twinea  her  magic  band  ! 
When  pan  and  bright,  Iha  aocial  antoun  riae, 
Conoonltioit  oil  Ihrir  holioat  energiea '. 
Wbao  wsriJDg  l«l  baa  dimm'd  the  Thai  flama, 
And  eaety  power  daaerta  the  ainking  fiama; 


The  eharin  (bat  lolU,  the  manna  that  realoTM ! 
Tboa,  vhca  oppreaa'd  with  rode,  tomultnona  cuwa 
To  thee,  sweat  HonM  1  the  Unling  mind  re^in 
Stilt  to  thy  breaat,  «  veariad  pl^im,  fliea, 
Hei  ark  ot  refnga  from  mueftain  Aiea  '. 


To  Ute*  we  lorn,  alill  faithrnl,  from  a&r, 
Tfaec,  anr  bright  viata!  thea,  our  magnet  atar  I 
And  from  the  martial  field,  the  trooUod  aea, 
Un&Uer'd  thooght  aUll  rovea  tn  Uiaa  and  thea ! 


n  awfbl  alumb«r  die, 
no  wave  lo  murmur,  and  no  gale  to  >igh : 
Wide  o'er  the  world,  when  Peace  and  Midnight 

And  the  mom  treroblea  on  the  aleeping  main ; 
At  that  atiH  hour,  the  nibr  wakea  to  keep, 
'Midat  the  dead  calm,  the  Tlgil  of  Uie  dcept 
No  gleaming  almiea  hia  dim  harizon  bound, 
AllheiTen — «nd  aea — and  aolltude — around! 
ilien,  fK>m  Ilia  lonely  dceh,  tlie  lilent  heini. 


Leatii^  tliR  wnrld*  of  ocean  Air  behind, 


a  nxleor-Saih  her  awiA  m 


Lo !  the  nida  wUrlwind  mbaa  from  ita  cave. 
And  Dtagn  &imo»--iht  mooani)  at  the  wave  .■ 
Lo !  rocka  aixl  aturnu  the  atriring  baik  repel. 
And  Death  ud  Sliipwnok  ride  the  fi>miog  awcO ! 

Child  of  the  ooean !  ia  thr  bier  the  large. 
Thy  grave  the  billow,  and  the  wind  thy  dirge  T 
Yea !  thy  long  toila,  thr  weary  conflict 't  o'er. 
No  atom  ataaU  wake,  no  perila  rooae  thee  mure  i 
Yet,  in  Ihal  airiemn  hoar,  that  awful  alrife, 
The  almggting  agimy  for  death  or  lift; 
ETen  then  iby  mind,  embitl'ring  every  pain. 
Retraced  the  Imagv  ao  beloved — in  vain  ! 
Still  to  iworf  Homa,  thy  lad  rcgreta  were  Inie, 
Lift'a  parting  aigb— the  marmnr  of  adieu  ! 


Te  daylight  dreamt!  that  cheer  the  aoMiai^ 
breaat. 
In  hoilile  elimea  with  of 


Oh  I  atill  ye  bear  him  from  th'  eoianguined  i^ain. 
Armour'*  brighiaaah,nul  VictMj'aChenlatraiiv 
To  that  loved  Home,  wbvte  pure  afedieo  giowa. 
That  abrine  of  Uiaa  ',  a^lum  of  repooal 
When  ■(]  ia  boah'd— the  ■««  af  oooibat  peat. 
And  DO  dread  war-note  awella  the  moaning  blast ; 
When  the  warm  throb  of  niwj  •  kmut  ia  o'er. 
And  many  an  eye  ia  oleatd  to  waheno  ipore; 
LaJ'd  by  the  nigbt-wjnd,  piUsw'd  oo  Ibe  graand, 
(Tbe  dewy  deathbed  of  hi*  comradoa  round !} 
While  o'er  the  alain  the  tetra  of  midnight  weep^ 
faiot  with  fttigae,  he  ainka  in  alunibera  deep! 
Ccn  then,  soft  viiiioDa,  bov'ring  rocnd,  portray 
The  oberjah'd  lormi  that  o'er  hia  boaom  away; 
He  teea  fond  transport  light  aacfa  beaming  face. 
Meets  the  warm  taar^lrop,  and  the  long-  emhice ! 
While  the  aweet  welcome  vibratM  through  hi« 
heart, 
Hti^  weary  aoldior  1— never  mora  to  partr* 


Then  the  brigiil  rtpturea,  words  can  >>> 
Flaah  in  hia  eye,  and  mantle  o'er  hia  c 
Then   Lore  and  Friendabip,  whoae 

prayer. 

Implored  for  liim,  each  guardian-spirifa  care ; 
Who,  Sir  hia  fate,  thraugb  aorrow'a  ling'ring  year. 
Had  proved  each  thrilling  pulse  of  hope  and  fear 
In  that  bleat  moment,  all  the  peat  Ibrget — 
Koura  of  auspense,  and  vigili  of  regret! 


.yGooj^le 
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HoMT  •wcet  to  change  the  ini--ang'»  pcalinr  nw 
For  woodliiMl-aaUDiU,  in  nunmer-ur  that  Hott ! 
TbiBUch  valei  nC  peace,  o'w  mountun  v'liia  te 

Aful    breuhe   bi*   nalin  gele*,  thnl  whuper  — 


Hail,  tweet  eBdeurmenti  of  dDiDCatie  tlei, 
Cbarnu  of  Biutonee !  tngsl  ajDipothiet ! 
"niough  Fleuura  amila,  a  lofl  CircaaBiui  queen  1 
And  guide  her  Totariea  through  a  fair;  tcenc, 
Wlien  ajrjphid  &rma  b^uiie  Ihcir  iremil  hoon. 
With  mi^  and  muaic,  in  Arcadian  boweia; 
Though  gaiiug  nalioDa  hail  tlie  fiery  car. 
That  benia  the  Son  of  Cooqatat  frooi  afar; 
While  Fodio'b  loud  psun  bidi  hia  heart  rejoice. 
And  eT«r;  life-puleo  libratn  to  her  voice  j — 
Yet  from  your  aource,  ahn*,  in  maiei  bright, 
Flows  tlie  full  current  of  lercne  delight '. 

On  Freedom'!  vlng,  that  eveir  wild  explores, 
1%riiugh  realma  of  apace,  th'  aspHing- eagle  lOBim 
Darti  o'er  the  clouda,  exulting  to  admire. 
Meridian  gloi7 — >on  lier  tlirone  oT  firo ! 
Bird  of  the  Sun !  bis  keen  unwearied  gaie, 
Haila  the  full  moon,  and  triumphs  in  the  blaze ; 
But  aoon,  descending  Irom  liii  height  aoUime, 
Day'a  Inirning  fbant,  and  liglit's  empyreal  clime : 


Thna  Geniua,  inonnting  on  hii  bright  career, 
Throogb  the  wide  regions  of  the  mental  apherei 

And  proudly  waving,  in  bisgifled  band. 
O'er  Fancy  a  worlds,  Invenliun's  plailic  wand  ; 
Fearless  and  firm,  nitb  liglilning-eyo  nurveya 
The  cUarcal  lieavcn  of  intellectual  rays  ! 
yet,  oD  hia  course  Iboogli  brtieit  hopes  attend. 
And  kindling  raptures  aid  blm  to  ascend ; 
(While  in  his  mind,  with  high-born  grandeur 

fhugbt, 
Dilate  the  noblest  energies  oflhonght  0 
Btill,  fratn  the  bliss,  ethereal  and  refined, 
Which  crowns  the  soarings  of  triumphant  mind. 
At  lengtb  he  Bios,  to  that  serene  retreat. 
Where  calm  and  pore,  the  mild  afibctjana  meet ; 
Embosam'd  there,  to  feat  and  to  impart 
The  softer  pteosurea  of  tlio  social  heart! 

Ab !  veep  for  ihoM:,  deserted  aitd  Kn-Ioto, 
From  every  tie,  by  fata  relentless  torn ; 
See,  on  tlic  barren  coast,  llio  lonely  isle, 
Mark'd  with  no  step,  unchecr'd  by  human  smile ; 
llsut-siek  and  faint   tho  sJiipwrock'd  wanderer 

stand. 
Raise  the  dim  eye,  and  lift  the  auppliant  hand  t 
Riplvre  with  fniitjcss  gnu  the  billcwy  main, 
'"*  '         — and  linger — but  in  vain  ! 


Thence,  roving  wild  llirough  many  a  depth  of 

Where  voice  ne'er  ccho'd,  foolslap  never  stray'd 
Hs  fondly  seehs,  o'er  etifTs  and  deserts  rude, 
Hsonts  of  mnnhinrl,  'midst  rcslma  of  solitude ! 
And  pnuses  oil,  and  sadly  hears  alone. 
The  wood's  deep  sigh,  tlio  surge's  distant  moan ! 
43» 


All  else  u  hush'd !  s«  •ileal,  so  ^foum!. 
As  if  aome  viewleaa  power,  presiding  round. 
With  mystic  spel^  unbroken  hy  a  breath. 
Had  Bpraod  fer  ages  the  r^Kiie  of  death  1 
Ah  !  atill  iho  wondsfer,  b;  the  boundtesa  deep* 
Lives  but  to  watcb — and  watches  but  to  we^' 
He  aecs  no  sail  in  liiini  perspective  rise. 
His  the  dresd  lonelinGM  of  sea  and  akies ! 
Far  from  hia  cheriah'd  friiinds,  his  native  sliors, 


Lo!  tbroagb  the  waste,  the  wild  era  asa  of  low^ 
With  tainting  etsp,  Siberia's  exile  goes! 
Ilomeleas  and  aad,  e'er  many  a  polar  wiU, 
Where  beam,  or  flower,  or  verdure  never  aodlad  j 
Where  froat  and  silence  bold  their  despot-reign. 
And  bind  eiiilcnce  in  alertul  ebain  ! 
Child  of  the  desert !  pilgrim  of  tiie  gloom ! 
Dark  is  the  path  which  leada  thee  to  IIm  tomht 
While  oa  thy  faded  cheek,  the  arctic  air 
Congeals  the  bitter  tear-drop  of  despair ! 

that  fate  condemns  thy  aloaiog  day 


No  more  shall  boain  enchantment  on  thy  s^btj 
Ah !  not  Ibr  tAis,  far,  far  bevond  reliei^ 
Doep  in  [hy  bcsooi  dwella  the  hopeleaa  grief; 
But  that  no  friend  of  kindred  heart  is  there, 
Tb;  woes  to  mitigate,  thy  toils  to  share ; 
That  no  mild  soother  fooflly  shall  assuago 
I'he  stormy  trials  of  thy  lin^'ring  age ; 
No  amile  of  tenderness,  with  an^l  power, 
I'Ull  the  dread  pangs  of  dissolution's  hour ; 
Fur  this  alone,  despair,  a  withering  guest. 
Sits  on  thy  brow,  and  cankers  in  Uiy  breast . 
Yes '.  there,  e'en  there,  in  that  tremendous  dim* 
W  here  desert  grandeur  frowns,  in  pomp  sublime , 
Where  winter  triumphs,  through  the  jralar  night. 
In  all  his  wild  magnificence  of  might ; 
E'en  titrt,  aflecUou's  faallow'd  sjkII  might  pour 
The  light  of  heaven  around  th'  mclemenl  shore ! 
And,   like   the  vaka  with  gloom  and  snnahiiM 

That  smile,  by  circling  Pyreocea  embraced, 
Teach  tlie  pure  heart,  with  vital  fires  lo  glow. 
E'en  'midst  the  world  of  aolitode  and  snow  ! 
The   halcyon's  charm,  thus  dreaming   fictiooa 

With  m vatic  power,  could  tranquillite  the  main; 
Bid  the  lend  wind,  the  mountain  billow,  sleepi 
And  peace  and  silence  brood  upon  the  deep ! 

And  thus,  AffiMion,  can  Ay  voice  compoaa 
The  stormy  tide  of  psssiens  ar>d  of  woes; 
Bid  every  throb  of  wild  emotion  coasc, 
And  lull  niisfbrluns  iu  the  arms  of  peace ! 

Oh !  msrk  yon  drooping  form,  of  aged  nuen. 
Wan,  yd  roign'd,  and  hopeless,  yet  serene ! 
Iiong  ere  victorioup  time  had  sought  lo  chase 
The  bloom,  the  smile,  that  once  illouicd  hia  face 
That  Gidrd  eye  was  dimm'd  wilh  many  a  cira 
Those  waving  locks  were  silvei'd  by  derps.'' 
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Yet  filial  lore  cui  pour  the  uvereign  balm, 
Amuga  bin  pongs,  Mi  noudded  apiril  calm ! 
He,  a  sad  emigrant '.  condema'd  to  roam. 
In  lifo'i  pale  autumn,  from  hii  ruin'd  borne; 
Ho*  borne  Lhe  ilioek  of  Pcrjl'a  darkert  wate, 
Where  J07  —  and  hope — and  fortune  —  found  a 

T  not  bia,  to  ics  Deetmctiaa'a  fierceit  bind, 
Ku>h,  Uke  ■  Trphon,  on  bis  nalira  Und, 
And  roll,  triuniphi,n(,  on  Iheir  blasted  waj. 
In  lire  and  hlood — the  deluf^  of  digma;  ! 
Unequal  combat  rafred  on  man;  a  plain, 
And  patriot-Talonr  waved  the  svord  ia  vain! 
Abl  gallant  eiile!  nobly,  long,  ha  bled. 
Long  braved  Ibe  tempeil  gath  ring  o'or  fain  bead ! 
Till  all  WH  loci !  and  borror'i  darken'd  eje 
Rouaed  lbs  atem  spirit  of  deipair  to  die ! 

Ah !  gallant  eiile  '.  in  the  stonn  that  roti'd 
Far  o'er  his  coiintrj,  rushing  uncontroU'd  ; 
The  flowers  that  graced  his  path  with  loveliest 

Torn  by  the  blaat — were  sciUer'd  on  the  tomb ! 
When  carnage  burat,  exalling  in  the  Glri!o, 
The  boBom  lira  thai  bound  hii  aonl  to  lilb ; 
Yet  one  woa  spared !  and  she,  whose  filial  smile 
Can  aoolhe  his  wanderings,  and  hii  tears  beguile ; 
E'en  (Am,  cnuld  temper,  with  dirinc  relicl^ 
Tlie  wild  delirium  of  unbounded  grief; 
And  whisp'ring  peace,  conceal,  with  duleoas  nrl, 
Elcr  ovfa  deep  Borrows  in  her  inmost  heart ! 
And  now,  though  time,  eubduiiig  every  Iraco, 
Mas  mvUoa'd  all,  ho  flewr  eon  irwte  ; 
on  will  the  wanderer's  tears  in  silence  flow. 
Still  audi;  fuilliful  to  remember'd  woe  •. 
Then  ahe,  who  feels  ■  lather's  pong  alone, 
(Slilt  liindl;  struggling  to  supprcsA  htr  oata,) 
With  anxious  lendemeM  is  ever  nigh. 
To  chaae  lhe  image  tliat  awakes  the  sigh  ! 
Her  anget-voice  his  rntnllng  soul  Can  raise. 
To  brighter  visions  of  celestial  days  ! 
And  speak  of  realms,  where  Virtue's  wing  shall 

On  eagle-plume — to  wander  and  adore ; 
And  Friends,  divided  here,  shall  meet  at  lost. 
Unite  their  kindred  mhiIs — and  smilo  ou  all  tlie 

Yes !  we  may  hope,  that  nature's  dcitlilcn  lies, 
Rcncw'd,  refined — slioll  triumph  in  Iho  skies  I 
ilcart-soothing  thought  1  whose  loved,  consoling 

With  sFraph-dreams  can  gild  reflection's  hour; 
Oh!  slill  be  near,  and  biigbl'ning  llirough  ttic 

gloom. 
Beam  and  ascend !  llio  doy-stor  of  the  tomb '. 
And  smile  for  those,  in  Htornest  ordcol*  proved, 
Those  bncly  hearts,  bcrell  of  all  they  lorcd. 


Titers,  bending  still,  with  fii'd  and  sIccpIoM  «J9, 
There,  from  her  child,  the  mother  learns  to  diB ; 
Explores,  with  fearful  gi7«,  each  moumfiil  tiaem 
Of  ling'ring  sickness  in  (lie  Isded  faeo ; 
'rhron£h  the  sad  niirlit,  when  every  hope  is  flsd. 
Keeps  her  lone  vigil  by  the  sufferer's  Iwd  ; 
And  start!  each  morn,  as  deeper  marks  dedara 
The  spoiler's  hand — the  blight  of  death,  is  then  . 
He  conies!  now  feebly  in  the  eihaualeil  frame. 
Stow,  languid,  qQivering,  bums  the  vital  flame ; 
From  tlie  glaicd  eye-ball  sheds  its  parting  ray. 
Dim,  transient  (pork,  that  flattering,  fadea  aiiray 
Faint   beats  Iho  bov'ring  pulse,  the  tTombliog 

Yet  fond  eiistence  lingers  ere  abe  put  1 

'T  i*  past,  the  struggle  and  Iho  pang  are  o'er. 

And  lire  shall  throb  with  agony  no  more ; 
While  o'er  Ibe  wasted  form,  the  Ibatnres  pale, 
Deatli's  awful  abadowa  throw  tlielr  silvery  Toil : 
Departed  spirit:  on  this  earthly  s^Aere, 
Though  poignant  suffering  mork'd  thy  short  oa> 


But  who  maji  charm  itr  sl«eplen  pang  to  nat. 
Or  draw  the  Ihom  llial  rankles  in  her  breast? 
And,  while  she  bends  in  tilence  o'er  Uiy  bier. 
Assuage  lhe  grief,  too  h«art-Bieh  for  a  tear  1 
ViaionB  of  hope,  in  loveliest  huea  array'd, 
Fair  scenes  of  bliss!  by  fancy's  hand  portny'd; 
And  were  jc  doom'd  with  lalac,  illusive  smila^ 
With  flatt'rlng  promise,  to  enchant  awbilo  T 
And  are  yo  vanish'd,  never  to  relum, 
Scl  in  the  dirkncn  of  tho  mould'ring  am  T 
Will  no  bright  hoar  departed  joys  rcatore ! 
Shall  the  sod  p.irent  meet  her  child  no  moreT 
Dehold  no  mire  tiie  aouLillu mined  face. 
The  eiprcaaive  smile,  the  animated  grace  T 
Must  the  fuir  blosiom,  witber'd  in  the  tomb^ 
Revive  no  more  in  loveliness  and  bloom? 
Dcaeend,  bleat  fliith  !  dispel  the  hopeless  care. 
And  chase  the  gath'ring  phantoms  of  derpair ; 
Tell,  llial  the  flower,  transplanted  in  its  mom. 
Enjoys  bright  Eden,  freed  from  everv  (born ; 
I'lipandii  to  milder  auns,  and  sofler  dews. 
The  full  pcrleclion  of  immortal  hues; 
Tell,  that  when  mounting  to  bci  native  skies, 
liy  death  released,  the  parent  spirit  flies ; 
There  shall  the  child,  in  anguish  moum'd  so  long. 
With  rapture  lisil  her,  'midst  the  ohcrub  throng ; 
And  guide  her  pinion,  on  exulting  Bight, 
Through  glory's  boundless  realms,  and   worlds 
ol  living  ligliL 

Ye  gentle  spirits  of  departed  friends! 
If  e'er  on  eirlh  your  buoyant  wing  deacoadsi 
If,  with  bcnignsnl  care,  ye  linger  near. 
To  gUJrd  Ilic  oUJeclii  in  exiilcnce  dear ; 
If  hoV'riiig  o'er,  ethereal  baud  !  ye  view 
The  lender  sorrows,  to  jroar  memory  truo; 
Otil  in  tlie  musing  hour,  at  midnight  deep. 
While  liiryour  Ions  aOection  wskci  to  weepf 
White  every  sound  in  hallow'd  itillness  lies. 
But  the  low  murmur  of  licr  ploiulivc  sighs  ] 
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Oh  !  thon,  unitkt  tlut  holy  cilm  be  m 


And  oh**e  the  fiiUiTDl  (eir — lor  you  that  flow 
Be  Dear;  when  moonlight  iprexto  the  chirm 

O'er  Dcena  where  cnce  ''your  tarUdy   fooUtcp 

Then,  while  shB  wuiden  o'sr  the  sparkling  dew, 
Through  gkns  and  wood-pathih  onoc  endear'd  by 

you. 
And  GiDdtf  lingera  in  year  faT'rite  bowon, 
And  paiuet  oft,  rooatling  former  hnura ; 
Theti  WITS  your  pbioa  o'er  each  well-known  tbK 
Float  in  the  moanbeim,  ligh  upon  tlio  gale; 
Bid  your  wild  ■ympbooici  remololy  awcU, 
Borne  by  the  ■ummer-wind  fVom  grot  and  dell . 
And  toDch  your  TJewleu  harpa,  and  lootbe  her 

With  aoSl  enchantment*  and  dirine  control ! 
Be  near,  iweel  gonrdiane ;  watch  her  nered  rest. 
When  Slumber  liildi  tier  in  hie  magio  Teat ; 
Aroond  bar,  smilinfi  let  your  fbnn*  arise, 
Relom'd  in  dreamy  lo  Meea  bar  mental  eyaa; 
EAce  the  mem'ry  of  yoor  laat  ftrewell, 
Of  glowing  jeyii  of  radiant  ptwpecta  tcU ; 

""  '  n  of  tlie  poat  renew, 

•,  orray'd  in  ooller  hue. 


then,  trantcending  Fan 
Then  let  vo'jr  forma  unveii'd 
Then  wait  the  visio  „    . 

A  burat  of  glory,  on  her  ctoaing  light ; 
Wake   from   the  harp  of  heaven  tli'  immortal 

To  husii  the  linal  agonie*  of  pain ; 

With  raplaro'a  flmic,  the  parting  aoul  illume. 

And    emilu   triumphant   through  the  eliadoiiry 

Oh  I  still  be  near,  when,  darling  into  day. 
Til'  e^iulling  spirit  Icavci  her  bondi  of  cUjt ; 
lie  yours  lo  guide  tier  llall'rlng  winga  on  high, 
O'er  many  a  world,  aecending  to  the  aky ; 
There  let  your  pretence,  once  her  earthly  joy, 
Thougli   dimm'd  witli  tears,   and  clouded  «itli 

Now  form  her  blisa  on  that  celestial  (bore, 
Where    death    shall   aerer  kindred   heart*  no 


Yet!  in  the  noon  of  that  Elysiau  clime. 
Beyond  the  sphere  of  anguish,  death  or  time ; 
Where  miod't  bright  eye,  with  renovated  Bre, 
Still  beam  on  gtoiies — nerer  to  expire; 
Oh  '.  there  tfa'  illumined  tout  miy  fondly  tmtt. 
More  pure,  more  perfect,  rising  from  the  dust, 
ThoM  mild  aflections,  whoso  eonsuliog  light 
Sheds  the  sofl  moonbeam  on  terrettrid  nigU, 
SubUmed,  ennobled,  thall  for  ever  glow, 
,  Exalting  rapture — not  auuoging  woe  1 
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